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THE BROAD HIGHWAY 

ANTE SCRIPTUM 

As I sat of an early summer morning in the shade of a tree, eating 
fried bacon with a tinker, the thought came to me that I might 
some day write a book of my own : a book that should treat of 
the roads and by-roads, of trees, and wind in lonely places, of 
rapid brooks and lazy streams, of the glory of dawn, the glow 
of evening, and the purple solitude of night ; a book of wa5^ide 
inns and sequestered taverns ; a book of country things and 
ways and people. And the thought pleased me much. 

But," objected the Tinker, for I had spoken my thought 
aloud, " trees and suchlike don’t sound very interestin’ — least- 
ways — not in a book, for after all a tree’s only a tree and an inn* 
an inn ; no, you must tell of other tilings as well.'' 

“ Yes," said I, a little damped, “ to be sure there is a Wghway* 
man ” 

" Come, that’s better ! ’’ said the Tinker encouragingly. 

" Then," I went on, ticking off each item on my fingers, 
*' come Tom Cragg, the pugilist ’’ 

" Better and better ! " nodded the Tinker. 

" — a one-legged soldier of the Peninsula, an adventure at a 
lonely tavern, a flight through woods at midnight pursued by 
desperate villains, and — a most extraordinary tinker. So far so 
good, I think, and it all sounds adventurous enough." 

" What I " cried the Tinker. " Would you put me in your 
book then ? " 

'' Assuredly." 

Why then," said the Tinker, " it’s true I mends kettles, 
sharpens scissors and such, but I likewise peddles books an' 
nov-els, an’ what’s more I reads 'em — so, if you must put me in 
your book, you might call me a literary cove." 

" A literary cove ? " said I. 

" Ah ! " said the Tinker, " it sounds better — a sight better—- 
besides, I nev^ read a nov-el with a tinker in it as I remember, 
they're generally dooks, or earls, or barro-nites — ^nobody wants 
to riad about a tinker." 
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•' That all depends/* said I ; “ a tinker may be much more 
interesting than an earl or even a duke.'* 

The Tinker examined the piece of bacon upon his knife-point 
with a cold and disparaging eye. 

“ I've read a good many nov-els in my time," said he, shaking 
his head. " and I knows what I'm talking of," here he bolted the 
morsel of bacon with much apparent relish, " I've made love to 
duchesses, run of! vith heiresses, and fought dooels — ^ahl by 
the hundred — all between the covers of some book or other and 
enjoyed it uncommonly well — especially the dooels. If you can get 
a little blood into your book, so much the better, there’s nothing 
like a little blood in a book — not a great deal, but just enough to 
)- ive it a ' tang,* so to speak ; if you could kill your highwayman 
to start with it would be a very good beginning to your story.” 

" I could do that, certainly,” said I, “ but it would not be 
according to fact.” 

” So much the better," said the Tinker, " who wants facts 
in a nov-el ? ” 

” Hum 1 ” said I. 

" And then again " 

" What more ? *’ I inquired. 

" Love I " said the Tinker, wiping his knife-blade on the 
leg of his breeches. 

" Love ? ” I repeated. 

" And plenty of it,** said the Tinker. 

” Tin afraid that is impossible,” said I after a moment’s 
thought. 

” How impossible ? ** 

” Because I know nothing about love." 

" That’s a pity,” said the Tinker. 

” Under the circumstances, it is,” said I. 

” Not a doubt of it,” said the Tinker, beginning to scrub out 
the frying pan with a handful of grass, ” though to be sure you 
might learn, you're young enough.” • 

" Yes, I might learn,” said I ; ” who knows ? " 

" All 1 who know^s ? ” said the Tinker. And after he had 
acansed the pan to his satisfaction he turned to me with dexter 
finger upraised and brow of heavy portent. ” Young fellow,” said 
he, ” no man can write a good nov-el without he ’know^s summat 
about love, it aren’t to be expected — so the sooner you do learn, 
the better.” 

‘‘ Hum ! " said I. 

” And then, as 1 said afore and I say it again, they wants love 
In a book nowadays and wot’s more they will have it.” 
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** They ? ** said I. 

" The folk as will read your book — after it is written/' 

Ah I to be sure/* said I, somewhat taken aback, 1 had 
forgotten them.” ^ 

” Forgotten them ? *' repeated the Tinker, staring. 

” Forgotten that people might want to read it — after it is 
written/* 

” But,” said the Ti?ikrr, rubbing his nose hard, *' books are 
written for people to read, aren’t they ? ” 

” Not always,** said 1. 

Hereupon the Tinker rubbed his nose harder than ever. 

” Many of the world’s greatest books, those masterpieces 
which have lived and shall live on for ever, were written (as I 
believe) for the pure love of writing them.” 

” Oh I ” said the Tinker. 

" Yes,” said I, W'arming to my theme, ” and with little or no 
idea of the eyes of those unborn generations which were to read 
and marvel at them ; hence it is we get those sublime thoughts 
untrammelled by passing tastes and fashions, unbounded by 
narrow creed or popular prejudice.” 

” Ah ? ” said the Tinker. 

” Many a great writer has been spoiled by fashion and success, 
for, so soon as he begins to think upon his public, how best to 
please and hold their fancy (which is ever the most fickle of 
mundane things) straightway Genius spreads abroad his pinions 
and leaves him in the mire.” 

” Poor cove 1 *’ said the Tinker. ” Young man, you smile, 
I think ? ” 

” No,** said I. 

” Well, supposing a writer never had no geii’us — how then ? ” 

“ Why then,” said I, ” he should never dare to write at all.” 

” Young fellow,” said the Tinker, glancing at me from the 
corners of his eyes^ ” are you sure you are a gen’us then ? ” 

Now when my companion said this I fell silent, for the very 
sufficient reason that I found nothing to say. 

” Lord love you ! ** said he at last, seeing me thus ” hipped ” — 
” don’t be downhearted — don’t be dashed afore you begin, we 
can’t all be gen ’uses — it aren’t to be expected, but some on us is a 
good deal better than most and that’s something arter all. As 
for your book, wot you have to do is to give ’em a little blood 
now and then#with plenty of love and you can’t go far wrong 1 ” 

Now whether the Tinker’s theory for the writing of a good 
novel be right or wrong, I will not presume to say. But in tliis 
book that lies before you, though you shall read, if you choose. 



4 The Broad Highway 

of country things and ways and people, yet, because that pan 
of my life herein recorded was a something hard, rough life, you 
shall read also of blood ; and, because 1 came, in the end, to 
love very greatly, so shall you read of love. 

Wherefore, then, I am emboldened to hoj^ that when you 
shall have turned the last page and closed this book, you shall 
do so with a sigh. 

P. V. 

London. 


CHAPTER I 

CHIEFLY CONCERNING MY UNCLE'S LAST WILL AND TESTAMENT 

•* ' And to my nephew, Maurice Vibart, I bequeath the sum of 
twenty thousand pounds in the fervent hope that it may help 
him to the devil within the year, or as soon after as may be.’ " 
Here Mr. Grainger paused in his reading to glance up over 
the rim of his spectacles, while Sir Richard lay back in his chair 
and laughed loudly. ’’ Gad ! ” he exclaimed, still chuckling, “ I’d 
give a hundred pounds if he could have been present to hear 
that," and the baronet went off into another roar of merriment. 

Mr. Grainger, on the other hand, dignified and solemn, 
coughed a short, dry cough behind his hand. 

" Help him to the devil within the year," repeated Sir Richard, 
still chuckling. 

" Pray proceed, sir," said I, motioning towards the will. . . . 
But instead of complying, Mr. Grainger laid down the parchment, 
and removing his spectacles, began to polish them with a large 
silk handkerchief. 

" You .are, I believe, unacquainted with your cousin. Sir 
Maurice Vibart ? " he inquired. ' 

" I have never seen him," said I ; " all my life has been 
passed either at school or the university, but I have frequently 
heard mention of him nevertheless." 

Egad 1 " cried Sir Richard, " who hasn't heard of Buck 
Vibart — beat Ted Jarraway of Swansea in five rounds — drove 
coach and four down Whitehall — on sidewalk — ran away with a 
French marquise while but a boy of twenty, and shot her husband 
into the bargain. Devilish celebrated figure in * sporting circles*' 

friend of the Prince Regent " 

" So I understand," said I. 

^ V Altogether as complete a young blackguard as ever swag- 
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gered down St. James’s." Having said which. Sir Richard 
crossed his legs and inhaled a pinch of snuff. 

" Twenty thousand pounds is a very handsome sum," re- 
marked Mr. Grainger ponderously and as though more with the 
intention of saying something rather than remain silent just 
then. 

" Indeed it is," said I, " and might help a man to the devil 
as comfortably as need be, but " 

" Though," pursued Mr. Grainger, " much below his expecta- 
tions and sadly inadequate to his present needs, I fear." 

" That is most unfortunate," said I, " but " 

" His debts," said Mr. Grainger, busy at his spectacles again, 
•' his debts are very heavy, I believe." 

" Then doubtless some arrangement can be made to — ^but 
continue your reading, I beg," said I. 

Mr. Grainger repeated his short, dry cough and taking up 
the will, slowly and almost as though unwillingly, cleared his 
throat and began as follows : 

" * Furthermore, to my nephew, Peter Vibart, cousin to the 
above I will and bequeath my blessing and the sum of ten 
guineas in cash, wherewith to purchase a copy of Zeno or any 
other of the stoic philosophers he may prefer.* ** 

Again Mr. Grainger laid down the will, and again he regarded 
me over the rim of his spectacles. 

" Good God 1 " cried Sir Richard, leaping to his feet, " the 
man must have been mad. Ten guineas — why, it s an insult — 
damme ! — it’s an insult — you’ll never take it of course, Peter." 

“ On the contrary, sir," said I. 

" But — ten guineas ! ** bellowed the baronet ; " on my soul 
now, George was a cold-blooded fish but I didn't think even he 
was capable of such a despicable trick — no — curse me if I did ! 
Why it would have been kinder to Jhave left you nothing at all — 
but it was like Ge%rge — bitter to the end — ten guineas ! " 

" Is ten guineas," said I, " and when one comes to think of 
it much may be done with ten guineas." 

Sir Richard grew purple in the face, but before he could 
speak, Mr. Grainger began to read again : 

" ‘ Moreover, the sum of five hundred thousand pounds, 
now vested in the funds, shall be paid to either Maurice or Peter 
Vibart afores^^jd, if either shall, within one calendar year, become 
the husband of the Lady Sophia Sefton of Cambourne/ " 

** Good God I " exclaimed Sir Richard. 
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^ ' Failing which/ read Mr. Grainger, " ' the said sum, 
namely, fiv^e hundred thousand pounds shall be bestowed upon 
such charity or charities as the trustees shall select. Signed by 

me, this tenth day of Apiil, eighteen hundred and , George 

ViBART, Duly witnessed by Adam Penfleet, Martha Trent/ 

Here Mr. Grainger’s voice stopped, and I remember, in the 
silence that followed, the parchment crackled very loudly as he 
folded it precisely and laid it on the table before him. I re- 
member also that Sir Richard was swearing vehemently under 
his breath as he paced to and fro between me and the window. 

" And that is all ? ” I inquired at last. 

“ That,” said Mr. Grainger, not looldng at me now, " is all.” 

” The Lady Sophia,” murmured Sir Richard as if to himself, 
the Lady Sophia I ” And then, stopping suddenly before me 
in his walk, ” Oh. Peter ! ” said he, clapping his hand down upon 
my shoulder, ” oh, Peter, that settles it, you’re done for, boy — 
a crueller will was never made.” 

'' Marriage ! ” said I to myself, ” Hum ! ” 

A damnable iniquity 1 ” exclaimed Sir Richard, striding up 
and down the room again. 

” The Lady Sophia Sefton of Cambourne 1 ” said I, rubbing 
my chin. 

” Wh 5 ^ that’s just it,” roared the baronet ; ” she’s a reigning 
toast — most famous beauty in the country, London’s mad over 
her — she can pick and choose from all the finest gentlemen in 
England. Oh, it’s ‘ good-bye ’ to all your hopes of the in- 
heritance, Peter, and that’s the devil of it.” 

” Sir, I fail to see your argument,” said I. 

" What ? ” cried Sir Richard, facing round on me, “ d'you 
think you’d have a chance with W then ? ” 

” Wliy not ? ” 

** Without friends, position, or money ? Pish, boy I don’t 
I tell you that every buck and dandy — even' mincing macaroni 
in the three kingdoms would give his very legs to marry her — 
either for her beauty or her fortune,” spluttered the baronet. 
” And let me inform you further that she’s devilish high and 
haughty with it ail — ^they do say she even rebuffed the Prince 
Regent himself.” 

” But then, sir, I consider myself a better man than the Prince 
Regent,” said 1. 

Sir Richard sank into the nearest chair and« stared at me 
open-mouthed. 

** Sir,” I continued, “ you doubtless set me down as an 
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egoist of egoists ; I freely confess it, so are you, so is Mr. Grainger 
yonder, we are all of us egoists in thinking ourselves as good as 
some few of our neighbours and better than a great many.’* 

“ Deuce take me 1 ** said Sir Richard. 

“ Referring to the Lady Sophia, I have heard that she once 

galloped her horse up the steps of St. Paul’s Cathedral ” 

“ And down again, Peter,” added Sir Richard. 

Also she is said to be possessed of a temper,” I continued, 
” and is above the average height, I believe, and I have a natural 
antipathy to termagants, more especially tall ones.” 

Termagant 1 ” cried Sir Richard. ” \^y, she’s the hand- 
somest woman in London, boy. She’s none of your milk-and- 
watery, meek-mouthed misses — curse me, no I she's all fire and 
blood and high mettle — a woman, sir — glorious — divine — damme, 
sir, a black-browed goddess — a positive plum 1 ” 

” Sir Richard,” said 1, ” should I ever contemplate marriage, 
which is most improbable, my wife must be sweet and shy, 
gentle eyed and soft of voice, instead of your bold, strong-armed 
horse-galloping creature ; above all, she must be sweet and 
clinging ” 

” Sweet and sticky, oh, the devil I Hark to the boy, 
Grainger,” cried Sir Richard, ” hark to him — and one glance of 
the glorious Sef ton’s bright eyes — one glance only, Grainger, and 
he’d be at her feet — on his knees — on his confounded knees, sir 1 ” 
” The question is, liow do you propose to maintain yourself 
in the future ? ” said Mr. Grainger at this point ; ” life under 
your altered fortunes must prove necessarily hard, Mr. Peter.” 

” And yet, sir,” I answered, ” a fortune with a wife tagged 
on to it must prove a very mixed blessing after all ; and then 
again, there may be a certain amount of satisfaction in stepping 
into a dead man’s shoes, but I, very foohshly, perhaps, have a 
hankering for shoes of my own. Surely there must be some 
position in life that I am competent to fill, some position that 
would maintain me* honourably and well ; I flatter myself that 

my years at Oxford were not altogether barren of result ” 

” By no means,” put in Sir Richard ; ” you won the High 
Jump, I believe ? ” 

” Sir, I did,” said I, ” also ' Throwing the Hammer.' ” 

" And spent two thousand pounds per annum ? ” said Sir 
Richard. 

” Sir, I did, but between whiles managed to do fairly well 
in my studies, •to finish a new and original translation of Quin- 
tilian, another of Petronius Arbiter and also a literal rendering 
into the English of the Memoirs of the Sieur de Brant6me/’ 
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•* For none of which you have hitherto found a publisher ? 
Inquired Mr. Grainger. 

" Not as yet/' said I, but I have great hopes of my Bran- 
t6me, as you are probably aware this is the first time he has ever 
been tr^slated into the English." 

/'HumT' said Sir Richard, “ha! — ^and in the meantime 
what do you intend to do ? " 

" On that head I have as yet come to no definite conclusion, 
sir/* I answered, 

" I have been wondering," began Mr. Grainger, somewhat 
diffidently, " if you would care to accept a position in my office. 
To be sure the remuneration would be small at first and quite 
insignificant in comparison to the income you have been in the 
receipt of." 

"£ut it would have been money earned/' said I, " which 
is infinitely preferable to that for which we never turn a hand — 
at least, I think so." 

" Then you accept ? " 

" No, sir," said I, " though I am grateful to ^^ou, and thank 
you most sincerely for your offer, yet I have never felt the least 
inclination to the practice of law ; where there is no interest 
one’s work must necessarily suffer, and I have no desire that. your 
business should be injured by any carelessness of mine." 

" What do you think of a private tutorship ? " 

" It would suit me above all things were it not for the 
that the genus ‘ Boy ' is the most aggravating of all animals and 
that I am conscious of a certain shortness of temper at times, 
w'hich might result in pain to my pupil, loss of dignity to myself, 
and general unpleasantness to all concerned — otherwise a private 
tutorship would suit most admirably." 

Here Sir Richard took another pinch of snuff and sat frowning 
up at the ceiling, while Mr. Grainger began tying up that docu- 
ment which had so altered my prospects. As for me, I crossed 
to the window and stood staring out at the evening. Everywhere 
were trees tinted by the rosy glow of sunset, trees that stirred 
sleepily in the gentle wind, and far aw^ay I could see that famous 
highway, built and paved for the march of Roman Legions, 
winding away to w^here it vanished over distant Shooter’s Hill. 

" And pray," said Sir Richard, still frowming at the ceiling, 
•• what do you propose to do with yourself ? " , 

Now, as I looked out upon tliis fair evening, I became, of a 
sudden, possessed of an overmastering desire, 1 great longing 
for field and meadow and hedgerow, for wood and coppice and 
shady stream, for sequestered inns and wide, wincLswept heaths, 
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and ever the broad highway in front. Thus, I answered Sir 
Richard’s question unhesitatingly, and without turning from the 
window : 

** I shall go, sir, on a walking tour through Kent and Surrey 
into Devonshire and thence probably to Cornwall/’ 

“ And with a miserable ten guineas in your pocket ? Pre- 
posterous — absurd ! ” retorted Sir Richard. 

On the contrary, sir," said I, " the more I ponder the 
project, the more enamoured of it I become." 

" And when your money is all gone — how then ? " 

" I shall turn my hand to some useful employment," said I ; 
" digging, for instance." 

“ Digging 1 " ejaculated Sir Richard, " and you a scholar — 
and what is more, a gentleman I " 

" My dear Sir Richard." said I, " that all depends upon how 
you would define a gentleman. To me he would appear, of late 
years, to have degenerated into a creature whose chief end in life 
is to spend money he has never earned, to reproduce his species 
with a deplorable frequency and promiscuity, habitually to 
drink more than is good for him, and. between whiles, to fill 
in his time hunting, cock-fighting, or watching entranced while 
two men pound each other unrecognisable in the prize ring. 
Occasionally he has the good taste to break his neck in the hunting 
field, or get himself gloriously shot in a duel, but the generality 
live on to a good old age, turn their attention to matters political 
and, following the dictates of their class, damn all reform with a 
whole-hearted fervour equalled only by their rancour." 

" Deuce take me ! " ejaculated Sir Richard feebly, while 
Mr. Grainger buried his face in his pocket-handkerchief. 

" To my mind," I ended, " the man who sweats over a spade 
or follows the tail of a plough is far nobler and higher in the 
Scheme of Things than any of your young ‘ bloods ' driving 
his coach and fouir to Brighton to the danger of all and 
sundry." 

Sir Richard slowly got up out of his chair, staring at me open 
mouthed. " Good God 1 ” he exclaimed at last, " the boy’s a 
Revolutionary." 

1 smiled and shrugged my shoulders, but, before I could 
speak, Mr. Grainger interposed, sedate and solemn as usual : 

" Referring to your proposed tour, Mr. Peter, when do you 
expect to start*? " 

" Early to-morrow morning, sir." 

" I will not attempt to dissuade you, well knowing the 
difficulty," said he with a faint smile, " but a letter addressed 
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to me at Lincoln’s Inn will always find me and receive my most 
earnest attention.” So saying he rose, bowed, and having 
shaken my hand, left the room, closing the door behind him. 

“Peter," exclaimed the baronet, striding up and down, 
” Peter, you are a fool — sir, a hot-headed, self-suificient, prag- 
matical young fool — sir, curse me 1 ” 

” I am sorry you should think so,” I answered. 

“ And,” he continued, regarding me with a defiant eye, 
” I shall expect you to draw upon me for any sum that — ^that 
you may require for the present — ^friendship’s sake — ^boyhood 
and — and all that sort of thing, and — er — oh, damme, you 
understand, Peter ? ” 

“ Sir Richard,” said I, grasping his unwilling hand, ” I — I 
thank you from the bottom of my heart.” 

” Pooh, Peter, dammit I ” said he, snatching his hand away 
and thrusting it hurriedly into his pocket, out of farther reach. 

” Thank you, sir,” I reiterated ; ” be sure that should I 
fall ill or any unforeseen calamity happen to me, 1 will most 
gladly, most gratefully accept your generous aid in the spirit 
in which it is offered, but ” 

” But ? ” exclaimed Sir Richard. 

•• Until then ” 

” Oh, the devil ! ” said Sir Richard, and ringing the bell 
ordered his horse to be brought to the door and thereafter stood 
with his back to the empty fireplace, his fists thrust down into 
his pockets, frowning heavily and with a fixed intentness at the 
nearest arm-chair. 

Sir Richard Anstruther is tall and broad, ruddy of face, with a 
prominent nose and great square chin whose grimness is off-set . 
by a mouth singularly sweet and tender, and- the kindly light 
of blue eyes ; he is in very truth a gentleman. Indeed, as he 
stood there in his plain blue coat with its high roll collar and 
shining silver buttons, his spotless moleskiijp and heavy, square- 
toed riding boots he was as fair a type as might be of the English 
country gentleman. It is such men as he, who, fearless upon the 
littered quarter-decks of reeling battleships, undismayed amid 
the smoke and death of stricken fields, their duty well and nobly 
done, have turned their feet homewards to pass their latter days 
amid their turnips and cabbages, beating their swords into 
pruning-hooks, and glad enough to do it. 

” Peter,” said he suddenly. 

” Sir ? ” said I. 

” You never saw your father to remember, did you ? 

“ No, Sif Wchard.” 
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” Nor your mother ? ” 

Nor my mother.'* 

" Poor boy — ^poor boy 1 ** 

" You knew my mother ? " 

" Yes, Peter, I knew your mother," said Sir Richard, staring 
veiy hard at the chair again, and I saw that his mouth had grown 
wonderfully tender. " Yours has been a very secluded life 
hitherto, Peter," he went on after a moment. 

" Entirely so," said I, " with the exception of my never-to-be- 
forgotten visits to the Hall." 

" Ah yes, I taught you to ride, remember." 

" You are associated with every boyish pleasure I ever 
knew," said I, laying my hand upon his arm. Sir Richard 
coughed and grew suddenly red in the face. 

“ Why — ah — you see, Peter," he began, picking up his riding 
whip and staring at it, " you see your uncle was never very fond 
of company at any time, whereas I " 

" Whereas you could always find time to remember the 
lonely boy left when all his companions were gone on their 
holidays— left to his books and the dreary desolation of the 
empty schoolhouse, and echoing cloisters " 

" Pooh ! " exclaimed Sir Richard, redder than ever. " Bosh ! " 

" Do you think I can ever forget the glorious day when you 
drove over in your coach and four, and carried me off in triumph, 
and how we raced the white-hatted fellow in the tilbury " 

" And beat him I " added Sir Richard. 

" Took off his near wheel on the turn," said I. 

" The fool’s own fault," said Sir Richard. 

" And left him in the ditch, cursing us ! " said I. 

" Egad, yes, Peter I Oh, but those were fine horses — and 
though I say it, no better team in the south country. You’ll 
remember the ' off wheeler ' broke his leg shortly after and had 
to be shot, poor devil." 

" And later, at Oxford," I began. 

" What now, Peter ? " said Sir Richard, frowning darkly. 

" Do you remember the bronze vase that used to stand on the 
mantelpiece in my study ? " 

" Bronze vase ? " repeated Sir Richard, intent upon his 
whip again. 

" I used to find bank-notes in it after you had visited me, 
and when I hid the vase they turned up just the same in most 
unexpected plades." 

" YoHing . fellow — must have money — necessary — now and 
then," muttered Sir Richard. 
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At this juncture, with a discrteet knock, the butler appeared 
to announce that Sir Richard's horse was waiting. Hereupon 
the baronet, somewhat hastily, caught up his hat and gloves, 
and I followed him out of the house and down the steps. 

Sir Richard drew on his gloves, thrust his toe into the stirrup, 
and then turned to look at me over his arm, 

“ Peter,” said he. 

” Sir Richard ? ” said' I. 

Regarding your walking tour ” 

” Yes ? ” 

" I think it's all damned tomfoolery ! ” said Sir Richard. 
After saying which he swung himself into the saddle with a 
lightness and ease that many younger might have envied. 

” I’m sorry for that, sir, because my mind is set upon it.” 

” With ten guineas in your pocket ! *' 

” That, with due economy, should be ample until I can find 
some means to earn more.'* 

” A fiddlestick, sir — an accursed fiddlestick I ” snorted Sir 
Richard. " How is a boy, an unsophisticated, hot-headed 
young fool of a boy to earn his own living ? ” 

Others have done it,” I began. 

” Pish I ” said the baronet. 

” And been the better for it in the end.” 

” l ush I ” said the baronet. 

” And I have a great desire to see the world from the view- 
point of the multitude.” 

Bah ! ” said the baronet, so foicibly that his mare started, 
this comes of your damnable Revolutionary tendencies. Let 
me tell you, Want is a hard master, and the world a bad place 
for one who is moneyless and without friends.” 

” You forget, sir, I shall never be without a friend.” 

” God knows it, boy,” answered Sir Richard, and his hand 
fell and rested for a moment upon my shoulder. ” Peter,” 
said he, very slowly and heavily, ” I*m growing old — and 1 shall 
never marry — and sometimes, Peter, of an evening I get very 
lonely and — ^lonely, Peter.” He stopped for a while, gazing 
away towards the green slopes of distant Shooter's Hill. Oh, 
boy I ” said he at last, “ won’t you come to tlie Hall and help me 
to spend my money ? ” 

Without answering I reached up and clasped his hand ; 
it was the hand which held his whip, and I noticed how tightly 
he gripped the handle, and wondered. • 

Sir Richard,” said I at last, " wherever I go I shall treasure 
the recollection of this moment, but ” 
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’* But. Peteix? " 

But, sir ** 

" Oh, dainmit I ” he exclaimed, and set spurs to his mare. 
Yet once he turned in his saddle to flourish his whip to me ere 
be galloped out of sight. 


CHAPTER II 

1 SET OUT 

The clock of the square-towered Norman church, a mile away, 
was striking the hour of four as 1 let myself out into the morning. 
It was dark as yet, and chilly, but in the east was already a faint 
glimmer of dawn. Reaching the stables I paused with my hand 
on the door-hasp, listening to the hiss, hissing tliat told me Adam, 
the groom, was already at work witliin. As I entered he looked 
up from the saddle he was polishing and touched his forehead 
with a grimy forefinger. 

You be eai'ly abroad, Mr. Peter.'' 

“ Yes," said 1. “ I wish to be on Shooter’s Hill at sunrise ; 
but first I came to say ‘ good-bye ' to ‘ Wings.’ ’’ 

" To be sure, sir,’’ nodded Adam, picking up his lanthorn. 
Upon the ensuing interview I will not dwell, it was affecting 
both to her and to myself, for we were mutually attached. 

Sir,’’ said Adam, when at last the stable door had closed 
behind us, " that there mare knows as you’re a-leaving her." 

" I think she does, Adam." 

“ ’Osses be wonderful wise, sir 1 " 

" Yes, Adam." 

" This is a bad day for Wings,sir — and all of us, for that matter.'* 
" I hope not, Adam." 

" You be a-going away, they tell me, sir ? " 

" Yes, going away," I nodded. 

" Wonder what’ll become o’ the mare, sir ? " 

" Ah yes, I wonder," said 1. 

" Everything to be sold under the will, I think, sir ? 

" Everything. Adam." 

" Excuse me, sir," said he, knuckling his forehead, " you 
won’t be wanting ever a groom, will you ? " 

" No, Adam," I answered, shaking my head, " I sha’n’t be 
wanting a groom." 

Nor yet a body servant, sir ? ” 



X4 The Bread Highway 

“ No, Adam, nor yet a body servant,** 

Here there ensued a silence during which Adam knuckled his 
right temple again and I tightened the buckle of my knapsack. 

" I think, Adam,** said I, “ I think it is going to be a fine day.’* 

** Yes, sir." 

" Good-bye, Adam I ** said I, and held out my hand. 

*' Good-bye, sir." And, having shaken my hand, he turned 
and went back into the stable. 

So I set off, walking beneath an avenue of trees looming up 
gigantic on either hand. At the end was the lodge and, ere I 
opened the gates — ^for John, the lodgekeeper, was not yet astir — 
ere I opened the gates, I say, I paused for one last look at the 
house that had been all the home I had ever known since I could 
remember. As I stood thus, with my eyes upon the indistinct 
mass, I presently distinguished a figure running towards me and, 
as he came up, recognised Adam. 

" It ain't much, sir, but it's all I *ave," said he, and thrust 
a short, thick, well-smoked clay pipe into my hand — a. pipe that 
was fashioned to the shape of a negro's head. " It's a good pipe, 
sir," he went on, " a mortal good pipe, and as sweet as a nut 1 " 
saying which he turned about and ran off, leaving me standing 
there with his parting gift in my hand. 

And having put the pipe into an inner pocket, I opened the 
gate and started off at a good pace along the broad highway. 

It was a bleak, desolate world that lay about me, a world of 
shadows and a white, low-lying mist that filled every hollow and 
swathed hedge and tree ; a lowering earth and a frowning heaven 
infinitely depressing. But the eastern sky was clear with an 
evergrowing brightness ; hope lay there, so, as I walked, I kept 
my eyes towards the East. 

Being come at last to that eminence which is called Shooter's 
Hill, I sat me down upon a bank beside the way and turned to 
look back 'upon the wonderful city. And-*as I watched, the 
pearly east changed little by little, to a varying pink, which in 
turn slowly gave place to reds and yellows until up came the sun 
in all his majesty, gilding vane and weathercock upon a hundred 
spires and steeples, and making a glory of the river. Far away 
upon the white riband of road that led across Blackheath, a chaise 
was crawling, but save for that the world seemed deserted. 

1 sat thus a great while gazing upon the city and marvelling 
at the greatness of it. 

** Truly," said I to myself, " nowhere in the whole world is 
there such another city as London I " And presently I sighed 
and, rising, set my back to the city and went on down the hill. 
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Ye&— sun was up at last, and at his advent the mists 
rolled up and vanished, the birds awoke in brake and thicket and, 
lifting their voices, sang together, a song of universal praise. 
Bushes rustled, trees whispered, while from eveiy leaf and twig, 
from every blade of grass, there hung a flashing jewel. 

With the mists my doubts of the future vanished too, and I 
strode upon my way, a very god, king of my destiny, walking 
through a tribute world where feathered songsters carolled for me 
and blossoming flowers wafted sweet perfume upon my path. 
So I went on gaily down the hill, rejoicing that I was alive. 

In the knapsack at my back I had stowed a few clothes, the 
strongest and plainest I possessed, together with a shirt, some 
half-dozen favourite books and my translation of Brant6me; 
Quintillian and Petronius I had left with Mr. Grainger who had 
promised to send them to a publisher, a friend of his, and in my 
pocket was my uncle George’s legacy, — namely, ten guineas in 
gold. And, as I walked, 1 began to compute how long such a 
sum might be made to last a man. By practising the strictest 
economy, I thought I might manage well enough on two shillings 
a day, and this left me some hundred odd days in which to find 
some means of livelihood and if a man could not suit himself 
in such time, then (thought I) he must be a fool indeed. 

Thus, my thoughts caught something of the glory of the 
bright sky above, and the smiling earth about me as I strode along 
that “ Broad Highway," which was to lead me I knew not 
whither, yet where disaster was already lying in wait for me — 
as you shall hear. 


CHAPTER III 

CONCERNS ITSELF MAINLY WITH A HAT 
c 

As the day advanced, the sun beat down with an ever-increasing 
heat, and what with this and the dust I presently grew very 
thirsty ; wherefore, as I went, I must needs conjure up tantalising 
visions of ale — of ale that foamed gloriously in tankards, that 
sparkled in glasses, and gurgled deliciously from the spouts of 
earthen-pitchers, and I began to look about me for some inn 
where these visions might be realised and my burning thirst 
nobly quenched «(as such a thirst deserved to be). On I went, 
through this beautiful land of Kent, past tree and hedge and 
smiling meadow, by hill and dale and doping upland, while ever 
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the sun grew hotter, the winding road the dustier, and my mighty 
thirst the mightier. 

At length, reaching the brow of a hill, I espied a small inn 
or hedge-tavern that stood back from the glare of the road, seem- 
ing to nestle in the shade of a great tree, and joyfully I hastened 
toward it. 

As I approached I heard loud voices, raised as though in 
altercation, and a hat came hurtling through the open doorway 
and, bounding into the road, rolled over and over to my very 
feet. And, looking down at it, I saw that it was a very ill-used 
hat, frayed and worn, dented of crown and broken of brim, yet 
beneath its sordid shabbiness there lurked the dim semblance 
of what it had once been, for, in the scratched and tarnished 
buckle, in the jaunty curl of the brim, it still preserved a certain 
pitiful air of rakishness ; wherefore, I stooped, and, picking it up, 
began to brush the dust from it as well as I might. 

I was thus engaged when there arose a sudden bull-like 
roar and. glancing up, I beheld a man who reeled backwards out 
of the inn and who, after staggering a yard or so, thudded down 
into the road and so lay, staring vacantly up at the sky. Before 
I could reach him, howevtT, he got upon his legs and, crossing 
unsteadily to the tree I have mentioned, leaned there and I saw 
tlicre was much blood up(.>n his face which he essayed to wipe 
aw^ay with the cuff of his coat. Now, upon his whole person, 
fnuTJ the crown of his unkempt head down to his broken, dusty 
hoots, there yet clung that air of jaunty, devil-may-care rakishness 
which I had seen, and pitied in his hat. 

Observing, as I came up, how heavily he leaned against the 
tree, and noting the extreme pallor of his face and the blank 
gaze of his sunken eyes, I touched him upon the shoulder. 

‘‘ Sir, I trust you are not hurt ? said I. 

“ Thank you,” he answered, his glance still wandering, " not 
in the least — assure you — merely — tap on the nose, sir — un- 
pleasant— damnalily, but no more, no rnoji^.” 

” 1 think,” said I, holding out the battered liat, *' 1 think this 
is yours ? ” 

His eye encountering it in due time, he reached out his hand 
somew^hat fumblingly, and took it from me with a slight move- 
ment of the head and shoulders that might have been a bow. 

” I'hank you — yes — should know it among a thousand," 
said he dreamily, ” an old friend and a tried — a very much 
tried one-— many tlianks.” With w^hich word* he clapped the 
much- tried friend upon his head, and with another movement 
that might Jiave been a bow, turned shoit jouiid and strode away. 
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And as he went, despite the careless swing of his shoulder, his 
legs seemed to falter somewhat in their stride and once I thought 
he staggered ; yet, as I watched, half minded to follow after him, 
he settled his hat more firmly with a light tap upon the crown 
and, thrusting his hands into the pockets of his threadbare coat, 
fell to whistling lustily, and so, turning a bend in the road, 
vanished from my sight 

And presently, my thirst recurring to me, I approached the 
inn, and descending tliree steps entered its cool shade. Here I 
found four men, each with his pipe and tankard, to whom a 
large, red-faced, big-fisted fellow was holding forth in a high state 
of heat and indignation. 

“ Wot's England a-comin' to ? — that's wot I wants to know,” 
he was saying, ” wot’s England a-comin’ to when thievin’ robbers 
can come a-walkin* in on you a-stealin’ a pint o’ your best ale 
out o’ your very own tankard under your very own nose — wot*s 
it a-comin’ to ? ” 

” Ah ! ” nodded the others solemnly, ” that’s it, Joel — wot ? ” 

” W’y,” growled the red-faced innkeeper, bringing his big 
fist down with a bang, ” it’s a-coniin’ to per— -dilioix, that's wot 
it’s a-comin’ to ! ” 

” And wot,” inquired a rather long, bony man with a face 
half-hidden in sandy whisker, ” wot might per — dilioii be, Joel, 
likewise, wheer ? ” 

” You must be a danged fule, Tom, my lad ! ” retorted he 
whom they called Joel, redder in the face than ever. 

” Ay, that ye must 1 ” chorused the others. 

” I only axed, wot an’ wheer.” 

” Only axed, did ye ? ” repeated Joel scornfully. 

” Ah,” nodded the other, ” that’s ^1.” 

“ But you’re always a-axiii’, you are," said Joel gloomily. 

” W’ich I notice,” retorted the mail Tom, blowing into his 
tankard, ” w’ich I notice as you ain’t never over-fond o' 
answerin’.” '* 

” Oh ain’t, ain't I ? ” 

” No, you ain’t,” repeated Tom, ” nohow,” 

Here the red-faced man grew so very red indeed that the 
others fell to coughing, all together, and shufiiing tlieir feet ami 
giving divers other evidences of their euibanassmcnt, oil save 
the unimpressionable Tom. 

Seizing the occasion that now presented itself. I knocked 
loudly upon the* floor with my stick, whereupon the red-faced 
man, removing his eyes slowly and by degrees from the un- 
concerted Torn, fixed them darkly upon me. 
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“ Supposing/' said I, *' supposing you are so very obliging 
as to serve me with a pint of ^e ? " 

Then supposin' you show me the colour o' your money ? '* 
he growled, ** come, money fust ; I aren't takin' no more 
risks/' 

For answer I laid the coins before him. And having pocketed 
the money, he filled and thrust a foaming tankard towards me, 
which I emptied forthwith and called upon him for another. 

" Wheer's your money ? " 

" Here," said 1, tossing a sixpence to him, " and you can 
keep the change." 

" Why ye see, sir," he began, somewhat mollified, " it be 
precious 'ard to know who's a gentleman, an' who ain't, who's 
a thief, an' who ain't these days." 

" How so ? " 

" Why only a little while ago — ^just afore you — chap comes 
a-walkin' in 'ere, no ‘ account much ' to look at, but very 'aughty 
for all that — comes a-walkin' in 'ere 'e do an' calls for a pint o' 
ale — you 'card 'im, all on ye ? " he broke off, turning to the 
others, " you all 'card 'im c^ for a pint o' ale ? " 

" Ah — we 'eard 'im," they nodded. 

" Comes a-walkin' in 'ere 'e do, bold as brass — calls for a 
pint o' ale — drinks it off, an' — 'ands me 'is 'at ; you all seen 'im 
'and me 'is 'at ? " he inquired, once more addressing the others. 

" Every man of us," the four chimed in with four individual 
nods. 

" ‘ Wot's this 'ere ? ' says I, turnin' it over, ' It's a 'at, or 
once was,' says 'e. * Well, I don't want it,' says I. * Since 
you've got it you'd better keep it,' says 'e. ‘ Wot for ? ' says I. 
‘ Why,' says 'e, ‘ it's only fair seein' I've got your ale — ^it's a case 
of exchange,' says 'c. ‘ Oh I is it ? ' says I, an' pitched the 

thing out into the road an' 'im arter it — an' so it ended. An* 
wot," said the red-faced man nodding his big head at me, " wot 
d'ye think o' that now ? " 

" Why, I think you were perhaps a trifle hasty," said I. 

" Oh, ye do, do ye ? " 

" Yes," I nodded. 

" An' for why ? " 

" Well, you will probably remember that the hat had a band 
round it " 

" Ay, all wore away it were too " 

" And that in the band was a buckle " 

“ Ay, all scratched an' rusty it were — ^well ? " 

W^, that tarnished buclde was of silver " 



I meet with a great Misfortune 19 

** Silver I ** gasped the man, his jaw falling. 

"And easily worth five shfilings, perhaps more, so that I 
think you were, upon the whole, rather hasty.” Saying which, 
I finished my ale and, taking up my staff, stepped out into the 
sunshine. 


CHAPTER IV 

' 1 MEET WITH A GREAT MISFORTUNE 

That day I passed through several villages, stopping only to 
cat and drink, thus evening was falling as, having left fair Seven- 
oaks behind, I came to the brow of a certain hill, a long and very 
steep descent which (I think) is called the River Hill. And here, 
rising stark against the evening sky, was a gibbet, and standing 
beneath it a man, a short, square man in a somewhat shabby 
coat of bottle-green, and with a wide-brimmed beaver hat sloped 
down over his eyes, who stood with his feet well apart, sucking 
the knob of a stick he carried, while he stared up at that which 
dangled by a stout chain from the cross-beam of the gibbet, 
something black and shrivelled and horrible that had once been 
human. 

As I came up, the man drew the stick from his mouth and 
touched the brim of his hat with it in salutation. 

“ An object lesson, sir,” said he, and nodded tow^ards the 
loathsome mass above. 

” A very hideous one ! ” said I, pausing, and I think a very 
useless one.” 

” He was as fine a fellow as ever thrust toe into stirrup,” 
the man went on, pointing upwards with his stick, ” though 
you’d never think so to look at him now I ” 

” It's a horrible sight I ” said I. 

” It is,” nodded t|ie man, ” it’s a sight to turn k man’s 
stomach, that is I ” 

” You knew him perhaps ? ” said I. 

” Knew him,” repeated the man, staring at me over his 
shoulder, ” knew him — ah — that is, I knew of him.” 

” A highwayman ? ” 

” Nick Scrope his name was,” answered the man with a nod, 
“ hung at Maidstone assizes last year, and a very good end he 
made of it too ; and here he be — ^hung up in chains all nat’ral and 
reglar, as a warning to all and sundry.” 

” The more shame to England,” said I ; ” to my thinking it 
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i3 a scandal that our highways should be rendered odious by 
such horrors and as wicked as it is useless." 

" ’Od rot me r* cried the fellow, slapping a doud of dust from 
his coat with his stick, " hark to that now." 

" What ? " said I, " do you tliink for one moment that such 
a sight, horrible though it is, could possibly deter a man from 
robbery or murder whose mind is already made up to it by reason 
of circumstances or starvation ? " 

" Well, but it’s an old custom, as old as this here road." 

" True," said I, " and that of itself but proves my argument, 
for men have been hanged and gibbeted all these years yet 
robbery and murder abide with us still, and are of daily occur- 
rence." 

" Why, as to that, sir," said the man, falling into step beside 
me as I walked on down the hill, " I won’t say yes and I won’t 
say no, but what I do say is — as many a man might think twice 
afore running the chance of coming to that — look 1 " And he 
stopped to turn, and point back at the gibbet with his stick. 
" Nick can’t last much longer, though I’ve know'd ’em hang a 
good time — but they made a botch of Nick — not enough tar, 
you can see where the sun catches him there ! " 

Once more, though my whole being revolted at the sight, I 
must needs turn to look at the thing — the tall, black shaft of the 
gibbet, and the grisly horror that dangled beneath with its chains 
and iron bands ; and from this, back again to my companion, to 
find him regarding me with a curiously twisted smile, and a 
long-barrelled pistol held within a foot of my head. 

“ Well ? ” said I, staring. 

“ Sir," he said, tapping his boot with his stick, " I must 
trouble you for the sliiner I see a-winking at me from your cravat, 
likewise your w'atch and any small change you may have." 

For a moment I hesitated, glancing from his grinning mouth 
swiftly over the deserted road, and back again, 

" Likevrise," said the fellow. " I mus^ask you to be sharp 
about it." It was with singularly clumsy fingers that 1 drew 
the watch from my fob, and the pin from iny cravat and jmssed 
them to him. 

" Now your pockets," he suggested, " turn ’em out." 

This command I reluctantly obeyed, bringing to light my 
ten guineas, wliich w’ere as yet intact, and w^hich he pocketed 
forthwith, and two pennies — ^w'hich he bade me keep. 

" For," said he, " 'twill buy you a draught of ale, sir^ and 
there's good stuff to be had at the ' White Hart ’ yonder, and 
there's nothin’ like a draught of good ale to comfort a man in any 
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such small adversity like this here. As to that knapsack now/' 
he pursued, eyeing it thoughtfully, “ it looks heavy and might 
hold valleybels, but then, on the other hand, it might not, and 

those there straps takes time to unbuckle and " He broke 

off suddenly for from somewhere on the hill below us came the 
unmistakable sound of wheels. Hereupon the fellow very 
nimbly ran across the road, turned, nodded, and vanished among 
the trees and underbrush that clothed the steep slope down to 
the valley below. 


CHAPTER V 

THE BAGMAN 

I WAS yet standing there, half stunned by my lossland the sudden- 
ness of it all, when a tilbury came slowly round a bend in the 
road, the driver of which nodded lazily in his seat while his horse, 
a sorry, jaded animal, plodded wearily up the steep slope of the 
hill. As he approached I hailed him loudly, upon which, he 
suddenly dived down between his knees and produced a brass- 
bound blunderbuss, 

" What's to do ? " cried he, a thick-sot, round-faced fellow, 
" what's to do, eh ? " and he covered me with the wide mouth of 
the blunderbuss. 

'' Thieves ! " said I, “ I've been robbed, and not three 
minutes since." 

" Ah I " he exclaimed, in a tone of great relief, and with the 
colour returning to his plump cheeks, " is that the way of it ? " 

" It is," said I, " and a very bad way, the lellow has left me 
but twopence in the world." 

" Twopence — ah ? " 

" Come," I went on, " you are armed I see, the thief.took to 
the brushwood, here, ftot tliree minutes ago, we may catch him 
yet " 

" Catch him ? " repeated the fellow, staring. 

I* Yes, don't I tell you he has stolen all I lie money I possess." 

" Except twopence," said the lellow. 

-• Yes " 

“ Well, twopence ain't to be sneezed at, and if I was you '* 

II Come, we're losing time," said I, cutting him short. 

II But — my mSre, what about my mare ? " 

She'll stand," I answered u tired enough." 

The Bagman, for such I took him to be, sighed, and, blimder- 
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buss in hand^ prepared to alight, but, in the act of doing 5 o| 
paused : 

•• Was the rascal armed ? he inquired, over his shoulder. 

To be sure he was," said I. 

The Bagman got back into his seat and took up the reins. 

" What now ? " I inquired. 

"It’s this accursed mare of mine," he answered, " she’ll bolt 
again, d’ye see — twice yesterday and once the day before, she 
bolted, sir, and on a road like this " 

" Then lend me your blunderbuss." 

" I can’t do that." he replied, shaking his head, 

" But why not ? " said I impatiently. 

" Because this is a dangerous road and I don’t intend to be 
left unarmed on a dangerous road — never have been and I- 
never will and there’s an end of it, d’ye see ! " 

" Then do you mean to say that you refuse your aid to a 
fellow traveller — ^that you will sit there and let the rogue get 
away with all the money I possess in the world " 

" Oh no ; not on no account, just you get up here b<^<Se 
me and we’ll drive to ‘iJtie White Hart.* I’m well kno^ at 
‘ The White Hart,’ we’ll get a few honest fellows at our 

and have this thieving, rascally villain in the twinkling of an 

He stopped suddenly, made a frantic clutch at his blunderbuss, 
and sat staring. Turning short round I saw the man in the 
beaver hat standing within a yard of us, fingering his long pistol 
and with the same twisted smile upon his lips. 

" I’ve a mind," said he, nodding his head at the Bagman, 
" I’ve a great mind to blow your face off." 

The blunderbuss fell to the roadway, with a clatter. 

" Thievin’ rascally villain — ^was it ? Damme i I think 1 
will blow your face off.” 

" No — don’t do — ^that," said the Bagman, in a strange, jerky 
voice, " what 'ud be — ^the good ? " 

" Why that there poor animal wouldn’t have to drag that 
fat carkiss of yours up and down hills, for one thing." 

" I'll get out and walk." ^ 

"And it might learn ye to keep a civil toh^e in your 
head." 

"I — I didn't mean — any — offence." 

" Then chuck iis your purse," growled the other, and be 
quick about it." The Bagman obeyed with wonderful celerity, 
and I heard the purse chi^ as the footpad drqifped it into the 
pocket of his greatcoat. 

•’ As for you," said he, turning to me, " yo^ get on your way 
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and never mind me, forget you ever had ten guineas and don't 
go a-iiskin’ your vallyble young life ; come — up with you I 
and he motioned me into the tilbury with his pistol. 

“ What about rny blunderbuss ? expostulated the Bagman, 
faintly, as I seated myself beside him, " you’ll give me my blunder- 
buss — cost me five pounds it did." 

" More fool you 1 " said the highwayman, and, picking up 
the unwieldy weapon, he hove it into the ditch. 

" As to our argyrnent— regardin* gibbetin', sir," said he, 
nodding to me, " I’m rayther inclined to tliink you was in the 
right on it artcr all." Then, turning towards the Bagman : 
“ Drive on, fat-facc ! " said he, " and sharp's tlic word." Where- 
upon the Bagman whipped up his horse and, as the tired animal 
struggled forward over the crest of the hill, I saw the highwayman 
still watching us with his twisted smile. 

Very soon we came in view of " The Wliite Hart,” an inn I 
remembered to have passed on the right hand side of the road, 
ULUd, scarce were we driven up to tlAtloor, than down jumped tlie 
^%||eman, leaving me to follow at n^^.|^isurc, and running into the 
'it^^^orthwilh began recounting lixs loss to all and sundry, so 
soon found we were become the centre of a gaping crowd, 
much to my disgust, ludeod, I would havo slipped away, but 
each time I attempted to do so the Bagman would appeal to me 
to corroborate some statement. 

" Galloping Dick himself, or I'm a Dutchman I " he crit‘d for 
the twentieth time, " up he comes, bold as brass, bless you, and 
a horse-pistol in each hand. * Hold hard ! ' says I, and ups with 
my blunderbuss, you rcineinbcr as I ups with my blunderbuss ? " 
he inquired, turning to me. 

" Quite well," said I. 

" Ah, but you should have seen the fellow's face, when he saw 
my blunderbuss ready at niy shoulder, green it was-gu-eii as 
grass, for if ever tljpre was death in a man's face, and sudden 
death at that, there was sudden death in mine, when, all at once, 
iny mare, my accursed mare, jibbed " 

"Yes, yes?" cried half-a-dozen breathless voices, "what 
then ? " 

" Why then, gentlemen," said the Bagman, shaking liis head 
and frowning round upon the ring of intent faces, " why ilieji, 
gentlemen, being a resolute, determined fellow, I did wdiat any 
other man of sjj^rit would have done — I " 

" Dropped your blunderbuss." said I. 

" Ay, to be sure, I did " 

And he pitched it into the ditch," said I, 



24 The Broad Highway 

Ay,’* nodded the Bagman dubiously, while the others 
crowded nearer. 

** And then he took your money, and called you ‘ Fool * and 
* Fat-face,’ and so it ended,” said I. With which I pushed 
way from the circle, and, finding a quiet corner b side tlie 
chimney, sat down, and with my last twopence ordered a tankard 
of ale. 


CHAPTER VI 

WIUT BKFETX ME AT ” THE WHITE IIAET ” 

When a man has experienced some great, and totally unexpected 
reverse of fortune, has been swept from one plane of existence 
to another, that he should fail at once to recognise tiie full 
magnitude ot that cliaiige is but natural, for his faculties rnu-^t 
of necessity be numbed more or hiss, by its very suddenness. 

Yesterday 1 had been reduced from affluence to poverty 
witli an nnexpccti'tlness that had dazc'd me for the time being, 
and, from the poverty of an lionr ago. 1 now found myself reduced 
to an utter dcstiliition without the wherewithal to ]>ay for the 
meanest night’s lodgment. And. contrasting the careless ease 
of a few days since witli my present lamentable situation, I fell 
into a gloomy meditation ; and the longer I thought it over, the 
more dejected I became. To be sure, I might apply to Sir 
Richard for assistance, but my pride revolted at even the thought, 
more especially at such an early stage, moreover I had determined, 
beforehand, to walk my appointed road unaided from the first. 

From these depressing Ihouglits I was presently aroused 
Vjy a loud, rough voice at no great distancti, to which, though 
I had been dimly conscious of it for some time, I had before paid 
no attention. Now, however, I raised my eyes from the S]'>ot 
upon tiie floor, where they had rested hitherto, and fixed them 
upon the speaker. 

He was a square-shouldered, bullet-headed fellow, evidently 
held in much respect by his companions for he occupied the 
head of the table, and 1 noticed that whenever he spoke tlie 
others licld their peace, and hung upon the words with an appear- 
ance of much respect. 

” ‘ Yes, sirs,’ says I,” he began, louder than before, and with 
a flourish of his long-stemmed pipe, ” ' yes, sirs, ,Tom Cragg’s 
my name and craggy’s my natiir',’ says I, ' I be ’ard, sirs, dey- 
vilisli aid ail’ uncommon rocky I * ‘ Tire’s a face as likes good 



What befell me at ^*The White Hart^^ 25 

knocks/ I says, ‘ w'y when I fought Crib Burke 0 * Brikol 'e 
broke *is 'and again* my jaw, so *e did, an* I scarce knowed *e*d 
’it me till I see ’im *oppin* wi* the pain of it. Come, sirs,* says I, 
‘ who’ll give me a black eye, a fiver’s all I ask.* Well, up comes a 
young buck, ready an* willin'. ' Tom,* says *e, * I’ll take two 
flaps at that figger-head o* youm for seven guineas, come, what 
d’ye say ? * I says, * done,* says I. So my fine gentleman lays 
by ’is ’at an* canc, strips off *is right-’and glove, an* ’eavin’ back 
lets fly at me. Bang comes *is fist agin my jaw, an’ there’s my 
gentleman a-dabbin’ at *is broken knuckles wi* *is ’ankerchcr. 
‘ Come, my lord,* says I, * fair is fair, take your other whack.* 
‘ Danination ! * says ’e, ' take your money an* go to the devil I ' 
says *c, ’ I thought you was flesh an* blood, an' not cast iron I * 
' Craggy, my lord/ says 1, gathering up tlie rliiiio, ' Cragg by 
name an’ craggy by natur’, my lord,* says 1.” 

Hereupon ensued a roar of laughter, with much slapping of 
thighs, and stamping of feet, while the bullet-headed man 
solemnly emptied his tankard, wiuch was the signal for two or 
three of those nearest to vie for its possession, during wliich I'oin 
Cragg sucked dreamily at his pipe and stared placidly up at the 
ceiling. 

** Now, Tom,” said a tall, bony indivhlual, chiefly remarkable 
in poss('ssiiig but one eye, and that so cxticinely pale and watery 
as to give one the idea that it was very much overworked. 
” Now, Tom,” said lie, setting down the lefillcd tankard at the 
great man’s elbow with a triumphant flourish, ” tell us 'ow you 
shook 'andiS wi' the Prince Regent.” 

” Ah 1 toil us,” chimed the rest. 

Well,” said the bullet-headed man, stooping to blow^ the 
froth from his aJc, ” it was alter I beat Jack Nolan of Brum- 
magem. The Prince 'e come a-runnin' to me *e did, as I sat in 
niy comer a -worln'n’ at a loose tusk. * Tom,' ’e says, ‘ Tom, you 
be a wonder.’ *I^4one Jack N-olaii up proper I think, your 
'Jglincss,* says 1. ‘ Tom,’ says 'e, wi’ tears in 'is eyes, ‘ you 

*avc ; an' if 1 ad my way,* says ’e, ‘ I’d make you Prime Minister 
to-morrer I * *e says. An* slapped me on the back ’e did, wi* 
'is werry own 'and, an* likewise gave me this 'cie pin,*’ saying 
which, he pointed to a flaming diamond hoiscbhoe which lie 
woie stuck through LiS neckerchief. The stones were extremely 
large and handsome, looking very mucli out of place on the 
felJow^’s lough ^X'lson, and seemed in some pait to bear out his 
story. Though, indeed, as regarded his association with the 
Prince Regent, whose tastes were at all times peculiar (to say the 
least), and whose love for ” the fancy ” w^as notorious, I thought 
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it, on ’^the whole, very probable ; for despite Craggy's words, 
foolishly blatant though they sounded, there was about him in 
his low, retreating brow, his small, tieep-set eyes, his great square 
jowl and heavy chin, a certain air there was no mistaking. I 
also noticed that the upper half of one ear was unduly thick and 
swollen, which is a mark (I believe) of the professional pugilist alone. 

** Tom,’* cried the one-eyed man, “ wot’s all this we hecrd of 
Ted Jarraway of Swansea bein' knocked out in five rounds by this 
'cTc Lord Vibbot, up in London ? " 

" Vibbot ? " repeated Cragg, frow^ning into his tankard, 
I 'aven’t 'card of no Vibbot, neither lord, earl, nor dook.” 

** Come, Tom," coaxed the other, " everybody’s licerd o' 
Jluck Vibbot, 'im they calls the ' Fightin' Barronitc.* ” 

" If," said Cragg, rolling his bullet head, “ if you was to ask 
me who put Ted Jarraway to sleep, I should answer you. Sir 
Maurice Vibart, commonly called ‘ Buck ' Vibart ; an’ it took 
ten rounds to do it, not five." 

As may be expected at this mention of my cousin's name I 
pricked up my ears. 

" And whal's all this 'bout him * putting out ' Tom Cragg, 
in three ? " At this there was a sudden silence and rill (^yes wore 
turned towards the speaktT, a small, red-hcadod fellow, with a 
ti uculcnt eye. " Come," said he, blowing out a cloud of tobacco 
smoke, " in three rounds 1 What d’ye say to that now, conic ? " 

Cragg had started up in his chair and now sat scowling at his 
inquisitor open-mouthed ; and in the hush I could hear the 
ticking of the clock in the corner, and the crackle of the logs upon 
the hearth. Then, all at once, Cragg’s pipe shivered to fragments 
on the floor and he leapt to his feet. In one stride, as it seemed, 
lie reached the speaker, who occupied tlie corner opposite mine, 
but, even as he raised his fist, he checked himself before the 
pocket-pistol wdiich the other held levelled across the table. 

" Come; come — none o' that." said the red-headed man, his 
eye more truculent than ever, " I ain’t a fightin’ cove myself, 
and I don’t want no trouble — all I asks is, what about Buck 
Vibart putting out Tom Cragg— in three rounds ? That’s a civil 
question ain’t it — what d’ye say now— come ? " 

" I says,’’ cried 'J'om Cragg, flourishing a great fist in the air, 
" I says as *e done it- on a foul 1 " And he smote the table a 
blow that set the glasses ringing. 

" Done it on a foul ? " cried three or four voyes. 

" On a foul ! ’’ repeated Cragg. 

" Think again,’’ said the red-headed man, " 'twere said as it 
was a werry clean knock-out." 
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An* I say it were done on a ioul,*’ reiterated Cragg, with 
another blow of his fist, “ an* wot*s more, if Buck Vibart stood 
afore me — ah, in this *ere very room, I*d prove my words.** 

" Humph ! ** said the red-headed man, '* they do say as hc*s 
wonderful quick wi* his ‘ mauleys,* an* can hit — like a sledge- 
hammer.*’ 

“ Quick wi* 'is *ands *e may be, an* able to give a goodisli 
thump, but as for heatin’ me — it*s ' all me eye an* Betty Martin,' 
an* you can lay to that, my lads. I could put *im to sleep any 
time an* anywhere, an* I’d like — ah ! Fd like to see the chap a ; 
says contrairy ! **. And here the pugilist scowled round upon his 
hearers (more espcckdly the red-headed man) so blackly that 
one or two of them shuffled uneasily, and the latter individual 
appeared to become interested in tlie lock of his pistol. 

** I’d like,” repeated Cragg, ” ah I I’d like to see the cove as 
says contrairy.” 

” No one ain’t a-goin’ to, Tom,** said the one-eyed man 
soothingly, ” not a soul, Lord bless you ! ** 

” I only wish they would,” growled Cragg. 

” Ain’t there nobody to obleegc the gentleman ? ” inquired the 
red-headed man. 

” I*d fight any man as ever was born — wish I may die ! ** 
snort ( if 1 Cfagg. 

” You always was so fiery, Tom I ** purred the one-eyed man, 
blinking his pale orb. 

” I were,** cried the prizefighter, working himself into another 
rage, ” ah ! an* Fni proud of it. I’d fight any man as ever wore 
breeches — why, burn me I I’d give any man ten shillin’ as Cfiuld 
stand up to me for ten minutes.” 

” Ten shillings ! ” said I to myself, ” ten shillings, when one 
comes to think of it, is a very handsome sum — more espticiLilly 
v/iam one is penniless and destitute ! *' 

” W^ish 1 may die ! ” roared Cragg, smiting liis fist clown on the 
table again, ” a guiTv;.ea — a golden guinea to tlie man as could si ;».ud 
on ’is pins an* fight me for five minutes — an* as for Buck Vibart 
— curse ’im, I say as *e won on a foul ! ** 

” A guinea,” said I to myself, ” is a fortune ! *' And, setlinf? 
down my empty tankard, I crossed the room and touched Cragg 
upon the shoulder. 

” I will fight you,” said I, ” for a guinea.” 

Now, as the fellow’s eyes met mine, he rose up out of his chaii 
and his mouth opened slowly, but he spoke no word, backing 
from me until he was stayed by the table, where he stood, staring 
at me. And, once again there fell a silence in which I heard the 
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tick of the clock in the corner and the crackle of the logs upon the 
hearth. 

You ? ** said he, recovering himself with an effort, “ you ? ” 
and, as he spoke J[ saw his left eyelid twitch suddenly. 

'* Exactly," I answered, " I think I can stand up to even you— 
for five minutes." Now, as I spoke, he winked at me again. 
That it was meant for me was certain, seeing tliat his back was 
towards the others, though w'hat he intended to .convey I could 
form no idea, so I assumed as confident an air as possible and 
waited. Hereupon the one-eyed man broke into a sudden 
raucous laugh, in which the others joined. 

" 'Ark to 'im, lads," lie cried, pointing to me with the stem 
of his pipe, " ‘ 'c be a fine un to stand up to Tom Cragg — 1 don’t 
think." 

" Tell 'un to go an' larn hisself to grow whiskers fust I " 
i cried a second. 

" Ay to be sure, 'e aren't got so much as our old cat ! " 
grinned a third. 

" Stay ! " cried the one-eyed man. peering up at me beneath 
his hand. " Is thc}^ whiskers a-peepin’ at me over 'is cravat 
or do my eyes deceive me ? " \Vhich pleasantry called forth 
an Ollier roar of laughter at my expense. 

Now, very foolishly perhaps, this nonsense greatly exasperated 
me, for 1 was, at that time, painfully conscious of my bare lips 
and cliin. It was, therefore, wdth an effort that I mastered my 
quickly rising temper, and once more addres.sed myself to Cragg : 

" 1 am willing," said I, " to accept your conditions and fight 
you — for a guinea— or any oilier man here for that matter, 
except the humorous gentleman with the watery eye, who Can 
name his own f>ricc.’' The fellow in question stared at me, 
glanced slowly round and sitting down, buried his face in his 
tankard. 

" Come, 'J om Cragg," said I, " a while ago you seemed very 
anxious for a man to fight, well — I’m your man," and with the 
words 1 stripped olf my coat and laid it across a chair- back. 

This apparent willingness on my part was but a cloak for 
my real feelings, for I will not here disguise the fact that the 
prospect before me was anything but agreeable ; indeed my hcai t 
was thimipirig in a most unpleasant manner," and my tongue 
and lips had become strangely parched and dry, as 1 fronted 
Cragg. 

Truly, he looked dangerous enough, v/ith his beetling brow, 
his great depth of chest, and massive slioulders ; and the possi- 
bility of a black eye or so and general pounding from the fellow’s 
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knotted fists, was daunting in the extreme. Still, the chance of 
earning a guinea, even under such conditions, was not to be 
lightly thrown away ; therefore I folded my arms and waited with 
as much resolution as I could. 

“ Sir,*’ said Crag,;;, speaking in a very altered tone, “ sir, you 
seem onconimon — eager fur it.’* 

“ I shall be glad to get it over/' said I. 

“ If,'’ he went on slowly; “ if I said anything against — you 
know who. I’m sorry for it — me 'aving the greatest rcspec’ for — 
you know who — you understand me I think.” And herewith he 
winked, tJiroc separate and distinct times. 

” No, I don’t understand you in the least,” said I, “ nor do I 
think it at all necessary ; all that I care about is the guinea in 
question.” 

“ (>)tno, Tom,” cried one of the company, ” knock ’is 'ead 
off to begin with.” 

” Ay, set about 'irn, Tom — cut your gab an' finish 'im,” and 
licie came the clatter of chaiis as the company rose. 

” Can't 1)0 doiu.*,” said Ciagg, shaking his head, ” leastways — 
not ’cio.” 

** rm not particular,” said I, ” if you i)re(cr, we might 
manage it very well in the stable with axouple of lanthorus.” 

” 'I'lie barn would be the very place,” siiggcsti‘d tlie landlord, 
eagerly forward and vviping his hands on his apron, 
” the very place — plenty of room and nice and soft to fall on. 
If you would only put off your tightiii' till to-morrow, we might 
cry it through the villages, 'twould be a big draw. Ecod ! we 
might make a purse o’ twenty pound — if you only would I 
Think it over— Lliiiik it over.” 

” To-morrow I hope to be a good distance from here,” said I, 

” come, the sooner it is over the better, show us your barn.” So 
the landlord called for lanthoins and led the way to a large out- 
building at the back of the inn, into which we all trooped. 

” It seems to be- a good place and very suitable,” said I. 

. “ You may well say that,” returned the landlord, ” it’s many a 
ffne bout as has been broiiglit off in ’ere ; the time Jem Belcher 
beat ’ The Young Ruffian ' the Prince o’ Wales sat in a cheer over 
in that thecr corner — ah, tl lat was a day if you please ! ” 

” If Tom Cragg is ready,” said I, turning up the wrist-bands 
of my shirt, ” why so am i.” Here it w'as found to everyone’s 
surprise, and mine in particular, that Tom Cragg was not in 
the barn. Sui^prise gave place to noisy astonishment when, after 
much running to and fro, it was further learned that he had 
vanished altogether. The inn itself, the stables, and even the 
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haylofts were ransacked without avail. Tom Cragg was gone 
as completely as though he had melted into thin air, and with 
him all my hopes of winning the guinea and a comfortable bed. 

It was with all my old defection upon me, therefore, that I 
returned to the tap-room, and, refusing the officious aid of the 
One-Eyed Man, put on my coat, readjusted my knapsack and 
crossed to the door. On the threshold I paused, and looked back. 

“ If,” said I, glancing round the ring of faces, “ if there is any 
man here who is at all willing to fight for a guinea, ten shillings, 
or even five, I should be very glad of tlie chance to earn it.” But, 
seeing how each, wilfully avoiding my eye, held his peace, I 
sighed, and turning rny back upon them.set off along the darkening 
road. 


CHAPTER Vn 

OF THE FURTHER PUZZLING ’ BEHAVIOUR OF TOM CRAGG, TUB 

PUGILIST 

Evening had fallen, and I walked along in no very happy frame 
of mind, the more so, as the rising wind and flying wrack of 
clouds above (through which a w^atery moon had peeped at fitful 
intervals) seemed to presage a wild night. ’ It needed but this to 
make my misery the more complete, for, as far as I could tell, 
if I slept at all (and I was already very weary), it must, of necessity, 
be beneath some hedge or tree. 

As I approached the brow of tlie hill, I suddenly remembered 
that I must once more pass the gibbet, and began to strain my 
eyes for it. Presently I spied it, sure enough, its grim, gaunt 
outline looming through the murk, and instinctively I quickened 
my stride so as to pass it as soon as might be. 

I was almost abreast of it when a figure rose from beneath 
it and slouched into the road to meet me. J stopped there and 
then, and grasping my heavy staff waited its approach. 

” Be that you, sir ? said a voice, and I recognised the voi(^ 
of Tom Cragg. 

” What are you doing — and there of all places ? ” 

” Oh — I ain’t afeared of 'im,” answered Cragg, jerking his 
thumb towards the gibbet, “ I ain’t afeard o* none as ever drawed 
breath — dead or livin’ — except it be 'is 'Ighness the Prince 
Regent.” . 

” And wffiat do you want with me ? ” 

“ I 'opes as theer’s no offence, my lord,'* said he, knuckling 
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his forehead, and speaking in a tone that was a strange mixture of 
would-be comradeship and cringing servility. " &agg is my 
name, an*. craggy’s my natur*, but I know when I’m beat. I 
knowcd ye as soon as I laid my * peepers * on ye, an’ if I said as 
it were a foul, why, when a man’s in ’is cups, d ye see, ’e's apt to, 
shoot rayther wide o’ the gospel, d’ye see, an’ there was no oliciice, 
my lord, strike me blind I 1 know you, an’ you know me — Torn 
Cragg by name an’ craggy by ” 

” But I don’t know you,” said I, ” and, for that matter, 
neither do you know me.” 

“ W’y you ain’t got no whiskers, my lord — leastways, not with 
you now, but ” 

” And what the devil has that got to do with it ? ” said I 
angrily. 

” Disguises, p'raps I ” said the fellow, with a sly leer, ” arter 
that theer kidnapjan’ — an' me *avin’ laid out Sir Jasper Trent, 
Ml Wych Street, accordin' to your orders,. my lord, the Prince give 
me word to ‘ clear out '— cut an’ run for it, till it blow'd over ; 
an' 1 thought, p’raps, knowiii’ as you an’ 'iin ’ad 'ad words, I 
tlioiiglit as you ’ad ‘ cut stick ’ too ” 

“ And I tliink'—that you are manifestly drunk,” said I, ” if 
you still wish to light, for any sum — no matter how small— put 
up your hands, if not, get out of my road.” The craggy one 
stepped aside, somewhat hastily, wliich done, he removed his 
hat and stood staring and scratcliing his bullet head as one in sore 
perplexity. 

” I seen a many rum goes in my time,” said he, ” but I never 
see so rummy a go as this ’ere — strike me dead I ” 

So, I left him, and strotle on down tlie hill. As I went, the 
moon shot out a feeble lay, through some rift in the rolling 
clouds, and, looking back, I saw him standing where I had left 
him beneatii the gibbet, still scratching his bullet la ad, and staring 
after me down th^j-hilh 

Now, though tlie wliole attitude and behaviour of the fellow 
was puzzling to no small degree, my mind was too full of my own 
concerns to give much thought to him — indeed, ‘ scarce was he 
out of my sight but I forgot him altogether ; for, what with my 
weariness, the long, dark road before and behind me, and my 
empty pockets, I became a prey to great dejection. So much so 
that I presently sank wearily beside the way, and, resting my chin 
in my hands* sat lliere, miserably enough, watching the night 
deepen about me. 

” And yet,” said I to myself, ” if, as Epictetus sa 5 ^s — ' to 
despise a thing is to possess it,’ then am I rich, for I have always 
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despised money ; and if, weary as I am, I can manage to con- 
temn the luxury of a feather bed, then to-night, lying in this 
gi'Essy ditch beneath the stars, I shall slumber as sweetly as ever 
I did between the snowy sheets.*' Saying wliich, I rose and 
began to look about for some likely nook in the hedge, where I 
might pass the night. I was thus engaged when I heard the creak 
of wheels, and the pleasant rhythmic jingle of harness on the dark 
hitl above, and, in a little while, a great waggon or wain, piled 
- high with hay, hove, into view, the driver of wliich rolled loosely 
in his seat with every jolt of the wheels, so that it was a wonder 
he did not roll off altogether. As he came level with me I hailed 
him loudly, whereupon he started erect and brought his horses 
to a stand : 

" Halloa I ” he b(*Ilovved in the loud, strident tone of one rudely 
awakened, ** w’at do *ee want wi’ I ? ** 

" A lift," 1 answered, " will you give a tired fellow a lift on 
his way ? " 

** VV'y— I dunno -be you a talkin' chap ? " 

'* I don’t think so," said I. 

" Because, if you be a talkin' chap, I beant a-goin' to give 'ee 
a lift, no'ow — not if 1 knows it ; give a chap a lift, t’other day, 
1 did — took ’im up t'other side o' Sevenoaks, an' 'e talked fiie up 
'ill an’ down ’ill, ’e did — dang me I if I could get a wink o’ sleep 
all the way to Tonbridge ; so if you’m a talkin' chap, my chap, 
you don’t get no lift wi’ I." 

" I am generally a very silent chap," said I, " besides, I am 
too tired and sleepy to talk, even if I wished " 

" Sleepy," yawned the man, " then up you get, rny chap — I'm 
sleepy too— I alius am, I am. Lord love ye ! theer’s nowt like sl(‘ep 
• — up wi' you, niy chap.” P'orthwith, up I rlainb(Ted, and, laying 
myself down among the fragrant hay, stretched out my tired limbs, 
and sighed. Never shall I forget the delicious sense of rcstfulness 
that stole over me ats I lay there upon rny back, listening to the 
creak of the wln^ols, the deliberate hoof-strdices of the horses, 
muhled in the tliick dust of the road, and the gentle snore of the 
driver who had proinj5tly fallen asleep again. On we went as if 
borne on air, so soft was rny bed, now beneath the far-flung branches 
of trees, sometimes so low that I could have touched them with mj' 
hand, now beneath a sky heavy with sombre masses of flying cloud 
or bright with the soft radiance of the moon. On I went, careless 
alike of destination, of time, and of future, content to lie there 
upon the hay, and rest. And so lulled by the gentle movement, 
by the sound of wheels and harness, and the whisper of the soft 
wind about ine, I presently fell into a most blessed sleep. 
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CHAPTER VIII 

WHICH CONCERNS ITSELF WITH A FARMER'S WHISKERS AND A 

WAISTCOAT 

How long I slept I have no idea, but when I oiieiied my eyes it 
was to find the moon shining down on me from a cloudless heaven ; 
the wind also had died away ; it seemed my early fears of a 
night were not to be fulfilled, and for this I was sufficiently grate- 
ful. Now as I lay, blinking up to the moon, I presently noticed 
that we had come to a standstill and I listened expectantly for 
the jingle of harness and creak of the wheels to recommence. 

Strange 1 *’ said I to myself, after having waited vainly some 
little time, and, wondering what could cause the delay, I sat up 
and looked about me. The first object my eyes encountered 
was a haystack and, beyond that, another, with a little to one side, 
a row of barns, and again beyond these, a great, rambling fann- 
house. Evidently the wain had reached its destination, wherever 
that might be, and the sleepy waggoner, forgetful of my presence, 
had tumbled off to bed. The which I thought so excellent an 
example that I lay down again, and, drawing the loose hay over 
me, closed iny eyes, and once more fell asleep. 

My second awakening was gradual. I at first became con- 
scious of a sound, rising and falling with a certain monotonous 
regularity, that rny drowsy ears could make notliing of. Little 
by little, however, the sound developed itself into a somewdiat 
mournful melody or refrain, chanted by a not unmusical voice. 
I yawned and, having stretched myself, sat up to look and listen. 
And the words of the song were these : 

“ When a man, who muffins cries, 

Crich not, whrn his father dies. 

** Tis a proof that he would rather 
Have a muffin than his father." 

The singer was a tall, strapping fellow with a good-tempered 
face whose ruddy heidth was set o0 by a handsome pair of black 
whiskers. As I watched him, he laid aside the pitch- fork he had 
been using, and approached the waggon, but, chancing to look 
up, his eye met mine, and he stopped : 

** Hulloa !• ' he exclaimed, breaking short off in the middle of 
a note, “ hulloa I " 

Hallo ! " said I. 

•* Wat be dicin’ up thecr ? 
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" I was thinking," I returned, " that under certain circum- 
st^ances, I, for one, could not blame the individual, mentioned in 
your song, for his passionate attachment to muffins. At this 
precise moment a muffin — or, say, five or six, would be higlily 
acceptable, personally." 

" Be you partial to muffins, then ? ” 

" Yes, indeed,*’ said I, " more especially seeing I have not 
broken my fast since midday yesterday." 

" Well, an* w*at be doin’ in my hay ? " 

** I have been asleep," said I. 

“ Well, an* what business *avc ye got a-slcepin* an* a^snorin* 
in my hay ? " 

" I was tired," said I, " and ' Nature her custom holds, let 
shame say what it will,' still — I do not think I snored." 

" *Ow do I know that — or you, for that matter ? ** rejoined 
the farmer, stroldng his glossy whiskers, " hows* ever, if you be 
quite awake, come on down out o’ my hay." As he said this he 
eyed me with rather a truculent air, likewise he clenched his fist. 
Thinking it wisest to appear unconsciotis of this, I nodded affably, 
and letting myself down from the hay, was next moment standing 
beside him. 

" Supposin’ I was to thump ’ce on the nose ? " he inquired. 

" What for ? " 

" For makin* so free wi’ my hay." 

" Why then," said I, " I should earnestly endeavour to thump 
you on yours." 

The farmer looked me slowly over from head to foot, with a 
dawning surprise. 

" Thought you was a common tramper, I did,** said he. 

" Why so I am," I answered, brushing the clinging hay from 
me. 

" Trampers o’ the road don’t wear gentlenicn’s clothes — 
leastways, I never see one as did." Here his eves wandered over 
me again,* from my boots upward. Half-way'up, they stopped, 
evidently arrested by my Waistcoat, a flowered satin of the very 
latest cut, for which I had paid forty shillings in the Ha 5 miarket, 
scajeely a week before ; and, as 1 looked down at it, I would 
joyfully have given it, and every Avaistcoat that was ever cut, to 
have had that forty shillings safe back in my pocket again. 

" That be a mighty fine weskit, sir 1 " 

" Do you think so ? ** said I. ^ 

" Ah, that I do— w’at might be the cost of a weskit the like 
o' that, now ? *’ 

" 1 paid forty shillings for it, in the Haymarkct, in London 
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scarcely a week ago,” I answered. The fellow very slowly closed 
one eye, at the same time striking his nose three succesave raps 
with his forefinger : 

“ Gammon ! " said he. 

” None the less, it’s true,” said I. 

“ Any man as would give forty shillin’ for a garment as is no 
mortal good agon the cold — not reachin’ fur enough, even if it 
do be silk, an’ all worked wi’ little flowers — is a dommed fool ! ” 

” Assuredly 1 ’* said I, with a nod. 

" Howsomever,” he continued, “it’s, a handsome weskit, 
there’s no denyin*, an* well worth a woman’s lookin’ at — wi’ a 
proper man inside of it.” 

“ Not a doubt of it,” said I. 

“ I mean,” said he, scratching his ear, and staring hard at the 
handle of the T)ltch-fork, “ a chap ^^’i’ a fine pair o’ wliiskers, say.” 

“ Hum ! ” said I. 

“ Now, woman,” he went on, shifting his gaze to the top 
button of his left gaiter, “ woman is uucomnion fond o* a good 
pair o* whiskers — leastways, so I’ve hcerd.” 

“ Indeed,” said I, ” few women can look upon such tilings 
unmoved I believe, and nothing can set off a pair of fine, black 
whiskers better than a flowered satin waistcoat.” 

“ That’s so 1 ” nodded the farmer. 

” But, unfortunately,” said I, passing my hand over my 
smooth lips and chin, “ I have no whiskers.” 

“ No,” returned the farmer, v»it]i a thoughtful shake of the 
head, ” leastways, none as I can observe.” 

” Now, you have,” said I. 

” So they do tell me,” he answered modestly. 

And, the natural inference is that you ought to have a 
flowered waistcoat to go with them.” 

“ Why that’s true, to be sure ! ” he nodded. 

“The price of this one is — fifteen shillings,” said I. 

“ That’s a lot" o’ money, master,” said he, shaking Lis head. 

“ It’s a great deal less than forty,” said I. 

“ An’ ten is less than fifteen, an’ ten shillin’ is my price, 
what d’ye say ? — come now.” 

“ You drive a hard bargain,” said I, “ but the waistcoat is 
yours at your own price,” so saying, I slipped off knapsack and 
coat, and removing the garment in question, having first felt 
through the pockets, handed it to him, whereupon he slowly 
counted the \en shillings into my hand ; which done, he sat down 
upon the shaft of a cart near by, and, spreading out the waistcoat 
on his knees, looked it over with glistening eyes. 
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Forty shillin’ you paid for 'un, up to Lunnon,*’ said he, 
•' forty shilling it were, I think ? ” 

“ Forty shillings ! ** said I. 

" Ecod, it’s a sight o* money I But it’s a grand weskit — ah, 
that it is 1 ” 

'' So you believe me now, do you ? ” said I, pocketing the ten 
shillings. 

Well,” he answered slowly, ” I won’t go so fur as that, but 
'tis a mighty fine weskit theer’s no denyin*, an’ must ha’ cost a 
sight o* money — a powerful sight I ” 1 picked up my knapsack 

and, slipping it on, took my staff, and turned to depart. ” Theer’s 
a mug o’ home-brewed, an’ a slice o’ fine roast beef up at th’ 

’ouse, if you should be so inclined ” 

” Why, as to that,” said I, over my shoulder, ” I neither eat 
nor drink with a man who doubts my word.” 

” Mcanin’ those forty shillin’ ? ” 

” Precisely ! ” 

” Well,” said he, twisting his whisker with a thoughtful air, 
” if you could manage to mak’ it twenty -or even twenty-five, 
I might mak’ some shift to believe it — though 'twould be a strain, 
but forty I — no, damme, I can’t swailer that 1 ” 

” Then, neither can 1 swallow your beef and ale,” said I. 

” WhecT be goin’ ? ” he inquired, rising, and following as 1 
made for the gate. 

“ To the end of the road,” I answered. 

“ Then you be goin 'pretty fur— lliat tliccr road leads to tlie sea.” 
” Why then I’m going to the sea,” said I. 

” What to do ? ” 

” I haven’t the gliost of an idea,” 1 returned. 

” f an you work ? ” 

” Yes,” said I. 

“Tan ye tliatch a rick ? ” 

” No,” said I. 

” Sheiir a sheep ? " 

” No,” said I. 

” Guide a plough ? 

” No,” said I. 

” Shoe a ’oss ? ” 

” No,” said I. 

” Then ye can’t work — Lord love me, wheer ’ave 'e been ? ” 
At a university,” said 1. 

” Anan, master ? ” •• 

” At a place warranted to turn one out a higlily educated 
Incompetent,” I explained. 
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•* Why I don^t hold wi* eddicatioii nor book-lamin’, mysclt, 
..master. Here I be wi’ a good farm, an’ money iii the bank, an* 
can’t write my own name,” said the farmer. 

” And here am I, who did fairly at Oxford, selling my waist- 
coat that I may eat,” said I. Being come to tlie gate of the yard', 
I paused. ” There is one favour you might grant me,” said I. 

” As what, master ? ” » 

” Five minutes under the pump, yonder, and a dean towel.’* 
The farmer nodded, and crossing to one of the outhouses, presently 
returned with a towel. And, resting the towel upon the pump- 
head, he seized the handle, and sent a jet of cle:ir, cool water over 
my head, and face, and hands. 

” You’ve got a tidy, sizeable arm,” said he, as I dried myself 
vigorously, ” likewise a good strong back an’ shoulders ; theer’s 
the makin’s of a man in 3 ^ou as might do suinmal — say in the 
plough or smithin’ way, but it’s easy to see as you’re a gentleman, 
more’s the pity, an’ won't. Hows'ever, sir, if j^ou’ve a mind to a 
cut o’ good beef, an’ a mug o* fine ale — the word.” 

” First,” said I, ” do you believe it was forty sliillings — yes 
or no ? ” 

The farmer twisted his whisker, and stared very hard at the 
spout of the pump. 

” Tell ’ee what,” said he at length, “ mak’ it tliirty, an' I 
give ye my bible oath to do the best wi’ it I can.” 

” Tiien I must needs seek my breakfast at tlic nearest inn,” said I. 

“* An’ that is the * Old Cock,’ a mile an’ a half nearer Tonbridge.” 

” Then the sooner 1 start the better,” said I, ” for I’m mightily 
sharp set.” 

’* Why as to that,” said he, busy with his whisker again, ” I 
might stretch a pint or two an’ call it — at a pinch — 
what d’ye say ? ” 

” Why 1 say * good morning,’ and many of them 1 ” And, 
opening the gate, I started off down the road at a brisk pace. 
Now, as I went, it began to rain. 


CHAPTER IX 

IN WHICH I STUMBLE UPON AN AFFAIR OF HONOUH 

There are tinies (as I suppose) when the most aestlietic of souls 
will forget the snow of lilies, and the down of a butterfly’s wing, 
to revel in the grosser joys of, say, a beefsteak. One cannot 
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'Xhapsodise upon the beauties of a sunset, or contemplate the pale 
witchery of the moon with any real degree of poetic fervour, or 
any degree of comfort, while hunger gnaws at one’s ^tals, for 
comfort is essential to your aesthete, and, after all, soul goes hand 
in hand with stomach. 

Thus, I swung along the road beneath the swaying green of 
trees, past the fragrant, blooming hedges, paying small heed to the 
beauties of wooded hill and grassy dale, my eyas constantly 
searching the road before me for some sign of the "Old Cock " 
tavern. And presently, sure enough, I espied it, an ugly, flat- 
fronted building, before which stood a dilapidated horse trough, 
and a battered sign. Despite its uninviting exterior, I hurried 
forward, and mounting the three worn steps pushed open the door. 
I now found myself in a room of somewhat uninviting aspect, 
though upon the hearth a hre w'as smouldering which a suJky- 
f^ced fellow was kicking into a blaze, to whom I addressed myself. 

" Can I have some breakfast here ? " said I. 

" Why it’s all according, master,” he answered, in a surly 
tone. 

" According to what ? ” said I. 

" According to what you want, master.” 

" Why, as to that ” I began. 

'* Because,” he went on, administering a particularly vicious 
kick to the fire, " if you was to ask me for a French hortolon — 
or even the ’ump of a cam-el — being a very truthful man, I should 
say — no.” 

" But I want no such things,” said I. 

" And ’ow am I to know that — ’ow am I to know as you ain’t 
set your ’eart on the ’ump of a carn-el ? ” 

” I tell you I want nothing of the sort,” said I, " a chop 
would do ” 

" Chop I ” sighed the man, scowling threateningly at the fire, 
” chop ! ” 

” Or steak,” I hastened to add. ^ 

** Now it’s a steak ! ” said the man, shaking his head ruefully, 
and turning upon me a doleful eye, " a steak 1 ” he repeated ; 
" of course — would be ; I s’pose you'd turn up your nose at ’am 
and eggs — ^it’s only to be expected.” 

" On the contrary,” said 1, “ ham and eggs vdll suit me very 
wdl, why couldn’t you have mentioned them before ? ” 

"Why, you never axed me as I remember,” growled the 
fellow. 

Slipping my knapsack from my shoulders, I sat down at a 
small table in a comer while the man, with a final kick at the fire. 
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went to give my order. In a few minutes he reappeared with 
some billets of wood beneath liis arm, and followed by a merry- . 
eyed, rosy-cheeked lass, who proceeded, very deftly, to lay a 
snowy doth and thereupon, in due season, a dish of savoury ham, 
and golden-yolked eggs. 

It's a lovely morning I " said I, lifting my eyes to her comely 

face. 

It is indeed, sir,” said she, setting down the cruet with a turn 
of her slender wrist. 

” Which I make so bold as to deny.” said the surly man, 
dropping the wood on the hearth with a prodigiousc latter, ” *ow 
can any morning be lovely wlien there ain't no love in it — no, 
not so touch as would fill a thimble ? I say it ain’t a lovely 
morning, not by no manner o' means, and what I says I ain't 
ashamed on, being a nat’raJly truthful man ! ” With which words 
he sighed, kicked the fire again, and stumped out. 

” Our friend would seem somewhat gloomy this morning,” 
said 1. 

” He’ve been that way a fortnight now, come Saturday,” 
replied the slim lass, nodding. 

“ Oh ? ” said I. 

” Yes,” she continued, checking a smile, and sighing instead ; 

” it’s very sad, he’vc been crossed in love 3'oii see, sir.” 

Poor fellow I ” said I, ” can't you try to console him ? ” 

” Me, sir-oh no I ” 

” And why not ? I should think you might console a man for 
a great deal.” 

” Why you see, sir,” said she, blushing and dimpling very 
prettily, “ it do so happen as I’m the one as crossed him.” 

” Ah I — I understand,” said L 

"I'm to be married to a farmer — down the road yonder ; 
leastways, I haven’t quite made up ray mind yet.” 

” A fine, tall fellow ? ” I inquired. 

" Yes — do 'ee know him, sir ? ” 

” With a handsome pair of black whiskers ? ” said I. 

” The very same, sir, and they do be handsome whiskers, 
though I do say it.” 

” The finest I ever saw. I wish j^ou every happiness,” said I. 

” Thankee, sir, I’m sure,” said she, and, dimpling more 
prettily than ever, she tripped away, and left me to my repast. 

And when I had assuaged my hunger, I took out the pipe of 
Adam, the groom;, the pipe shaped like a negro’s head, and, 
calling for a paper of tobacco, I filled, and lighted the pipe, and 
Rat staring dreamily out of the window. 
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Happy is that man who, by reason of an abundant fortune; 
knows not the meaning of the word hunger ; but thrice happy 
is he who, when the hand of famine pinches, may stay his craving 
with such a meal as tliis of mine. Never before, and never since 
have 1 tasted just such eggs, and such ham — so tender ! sc 
delicate ! so full of flavour I It is a memory that can never fade 
Indeed sometimes (even now), when I grow hungry (about 
dinner-time), 1 see once more the surly-faced man, the rosy 
checked waiting-maid, and the gloomy chamber of the " Ole 
Cock ” tavern as I saw them upon that early May morning 
the year of grace i8 — . 

So I sat, willi a contented mind, smoking my pipe, and staring 
out at the falling summer rain. And presently, chancing to turn 
my ('yes up the road, I beheld a chaise that galloped in a smothei 
of mud. As I watched its rapid approach, the postilion swung lii.^ 
horses towards the inn, and a moment later had pulled up before 
the door. They had evidently travelled fast and far, for the 
chaise was covered with dirt, and the poor horses, in a lather ot 
foam, hung their heads, while their flanks heaved distressfully. 

I'he chaise door was now thrown open, and three gentlemer 
alighted. The first was a short, plethoric individual, bull-necker 
and loud of voicc^ for I could hear him roundly cursing the post 
boy for some fault ; the second was a tall, languid gentleman^ 
who carried a fiat, oblong box beneath one arm, and who paused 
to fondle his whisker, and look up at the inn with an exaggerated 
air of disgust ; while the tliird stood mutely by, his hands thrust 
into the pockets of his greatcoat, and stared straight before him. 

The three of them entered the room together, and, while the 
languid gentleman paused to survey himself in the small, cracked 
mirror tliat hung against the wall, the plethoric individual bustled 
to the fire, and loosening his coats, and neckerchief, spread Out 
liis hands to the blaze. 

“ A*good half-hour before our time," said he, glancing towards 
the third gentleman, who stood loo’dng dat of the .window with 
his hands still deep in his pockets, " we did the last ten miles well 
under the hour — come, what do you say to a glass of brandy ? " 

At this, his languid companion turned from the mirror, and 
I noticed that he too, glanced at the silent figure by the window. 

" By all means," said he, " though Sir Jasper would hardly 
seem in a ch inking humour," and. with tlie very slightest slirug of 
the shoulclors, he turned back to the mirror again. 

" No, Mr. Chester. I am not — in a drinking Humour," answered 
Sir Jasper, without turnine^ round, or taking his eyes from the 
window. 
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“ Sir Jasper ? " said I to myself, “ now where, and in what 

i onnection, have I heard such a name before ? ” 

He was of a slight build, and seemingly younger than cither 
f his companions by some years, but what struck me particularly 
bout him was the extreme pallor of his face. I noticed also a 
eculiar habit he had of moistening his lips at frequent intervals 
nth the tip of his tongue, and there was, besides, something in the 
|way he stared at the trees, the wet road, and the grey sky — a 
^trange wide-eyed intensity — that drew, and held, my attention. 

I “ Devilish weather — devilish, on my life and soul I '' exclaimed 
|the short, red-faced man, in a loud, peevish tone, tugging viciously 

pat the bell-rope, “ hot one day, cold the next, now sun, now rain 

iOh damn it ! Now in France — ah, what a climate— heavenly — 
positively divine ; say what you will of a Frenchman, damn 
him by all means, but the climate, tlie country, and the w^omen — 
who would not worship 'em ? " 

“ Exactly 1 " said the languid gentleman, examining a pimple 
upon his chin, with a high degree of interest, always 'dored 
a Frenchwoman myself; they’re so — ah— so deuced French, 
though mark you, Selby,” he broke off, as the rosy-cheeked maid 
appeared with the brandy and glasses, ” though mark you, there’s 
much to be s<iid for your P2nglish country wenches, after all,” 
saying which, he slipped his arm about the girl’s round waist : 
there was the sound of a kiss, a muffled shriek, and she had run 
from the room, slamming the door behind her, whereupon the 
languid gentleman went back to his pimple. 

” Oh ! as to that, Cliester, I quarrel only with the climate. 
God made England, and the devil sends the weather ! ” 

” Selby,” said Sir Jasper, in the same repressed tone that he 
had used before, and still without taking his eyes from the grey 
prospect of sky and tree and winding road, ” there is no fairer 
land, in all the world, than this England of ours ; it were a good 
thing to die — for England, but that is a happiness reserved for 
comparatively few.” 4nd, with the words, he sighed, a strange, 
fluttering sigh, and thrust his hands deeper into his pockets. 

” Die 1 ” repeated the man Selby, in a loud, boisterous way. 
Who talks of death ? ” 

” Deuced unpleasant subject I ” said the other, with a shrug 
at the cracked mirror, ” something so infernally cold and clammy 
about it — like the weather.” 

” And yet it will be a glorious day later. The clouds are 
thinning already,” Sir Jasper went on ; ” strange, but I never 
realised, until this morning, how green — and wonderful — every- 
thing is 1 ” 
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The languid Mr. Chester forgot the mirror, and turned to sta 
at Sir Jasper's back, with raised brows, while the man SjcH 
shook his head, and smiled unpleasantly. As he did so, his e 
encountered me, where I sat, quietly in my corner, smoking n 
negro-head pipe, and his thick brows twitched sharply togetb 
in a frown. 

In an hour's time, gentlemen," pursued Sir Jasper, " \ 
shall write ‘ finis * to a more or less interesting incident, and 
beg of you, in tliat hour, to remember my prophecy — that 
would be a glorious day, later." 

Mr. Chester filled a glass, and crossing to the speaker, tenderi 
it to him without a word ; as for Selby, he stood stolidly enoug 
his hands thrust truculently beneath his coat-tails, frownii 
at me. 

"Come," said Mr. Chester persuasively, "just a bracer! 
Sir Jasper shook his head, but next moment reached out a whit 
unstc'ady hand, and raised the brandy to his lips ; yet as he dran 
I saw the spirit slop over, and trickle from his chin. 

" Thanks, Chester," said he, returning the empty glas5 
" is it time we started yet ? " 

" It's just half-past seven," answered Mr. Chester, consulth 
his watch, " and I’m rather hazy as to tlic exact place." 

" Deepdeiie Wood," said Sir Jasper dreamily. 

"You know the place ? " 

" Oh yes ! " 

" Then we may as well start, if you are ready ? " 

" Yes, it will he cool, and fresh, outside." 

" Settle the bill, Selby, we'll walk on slowly," said Mr. Cheste 
and, with a last glance at the mirror, he slipped liis arm with 
Sir Jasper’s, and they wtmt out together. 

Mr. Selby, meanwliile, rang for the bill, frowning at me all tl 
time. 

** What the devil are you staring at ? " he demanded suddeni 
in a loud, bullying tone. 

"If you are pleased to refer to me, sir," said I, " I would sa 
that my eyes were given for use, and tliat having used them upc 
you, I have long since arrived at the conclusion that I don't lil* 
you.” 

** Ah ? " said he, frowning fiercer than ever. 

Yes," said I, " though whether it is your person, -yoi 
manner or your voice that displeases me most, I am unable to say. 

" An impertinent young jackanapes I " said he ; " damnatioi 
I think I’ll pull your nose ! " 

" Why, you may try, and welcome, sir," said I, " though 
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Duid advise you not, for should you make the attempt I should 
I compelled to throw you out of the window." 

At this moment, the pretty maid appeared, and tendered him 
ie bill with a curtsey. He glanced at it, tossed some money 
>on the table, and turned to stare at me again. 

" If ever I meet you again " he began. 

[ •* You'd probably know me," I put in. 
f " Without a doubt," he answered, putting on his hat and 
juttoning his befrogged surtout ; " and should you," he con- 
pued, drawing on his gloves, " should you stare at me with those 
amiicd, impertinent fishes' eyes of yours, I should, most certainly 

I till your nose for you — on the spot, sir." 

“ And I should as certainly throw you out of the window I " 
H nodded. 

" An impertinent young jackanapes 1 " said he again, and 
irent out, banging the door behind him. Glancing from the 
dndow, I saw him catch up with the other two, and all three walk 
n together down the road. Sir Jasper was in the middle, and 
noticed that his hands were still deep in his pockets. Now, as 
watched their forms getting smaller and smaller in the distance, 
here grew upon me a feeling that he who walked between wpuld 
lever more conic walking hack. 

And, in a little, having knocked out my negro-head pipe upon 
ny palm, I called for and settled my score. As I rose, the pretty 
Ich^bermaid picked up my knapsack from the corner, and 
Sblushing, aided me to put in on. 

\ " My dear, thank you," said and kissed her. This time she 

ineithcr shrieked nor ran from the room, she merely blushed a 
►trifle rosier. 

I "Do you think I have fishes' eyes, my dear ? " 

" La 1 no, sir — handsome they be, I'm sure, so bright an' black 
ian' wi' little lights a-dancing in them — there, sir, do ha' done, and 
along wi' you 1 " 

" By the w'ay," I said, pausing upon the worn steps, and 
looking back at her, " by the way, how far is it to Deepdene 
[Wood ? 


CHAPTER X 

WHICH RELATES THE END OF AN HONOURABLE AFFAIR 

Some half-mile along the road, upon the left hand, was a stfle, 
tod beyond the stile, a path — a path that led away over field, and 
meadow, and winding stream, to the blue verge of distant woods. 



44 The Broad Highway 

Now, midway between these woods and the place where I 
stood, there moved three figures ; and, far away though they were, 
I could still make out that the middle one walked with his hands — 
those tremulous, betraying hands — thrust deep within his pockets. 

And presently I climbed the stile, and set off along the path. 

" Sir Jasper I ” said I to myself. Somewhere in the back- 
ground of my consciousness I had a vague recollection of having 
heard mention of such a name before, but exactly when and where 
I could not, for the life of me, remember. 

Sir Jasper ! said I to myself again. " It is a very un- 
common name, and should be easy to recollect.'" 1 had often 
]^ridcd myself on i)ossessing a singularly retentive memory, more 
especially for names and faces, but, upon the present occasion, 
the more 1 pondered the matter, the more hazy 1 became. So I 
walked on through the sw^eet, wet grass, racking iiiy brain for a 
solution of the problem, but finding none. 

When I again looked up, the three figures had vanished where 
the path took a sharp bend round a clump of pollard oaks, and, 
determined not to lose them, I hurried my steps ; but when I, 
in turn, xounded the comer, not a soul was in sight. 

The path sloped up gc^nlly before me, with a tliick hedge 
upon my right, and, after cnxssing a brawling stream, lost itself 
in the small w'ood or coppice, that crowned the ascent. Wonder- 
ing, 1 hastened forward, and tiien, haj)i)ening to look through the 
hedge., which grew very tliick and high, I stoi)pcd all at once. 

On the other siiie of the hedge was a strip of meadow bounded 
by the biook 1 liave mentioned ; nov/ across this stream was a 
small rustic bridge, and on this bridge was a man. Midway 
between this man and myself stood a group of four gentlemen, 
all talking very earnestly together, to judge by their actions, 
while somewhat apart from these, his head bent, his hands still 
thrust deep in his pockets, stood Sir Jasper. And from him, 
for no apparent rc^ason, my eyes w^andcr^l to the man upon the 
bridge — a tall, broad-shouldered fellow, in a buff-coloured great- 
coat, who whistled to himself, and stared down into tiie stream, 
swinging his tassclled riding-boot to and fro. All at once, as if 
in response to some signal, he rose, and unbuttoning his surtout, 
diew it off and flung it across the handrail. of the bridge. 

Mr. Chester was on his knees before the oblong box, and I 
saw the glint of the pistols as he handed them up. The distance 
had already been paced, and marked out, and now each man took 
his ground — Sir Jasper, still in his great-coat, his hat over ins 
eyes, liis neckerchief loose and dangling, one hand in his pocket, 
the other grasping his weapon ; his antagonist, on the contrary. 
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jaunty and debonnaire, a dandy from the crown of his hat to the 
soles of his shining boots. 

Their arms were raised almost together. The man Selby 
glanced from one to the other, a handkerchief fluttered, fell, 
and in that instant came the report of a pistol. I saw Sir Jasper 
reel backward, steady himself, and fire in return ; then, wliiJe the 
blue smoke yet hung in the still air, he staggered blindly, and 
fell. 

Mr. Chester, and two or three more, ran forward, and knelt 
beside him, while his opponent shrugged his shoulders, and, 
taking off liis hat, poiiitt?d out the bullet hole to his white-faced 
seqond. 

And in a little while they lifted Sir Jasper in their arms, but 
seeing how his head hung, a sudden sickness came upon me, for 
I knew, indeed, that he would go walking back nevermore. Yet 
his eyes were wide and staring — staring up at the blue heaven 
with the same fixed intensity as they had done at the inn. 

Then I too looked up at the cloudless sky, and round upon the 
fair earth ; and, in that moment, I for (jne remembered his 
prophecy of an hour ago. And, indeed, the day was glorious. 


CHAPTER XI 

WHICH RELATES A BRIEF PASSAGE-AT-AKMS AT “ THE CHEQUERS ” 

INN 

In due season I came into Tonbridge town, and following the High 
Street, presently observed a fine inn upon the right-iiand side 
of the way, which, as I remember, is called “ The Chequers.*' 
And here were divers loiterers, lounging round the door, or seated 
upon the benches, but the e^^es of all were turned the one way. 

And presently, as I'paused before the inn, to look up at its 
snow-white plaster, and massive cross-beams, there issued from 
the stable yard one in a striped w^aistcoat, witli top l>{>f)ts ami a 
red face, who took a straw from behind his ear, and began to chew 
it meditatively ; to whom I now addressed myself. 

** Good afternoon 1 " said I. 

" Arternoon I " he answered. 

" A fine day I " said I. 

" Is it ? " said he. 

Why — to be sure it is," said I, somewl^'^t taken aback by 
his manner ; " to be sure it is." 
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“ Oh I ” said he, and shifted the straw very dexterously from 
one corner of his mouth to the other, by some unseen agency, and 
stared up the road harder tJian ever. 

** What are you looking at ? *' I inquired- 

•• 411/' said he. 

And why do y<ju look at the hill ? 

“ Mail," said he. 

“ Oh I " said 1. 

“ Ahl " said he. 

Is it the London coach ? ” 

Ah I said he. 

“ Does it stop here ? 

Ah 1 " said he. 

Do you ever say anything much beside ' ah ' ? " I inquired. 

He stopped chewing the straw, and with his eyes on the dis- 
tance, seemed to turn this question over in his mind ; haying 
dune which, he began to chew again. 

" Ah 1 said he. 

** Why then you can, perhaps, tell me how many miles it 

Is 

" 1^'ive," said he. 

“ 1 was about to ask how far it was to 

•• The Wells ! said he. 

Wiiy — yes, to be sure, but how did you kni>w tliat ? " 

" It’s use 1 " said he. 

" What do y«)U iik an ? " 

“ They all ask ! ” said he. 

Who do ? 

“ 'rramj)S 1 " said he. 

“ Oh ! so you take jne for a tramp ? " 

“ Ah ! " said he. 

"i\nd you," said I, "put me in mind of a certain Serai- 
quavering Friar." ' 

" Fh ? ” said he, frowning a little at the hill. 

" You’ve never heard of Rabelais, or Paiiurge, of course," 
said 1. The Ostler took out liis straw, eyed it thoughtfully, and 
put it back again. 

" No," said he. 

*' More’s the pity I " said I, and was about to turn away, when 
he drtw the nearest fist abruptly from his pocket, and extended 
it towards me. 

" Look at that 1 ** he commanded. 

" Rather dirty," I ( omnif nted, " but otherwise a good, useful 
mvinb(T. 1 niakt: no doubt," 
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It’s a-goin'/' said he, alternately drawing in and shooting 
out the fist in question, “ it’s a-guing’ to fill your eye up/' 

Is it ? " said I. 

•* Ah 1 " said he. 

But what for ? '' 

" I aren’t a Semmy, nor yet a Quaver, an' as for Friers," 
said he, very deliberately, “ why — Frier yourself, sa3's I.” 

“ Nevertheless,** said I, " you are gifted with a certain terse 

direc*tness of speech that greatly reminds me of ** 

Joe I ’* he called out suddenly over his shoulder. '* Mail, 
Joe ! ** 

Lifting my eyes to the brow of the hill I could sec notliing 
save a faint haze, which) however, gradually grew denser and 
tliirker, and out from this gathering cloud, soft, and faint with 
distance, stole the silvery notes of a horn. Now I saw the 
coach itself, and, as I watched it rapidly descending the hill I 
longed to be upon it, with the sun above, the smooth road below, 
and the wand rushing tluongh my hair. On it came at a gallop, 
rocking and swaying, a good fifteen miles an hour ; on it came, 
plunging into the green shade of trees, and out into the sun again, 
with ever the gathering dust cloud beliind ; while clear, and high, 
rang the cheery note of the horn. And now, from the cool 
shadows of the inn yard, there rose a prodigious Stamping of 
hoofs, rattling of chains, and swearing of oaths, and out came 
four fresh horses, led by two men, each of whom wore top-boots, 
a striped waistcoat, and chewed upon straws. 

And now the coach swung round the bend, and came thunder- 
ing down upon ** The Chequers,*’ chains jingling, wheels rumbling, 
horn braying and. with a stamp and ring of hoof, pulled up before 
the inn. 

And now, what a running to and fro I what a prodigious 
unbuckling and buckling of .straps, while the joviaJ-faced coach- 
man fanned himself wntli his hat, and swore jovially at the ostlers, 
and the ostlers swore back at the coachman, and the guild, and 
the coach, and the horses, individually and collectively ; in the 
midst of which confusion, down came the window with a bang, 
and out of the window came a flask, and a hand, and an arm, and, 
last of all, a great, fat face, round, and mottled, and roaring as it 
came : 

“ Oho — I say damn it 1 damn ever^^body’s eyes and bones — 
brandy ! O yoho, house — I say brandy 1 Guard, landlord, 
ostlers — brandy, d’ye hear ? I say what the devil 1 Am I to 
die for want of a drop of brandy ? Oho ! ” 

Now, little by little, I became conscious (how, I cannot define) 
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that I was the object of a clc‘''e and [X'isistcnt scrutiny — that I 
was being watch^ d. and stared at by sojneone near by. Shifting 
iny eyes, therefore, from the mottled face at the coach window, 
I cast them swiftly about until tliey presently met those of one 
of the four outside passengers — a tall, roughly-clad man who 
leaned far out from the coach roof, watching me intently ; and 
his face was tliin, and very pale, and the eyes which stared into 
mine glowed beneath a jagged prominence of brow. 

At the time, though 1 wondered at the man's expression, 
and the fixity of his gaze, I paid him no further heed but turnecl 
my attention back to Mottle-facc, who had, by this time, bellowed 
himself purple, Howbeit, in due time, the flask having been 
rex>lenished, and handed to him, He dived back into the recesses 
of the coach, jerked up the window, and vanished as suddenly 
as he had appeared. 

But now the four fresh horses were in, and harnessed, capering 
and dancing with an ostler at the head of each ; the Driver tossed 
ott his glass of rum and water, cast an eye at the clouds, 
remarked : Wind, by Gemini I " settled his feet against the 
dashhuaid, and gathered up the reins ; and now, too, the Guard 
appeal'd, w’iping liis lijis as he came, who also cast an eye up“at 
the liriivens, remarked : “ Dust, by Jingo I " and swung himself 
uj> into the rumble. 

“ All right behind ? " sang out the I)rivcr, over his shoulder. 

“ All right ! '* sang back the (iiriiii. 

“ Then - let ’em go ! ” cried the Driver. WLcieupon the 
oi;tlcis jumx)cd nimbly back, the horses threw up their heads, 
and diinced undecidedly for a momeiit, tlie long w'hip cracked, 
hoofs clattered, sparks flew, and, rumbling and creaking, off 
went the London Mail with such a llourish c»f the horn as woke 
many a slecx)y eclio, near cMid far. As I tiirnc?d away, I noticed 
that there remained but tiirce outside passengers ; the pale- 
laccd luan had evidently alighted, yet, aJtiiuugh I glanced round 
for him, he was nowhere to be seen. 

Hereupon, being in no mind to undergo the operation of having 
niy eye filled up, and, moreover, finding myself thirsty, I stexiped 
into the “ Tap." And there, sure enough, was the Outside 
Passenger staring moodily out of tlie window, and with an un- 
touched mug of ale at his elbow. Op{)osite him sat an old man 
in a smock frock, who leaned u\)on a holly-stick, talking to a 
vciy sliort, fat man behind the bar, who look my twopence with 
a smile, smiled as he drc'w my ale, and, smiling, watched me drink. 

" Do you from Lunnoii, sir? " intii;ircd the old man, eyeing 
me beneath las hoary brows as 1 set down my tankard. 



49 


At “The Chequers ” Inn 

" Yes/’ said I. 

** Well, think o’ that now — I've been a-goin’ to Lunnon this 
five and forty year — started out twice, I did, but I never got no 
furder nor Sevenoaks ! " 

“ How was tl)at ? ” I inquired. 

"Why, thtvr»i ‘The Wliite Hart’ at Sevenoaks, an’ they 
brev/3 fine ale at * The White Hart,' d’ye see, an’ one glass begets 
another." 

" And they sent ye back in the carrier’s cart I " said tlu* fat 
man, smiling broader than ever. 

" Ever see the Lord Mayor a-ridin’ in 'is gooJd coarli, sir ? " 
pursued tlie old man. 

" Yes," said L 

" Ever speak to 'im ? " 

"Why, no." 

" Ah well, I once knowed a man as spoke to the Lord Mayor 
o' Lunnon's coachman — but 'e’s dead, took the smallpox the \’oar 
arterwards an* died, ’e did.*’ 

At this juncture the door was thrown noisily open, and two 
gOTillemen entered. The first was a very tall man with black 
hair that curled beiicatli liis hat-brim, and so luxuriant a giowth 
of wiiisker that it left little of his florid countenance exposed. I'he 
second was more slightly built, with a pale, hairless face, whei eiii 
were .set two small, very blight eyes, rather close together, 
sejeirated by a high, tliin nose with nostrils that worketl and 
quivered when he spoke, a face' whose mo.st potent feature was 
the mouth, coarse and red, with a somewhat protuberant under 
lip, yet supported by a square, determined chin below, — a sensual 
mouth with more tlian a suspicion of cruelty lurking in its full 
curves, and the big teeth which gleamed wliite and serrated when 
he laughed. Jndeod tlie wdiole aspect of the man filled me with 
an instinctive disgust. 

They w^ere dressed in that mixture of ultra-fashional>io and 
horsey styles peculiar to the " Corintliian," or “Buck "'of the 
period, and there was iii their air an overbearing yet lazy insolence 
towards all and sundry that greatly annoyed me. 

" Fifteen thousand a year, by gad ! " exclaimed the taller of 
the two, giving a supercilious snifi to the brandy he had just 
poured out. 

"Yes, ha 1 ha ! — and a damnably pretty filly into the 
bargain ! " 

" You always were so infernally lucky I ” retorted the first. 

" Call it rat her the rcw'ard of virtue," answered his companion 
with a laugh that show'ed his big, white teeth. 



50 The Brosui Highway 

“ And what of Beverley — poor dey-vil ? ** inquired the 
first. 

“ Beverley I repeated the other ; " had he possessed any 
spirit he would have blown his brains out, like a gentleman ; as 
it was, he preferred merely to disapi)ear,” and herewith the 
speaker shnigged his shoulders, and drank off his glass with 
infinite relish and gusto. 

“ And a — ^pretty filly, you say ? ** 

** Oh, I believe you ! Country bred, but devilish well- 
blooded — trust Beverley for that.'* 

“ Bgad yes — Beverley had a true eye for beauty or breed, 
poor dey-vil 1 ** I'his expression of pity seemed to afford each 
of them much subtle enjoyment. “ Harking back to this — filly," 
said the big man, checking his merriment, " how if she jibs, and 
cuts up rough, kicks over the traces — deyvilish awkward, eh ? " 

His companion raised his foot and rested it carelessly upon 
the settle near by, and upon the heel of his slim riding-boot I 
saw a particularly cruel-looking, long-necked spur. 

" My dear Mostyn," said he, his nostrils working, " for such 
an emergency there is notlung like a pair of good sharp ' per- 
suaders,' " here he tapped the spur lightly with the slender gold- 
mounted cane he carried, and I ratlier fancy I know just how 
and when to use 'em, Mostyn." And once again I saw tlie gleam 
of his big, white teeth. 

All this I heard as they lolled within a yard of me, mani- 
festing a lofty and contemptuous disregard for all save them- 
selves, waited upon most deferentially by the smiling fat fellow, 
and stared at by the aged man with as much admiring awe as 
if they had each been nothing less than a lord mayor of London 
at the very least. But now they leaned their heads together and 
spoke in lowered tones, but sometlung in the leering eyes of the 
one, and the smiling lips of the other, told me that it was not of 
horses, that they spoke. 

“ , . . Bring her to reason, by gad'-; " said the slighter of 
the two, setting down his empty glass witli a bang, " oh, trust me 
to know their pretty, skittish ways, trust me to manage 'em — 
I Ve never failed yet, by gad I " . 

" Curse me, that's true enough ! " said the other, and here 
they sank their voices again. 

My ale being finished, I took up my staff, a heavy, knotted 
affair, and turned to go. Now, as I did so, my foot, by accident, 
came in contact with the gold-mounted cane I have mentioned, 
and sent it clattering to the floor. I was on the point of stooping 
for it, when a rough hand gripped my shoulder from belund. 
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twisting me savagely about, and I thus found myself staring upon 
two rows of sharp, white teeth. 

" Pick it up 1 said he, motioning imperiously to the cane 
on the floor between us, 

" Heaven forbid, sir,** said I ; “ ‘ is thy servant a dog that 
he should do this thing ? * ” 

I told you to pick it up,'* he repeated, thrusting his head 
towards me ; “ are you going to do so, or must I make you ? ** 
and his nostrils worked more than ever. 

For answer I raised my foot and sent the cane spinning across 
the room. Somebody laughed, and next moment my hat was 
knocked from my head. Before he could strike again, however, 
1 raised my staff, but suddenly remembering its formidable 
weight, I altered the direction of the blow, and thrust it strongly 
into the very middle of his gaily flowered waistcoat. So strongly 
did I thrust, indeed, that he would have fallen but for the timely 
assistance of his companion. 

“ Come, come,*’ said I, holding him off on the end of my 
staff, be calm now, and let us reason together like logical being';. 
I knocked down your cane by accident, and you, my hat by 
intent ; very well then, be so good as to return me my property, 
from the corner yonder, and we will call ‘ quits.’ ” 

“ No, by gad ! ” gasped ray antagonist, bending almost 
double, wait — only wait until I get — niy wind - I'll clioke — the 
infernal life out of you — only \vait, by gad ! ” 

“ Willingly,” said I. ” but w'hatevcr else you do, you will 
certainly reach me ray hat, otherwise, just so soon as you find 
yourself sufficiently recovered, I shall endeavour to throw you 
after it.” Saying wiiich, I laid aside my stair, and buttoned 
up my coat. 

” Why,” he began, " you infernally low, dusty, ditch- trotting 

blackguard ” But his companion, who had been regarding 

me very closely, twitched him by the sleeve, and whispered’ somti- 
thing in his ear. Whalfever it was it affected my antagonist 
strangely, for he grew suddenly very red, and then very white, 
and abruptly turned his back upon me. 

” Are you sure, Mostyn ? ” said he in an undertone. 

Certain.” 

"Well, I’d fight him were he the devil liimself 1 Pistols 
perhaps would be *’ ’ 

” Don't be a fool, Harry,” cried the other, and seizing his 
arm, drew him farther away, and, though they lowered their 
voices I caught such fragments as ” What of George ? ” " changes 
since youi time,” " ruin your chances at the start,” " dead shot.” 
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Sir/* said I, “ iny hat — in the corner yonder/* 

Almost to my surprise the taller of the two crossed the room, 
followed by his friend, to whom he still spoke in lowered tones, 
stooped, picked up my hat, and, while the other stood scowling, 
approached, and handed it to me with a bow. 

“ That my friend. Sir Harry Mortimer, lost his temper is 
regretted both by him and mysdf,** said he, ** but is readily ex- 
plained by the fact that he has been a Jong time from London, while 
I laboured under a — a disadvantage, sir — until your hat was off." 

Now. as he spoke, his left eyelid flickered twice in rapid 
succession. 

“ 1 beg you won't mention it,*' said I, putting on my hat, 
" but, sir, why do you wink at me ? ** 

“ No, no,’* cried he, laughing and slinking his head, “ ha I ha I 
— dey vilish good ! By the way, they tell me George himself is 

in these parts — incog, of course '* 

“ George ? ** said I, staring. 

“ Cursed rich, on my life and soul 1 ** cried the tall gentleman, 
shaking his head and laughing again, mum’s the word, of course, 
and 1 swear a shaven face becomes you most deyvilishly ! ” 

“ Perhaps you will be so obliging as to tell me what you 
mean ? ” said I, frowning. 

“ Oh, by gad 1 ” he cried, fairly hugging himself witli delight. 

Oh, the devil ! this is too rich — too infernally rich, on my life 
and soul it is 1” 

Now all at once there recurred to me the memory of Tom Cragg, 
the Pugilist ; of liow he too had winked at me, and of liis incom- 
prehensible manner afterwards beneath the gibbet on River Hill. 

“ Sir,” said I, ” do you happen to know a pugilist Tom 
Cragg by name ? ” 

” Tom '"ragg I well, I should think so, who doesn't, sir ? ” 

” Because,” I went on, ” he too seems to labour under the 

delusion that he is acquainted with me, a^id ” 

” Acquainted ! ’* repeated the tall gentleman, ” acquainted I 
Oh, gad 1 ” and immediately hugged himself in another ecstasy. 
” If,” said I, ” you will have the goodness to tell me for w'hoin 

you evidently mistake me ” 

** Mistake you ! ” he gasped, throwing himself upon the 
settle and rocking to and fro, ” ha ! h£^! — mistake you 1 ” 

Seeing I did but waste my breath, I turned upon my heel, 
and made for the door. As 1 went, my eye, by chance, lighted 
upon a cheese that stood at the fat landlord's elbow, and upon 
which he cast amorous glances from time to time 
” That seems a fine eju-ese I ’* said I. 
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"It is, sir, if I nii^ht make so bold, a noble cheese I he 
rejoined, and laid his hand upon it with a touch that was a caress. 

** Then 1 will take three pennyworth of your noble cheese," said I. 

" Cheese 1 faintly echoed the gentleman upon the settle, 
three pennyworth. Oh, I shall die, positively I shall burst ! *’ 

“ Also, a loaf," said I. And when the landlord had cut the 
cheese, with great nicety — a generous portion — and had wrapped 
it into a parcel, I put it, together with the loaf, into my knapsack, 
and giving him " Good-day ! " — strode to the door. As I reached 
it the tall gentleman rose from the settle, and bowed. 

" Referring to George, sir " 

" George ! " said I shortly, " to the devil with George ! ** 

Now I could not help being struck by the effect of my words, 
for Sir Harry let fall his cane, and stared open -mouthed, while his 
companion regardc4 me with an expression betw^een a frown and 
wide-eyed dismay. 

" Now I wonder," said I to myself as I descended the steps, 
" I wonder wdio George can be ? " 

Before the inn there stood a ycllow-w’heelcd stanhope with a 
horse which, from his manner of trembling all over for no con- 
ceivable reason, and manifest desire to stand upon his lurid legs, 
I conceived to be a thoroughbred ; and, hanging grimly to the 
bridle, now in the air, now on terra-firma, alternately coaxing and 
cursing, was rny friend the Semiquavering Ostler. He caught sight 
of me just as a particularly vicious jerk swung him off his legs. 

" Damn your liver ! ” he cried to the horse, and then, to me : 
" If you'll jest call Joe to 'old this 'ere black varmin for me I'll 
— fill yer — eye up." 

" Thanks,” said I, " but I much prc'fer to keep it as it is, 
really there is no need to trouble Joe, and as for you, I wish you 
good -morning ! " 

And when I had gone a little w'a^^ chancing to glance back 
over my shoulder, 1 saw tliat the Outside Passenger stood upon 
the inn steps, and w’as skiring after me. 


CHAPTER XII 

THE ONE-LEGGED SOLDIER 

Following the high road I came, in a little, to where the ways 
divided, the one leading straight before me, the other turning 
sharp to the left, wheie (as 1 remember) is a very steep lull. 
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And at the parting of the ways was a finger-post with « 
words : ** To London. To Tonbridge Wells. To Pembr^ 
Now as I stood beneath the finger-post, debating ^ch roa(9 
should take, 1 was aware of the sound of wheels; and glancM 
about, saw a carrier's cart approaching. The driver was a fini 
tall, ruddy-faced fellow, very spruce as to his person, wha^^J^ 
himself with shoulders squared, and bolt upright, and^^S 
shouted a cheery greeting to me. ■: 

"If so be you are for Pembry, or thereabouts, sir,” said hjj 
bringing his horses to a standstill, ” why, jump up, sir^that 
if you be so minded.” 

” My course lies anywhere,” said I. 

” Then — ^if you be so minded ? 

” I am so minded,” said I. 

” Then, sir, jump up,” said he. 

” Thanks 1 ” said L 

So I climbed upon the seat beside him, and then I saw that he 
had a wooden leg, and straightvyay understood his smart bearjng^ 
and general neat appearance. i 

" You have been a soldier ? ” said I. 

" And my name's Tom, and I could tell you a siglit abom 
them Spanishers, and Frenchies — that is, if— you be so minded ? ” 

” I am so minded — fire away, Tom.” : " 

" Well,” he began, fixing his eyes on the " wheeler's ” cars; 
” they Frenchies ain’t so bad as is thouglit, though they do cat 
frogs, but what I say is— if they be so minded — why frogs Ij^t 
it be I” 

" To be sure I ” said I, : 

"And after all they’re well worth fighting, and that’s ..moii 
than you can say for a many ! ” 

" True,” said I, " one generally has a certain respect for the 
man qne fights,” 

" Then there's Old Bony,” i- 

" Have you ever seen him ? ” 

" I have, sir, I were captured outside the Lines of Toriei, 
Vedras, and I saw Old Bony eating his breakfast oii a druriAe^ 
wi* one hand and a-writing a dispatch wi’ the other — a litikli# 
man not so high as my shoulder, look you. There's some 
as Old Bony lives on new-born babies, but I know diftej^^ 
Because why, says you ? Because I've seen with thesS8«i^ 

' peepers,' says I — bread it were, and cheese, and' garlic, and h 
uncommon lot at that.” 

" And where did you lose your leg, Tom ? ” 

"Vittoria — I 'appeaed to be carrying my off 'cer, /Ensign 
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M^anclisfi his name, barely eighteen year old. Shot tlirough the 
liing l\e^ %^e . and a-trying to tell me to put him down and go, 
the uncommonly 'ot there, you'll understand, sir, and 

as I say wwerc trying to tell me to drop him and run for it, and 
blowing ^IBdod-bubbles wi* every word, when all at once- 1 feels a 
shock, and there I was on my back and liiin atop o' me ; 
‘■airaTy^^vI went to get up — damme I there was my leg gone 
below^?the knee, and no pleasant sight, neither.” 

” afterward ? ” 

i^^wards,” he repeated. ” Why, that were the end o’ my 
sojerf]gl^'gf^^^.e ; we lay in the same 'ospital 'im an' me, side by side, 
and" he swore as I’d saved his life — which I 'adn't, look you, and 
likewise swore as he’d never forget it. And he never 'as cither, 
for here am I wi’ my own liorse and cait, Tom Price by name, 
carrier by trade, an’ very mndi at yonr service, sir, I’m sure.” 

Thus we cl ill! b(d the hill of Pembry , by tn,‘e and hedge, and lonely 
cottage, by rolling meadow, and twilit w'ood, Tom the Soldier and I. 

^Much he told me of lonely night watches, of death sudden and 
sharp, of long, weary marches, and stricken fields, of the bloody 
of the Spanish Guerrillas, of Mina, and his deviltries. 
And in my ears was the roar of guns, and before my eyes the 
^ gleam, and twinkle of bayonets. By the side of Tom the Soldier 
I waited the tliundc’rous charge of French Dragoons, saw their 
’^tern, set faces, and tlic Hash of their brandished steel as they 
^ swept down upon our devoted square, sw'ept down to break in 
' red confusion before our bristling bayc)n(‘ts ; and the air was full 
of the screams of smitten horses, and tlie deci)-throated shouts 
abd groans of men. By the side of Tom the Soldier I stonnt;d 
-^lirough many a reeking breach, swept by fire, and slijjpery with 
blood ; and all for love of it, the munilicent sum of eightpence i)cr 
day, and that which we call ” Glory.” Bravo, Tom tlie S<jldier 1 
And presently I became aw are that lie had slopjied his. horses, 
and was regarding mci^ smilingly. 

” Tom,” said I, ” you are a wonderful talker ! ” 

* And you, sir,” said he, ” are a bcttcT listener, and, look you, 
si-^ipdTisteiier is mighty hard to come by. Ilowsomever, here's 

'“‘fo’ my journey, more's the pity, but if you ” 

om,” said I suddenly, ” you never heard of Tom Cragg, 

say as I have,” he answered, stroking his chin thought- 
fully, ” though there was a Dick Snagget in the ‘ Thirty-Ninth,' 
I remember ” 

” And you don't know who 'George' is, of course? ” I con- 
tinued musingly. 
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“ Why, I've knowed a many Georges in my time/' said hil 
" and then theie’s George, Prince o' Wales, the Prince Regent, 
they calls him now." 

" George, Prince of Wales I " said I, staring ; " heaveas* 
1 om, 1 believe you’ve hit it 1 " And, with the woM, I sprac3||j| 
down from the cart. 

"*My cottage is near by, sir, and I should be proud for you to 
eat supper wi’ me — that is — ^if you be so minded ? " 

" Many thanks," said X, " but I am not so minded, and so, 
good-bye, Tom ! " And, with the words, I wrung the soldici ‘s 
honest hand in mine, and went upon my way. 

" George, Prince of Wales I " said I to myself, " could this be 
the * George * they had meant. If so, then who andVhat had 
they supposed me ? " Hereupon, as I walked, I fell into a jHofoiiiid 
meditation in which 1 piesently remembered how that loiu 
t'idgg had also mentioned the Prince, giving me to undtTstanii 
that las fiighness had actually ordered him (roiii Cragg) to leave 
Londun ; aiul why ? " Aitei that theer kidnappin*, an’ me ’avm’ 

laid out Sir Jarsper Tient— accordin’ to ycr older." 

Sir Ja^jiei lieiit! 1 stojiped stock still in tlie road. Sir 
Jasper Irerit I At last 1 lemcmbeied the name that liad i luded 
me so persistently . Remembeied it? Nay, indcicl, it was 
lather as if the Pugilist had whispered the words into my tai, and 
1 glan( ed round almost exj>ectiiig to see him. 

" Ai ter that theci kidnappin’, an’ me ’avin’ laid out bu JaispiT 
'J'lent -accordin’ to yer oiclers ! " 

According to my (udeis, or rather, the cudeis of the man for 
whom lie (in common with tlic rivo gi nllemt n at " 1 ht C licquers ’’) 
had mistaken me. But who was tliat man ? Of him I knew two 
facts- namely, that he was mucli like me in prison, and had 
formerly W'Oin oi possibly stdl v.ore, wiiiskeis. And ]>(‘yoiid the a* 
two facts 1 could get no faither, icvolve the matter how 1 mnjit, 
si> I presently shrugged my shouhiers, and b.inishmg it fioni my 
th(»ugh1b, ioi tlio tunc* being, set foiWtUd at a good pace. 


CHAPTER XIII 

IN WHICH I FIND AN ANSWER TO MY RIDDLE 

The sun was already w^'stering wdien I came to a pump beside 
the w'ay ; and seizing the handle I worked it vigorously, then, 
placing my hollowed hands beneath the gushing spout, drank and 
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{mmped, altern^teiyp ui^tii X had quenched xny thirst. I now 
found myself prodi^jiously hungry, and reinenibcring the bread 
and cheese in my knapsack, looked about for an inviting spot in 
which to eat. 

On one side of the road was a thick hedge, and, beneath this 
he^e, a deep, dry, grassy ditch ; and here, after first slipping 
off my knapsack, I sat down, took out the loaf and the cheese, 
and opening my clasp-knife, prepared to fall to. 

At this moment I was interrupted in a rather singular fashion, 
for hearing a rustling close by, I looked up, and into a face that 
was protruded through a gap in the hedge above me. 

It needed but a glance at the battered hat with its jaunty 
brim, and gieat silver buckle, and the haggard, devil-may-care 
face below, to recognise the individual whom I had seen thrown 
out of the hedge tavern that very morning. 

It was a very thin face, as I have said, pale, and hollow-eyed, 
and framed in black curly hair/ whose very blackness did but 
accentuate the extreme pallor of the skin, which was tight, and 
drawn above the cheek bones and angle of the jaw. Yet, as I 
looked at this face, worn and cadaverous though it was, in the 
glance of the hollow eyes, in the line of the clean-cut mouth I 
saw that mysterious somctlutjg which marks a man, what we call 
for want of a better word, a gcntlcina?i. 

" Good-evening ! said he, and lifted tlie haltered hat. 

Good-evening ! " I returned. 

Pardon me,” said he, “but I was saluting the bread and 
cheese.” 

“ Indeed ! ” said I. 

“ Indeed ! ” he rejoined, “ it is the first edible I have been 
on speaking terms with, so to speak, for rather more than three 
days, sir.” 

“ You are pro]»ably hujigiy ? '' said I. 

“It would be foolis^h to deny it, sir.” 

“ Then, if you care to eat with me in the ditch here, you axe 
heartily welcome,” said I. 

“ With all the pleasure in life ! ” said he, vaulting very nimbly 
through the hedge ; ” you shall not ask me twice or the very 

deuce is in it 1 — believe me I ” Here he stopped, very 

suddenly, and stood looking at me. 

“ Ah ! ” said he gently, and with a rising inflection, letting 
the ejaculation csca]^c in a long-drawn breath. 

“ Well ? ” I inquired. ,Now as I looked up at him/the whole 
aspect of the man, from the toc-s of his broken boots to the crown 
ill the battex'-ed hat. seemed to undergo a cliange, as though a, 
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sudden^ fierce anger had leapt into life, and been controlled, 
by a strong efiort. 

On my life and soul, now I said h€, falling back a step, and 
eyeing me with a vaguely unpleasant smile, this, is a mosi 
unexpected—a most unlooked for pleasure, it is— I vow it is." 

You flatter me,’* said 1. 

*' No, sir, no ; to meet you again— some day-somcwhcre— 
alone — quite alone, sir, is a pleasure I have frequently dwelt upon, 
but never hoped to realise. As it is, sir, having, in my present 
condition, no chance of procuring better weapons than my fists, 
allow me to suggest that they are, none the less, entirely at you? 
service ; do me the infinite kindness to stand up.” 

" Sir,” I answered, cutting a slice from the loaf, ” you arc the 
third person within the last forty-eight hours who has mistaken 
me for another ; it really gets quite wearisome.” 

” Mistaken you,” he broke in, and his smile grew suddenly 
bitter, '* do you think it possible that I could ever mistake you ? ” 

I am sure of it 1 ” said I. ” Furthermore, pray do not dis- 
parage your fists, sir. A bout at fisticuffs never did a man any 
hann that I ever heard ; a man's fists are good, honest weapons 
supplied by a beneficent Providence — far better than your un- 
natural swords and murderous hair-triggers ; at least, so I think, 
being, I trust, something of a philosopher. Still, in this instance, 
never having seen your face, or heard your voice until to-day, I 
shall continue to sit here, and cat my bread and cheese, and if 
you are wise you will hasten to follow my so excellent example 
while there is any left, for, I warn you, I am mightily sharp set.” 

” Come, come,” said he, advancing upon me threateningly, 
" enough of this jfoolery ! 

'* By all means,” said I, ” sit down, like a sensible fellow, and 
tell me for whom you mistake me.” 

” Sir, with all the pleasure in life ! ” said he, clenching his 
fists, and I saw his nostrils dilate suddenly, ” I take you for the 
greatest* rogue, the most gentlemanly rascal but one, in all 
England 1” 

” Yes,” said I, ” and my name ? ” 

Sir Maurice Vibart I ” 

Sir Maurice Vibart ? ” I sprang to my feet, staring at him 
in amazement. ” Sir Maurice Vibart is my cousin,” said I. 

And so we stood, for a long minute, immobile, and silent, 
eyeing each other above the bread and cheese. 
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CHAPTER XIV 

FURTHER CONCERNING THE GENTLEMAN IN THE BATTERED HAT 

** Sir/' said my companion at last, lifting the battered hat,- “ I 
tender you my apology, and I sliall be delighted to eat with you 
in the ditch, if you are in the sarjie mind about it ? " 

“ Then you believe me ? *' 

Indubitably, sir,** he answered with a faint smile ; " had 
you indeed been Sir Maurice, either lie or 1, and most probably 
I, would be lying flat in the road, by this/' 

So, without more ado, we sat clown in the ditch together, 
side by side, and began to eat. And now I noticed that when 
he thought my eye was upon him, my companion at^e with a due 
deliberation and nicety, ajild when he thought it was off, with a 
voracity that was painful to witness. And after we had eaten 
awhile in silence, he turned to me with a sigh. 

This is very excellent cheese ! " said he. 

" The man from whom I bought it/' said I, *' called it a noble 
cheese, I remember.” 

” I never tasted one of a finer flavour I ” said my com- 
panion. 

” Hunger is a fine sauce,” said I, ” and you are probably , 
hungry ? ” 

” Hungry I ” he repeated, bolting a mouthful and knocking 
his hat over his eyes w^ith a slap on its dusty crown. “ l-gad, 
Mr. Vibart ! so would you be — so would any man be wliu lias 
lived on anything he could beg, borrow or steal, with an occa- 
siunal meal of turnips — ^in the digging of which I am become 
astonishingly expert — and unripe blackberries, which latter I 
have proved to be a very trying diet in many ways— ‘hungry, 
oh, damme ! ” 

And after a while, when there nothing remained of loaf or 
cheese save a few scattered crumbs, my companion leaned back, 
and gave another sigh. 

Sir," said he, with an airy wave of the hand, " in me you 
behold a highly promising young gentleman ruined by a most 
implacable enemy — himself, sir. In the first place you must 
know my name is Beverley " 

" Beverley ? " I repeated. 

" Beverley," he nodded, " Peregrine Beverley, much 
at your service — late of Beverley Place, Smrey, now of Nowhere- 
in-Particular/' 
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" Beverley,” said 1 again, ” 1 have heard that name before,” 

” It is liighly probable, Mr. Vibart — a fool of that name — 
fortunate or uiifoilunate as you choose to classify him, lost 
houses, land, and money in a single night’s play. I am that fool, 
sir, though you have doubtless h^ard particulars ere now ? ” 

” Not a word I ” said I. Mr. Beverley glanced at me with 
a faint mingling of pity and surprise. ” My life,” I explained, 
” has been altogether a studious one, with the not altogether 
unnatural ro'^ult that I also am bound for Nowhere-in-Particular 
with just eight shillings and sixpence in my pocket.” 

” And mine, as I tell you,” said he, ” has been an altogether 
riotous one. Thus, each of us, though by widely separate roads 
— you by the narrow and difTicult path of Virtue, and I by the 
broad and easy road of Folly— liave managed to find, our way into 
this Howling Destitution, whicli we will call Nowhere-in-Parti- 
cular. Then, how does your path of Virtue better my road of 
Evil ? ” 

” The point to be considered,” said I, ” is not so much what 
we now are. but rather, what we have done, and may ultimately 
be, and do.” 

” Well ? ” said he, turning to look at me. 

” For my own achievements, hitherto,” I continued, ” I have 
W'on the High Jump, and Tlirowing the Hammer, al.so translated 
the works of Quintilian, with the Satyricon of Petronius Arbiter, 
and the Life, Lives, and Memoirs of the Seigneur de Brant ome, 
which last, as you are piobably aware, has never before been 
done into the English.” 

” Ha ! ” exclaimed Mr. Beverley, sitting up suddenly, with his 
ill-used hat very much over one eye, “ there we have it I Who 
ever heard of old Quin — What’s-his-name, or cared, except, 
pel haps, a few bald headed bookwoims and withered litterateurs ? 
While you weie dreaming of life, and reading the lives of other 
fellows., I was living it. In my caieer, episodically brief though it 
was, I have met, and talked with all the wits, and celebrated men, 
have drunk good wine, and wox shipped beautiful women, Mr. 
Vibait.” 

” And W'hat has it all taught you ? ” said I. 

” That there arc an infernal number of rogues and rascals in 
the woild, for one thing — and that is worth knowing.” 

” Yes,” said 1. 

That, tliough money can buy anything, from the love of a 
woman to the death an enemy, it can only be spent once— and 
that is w(Wth know'ing 

” Yes,” said 1. 
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” And that 1 am a most prcpostcious ass 1 — and that List, 
look you, is more valuable than all the others. Solomon, [ 
think, says something about a wise man being truly wise who 
knowjBth himself a fool, doesn't he ? '' 

“ Sometiiing of the sort.'' 

Then," said he, flinging his hat down upon the grass beside 
him, " what argument can you advance in favour of your * Nariow 
and Thorny ' ? " 

** The sum of eight shillings and sixpence, a loaf of bread, and 
a slice of noble cheese, now no more," said I. 

" Egad ! " said he, looking at me from the corners of his blue 
eyes, the argument is unanswerable, more especially the cheese 
pait, against which Fd say nothing, even if I could." Having 
leinaikod which, he lay flat on his back again, staling up at the 
leaves, and the calm serenity of the sky beyond, while I fillrd 
my negro-head pipe from my paper of tobacco, and forthwith 
began to smoke. 

And, presently, as I sat alternately watching the blue wreathes 
of my ])ipc and the bedraggled figure extended beside me, he 
suddenly i oiled over on his aim, anti so lav, watching me. 

"On m\ soul 1 " he exclaimed at length, "it is positively 
marvellous." 

" What IS ? " I inquired. 

" llic resemblance between 5 ^ou and youi famous cousin." 

" It would api^oar so," said I, shrugging my shoulders, 
" themgh, p( I was unawaio of this (act up till now." 

" Do I uiidtTstaud that v’ou have never seen Sir Maurice 
Vibait, never seen ' Ihick ’ Vibart ? " 

" Never ! " said I. 

" Too much occupied in keeping to the ' Narrow and Thorny,' 
I suppose? Your cousin’s is the Broad and Idoweiy, with a 
vengeance." . 

" So I undeistaml," said I. 

"Nevertheless the resemblance between you, both in face, 
and figure, is positively a'>tounding * With the sole exception 
that he weais hair upon his fare, ami is ot a lucldy complexion, 
W'hile you arc pale, and smooth-checked as— as a boy " 

" Or youiself ! " said I. 

7 Ah — exactly I " he answered, and passed his fingers a( ross 
his chin tentatively, and fell a^ain to staring lazily up into tlie 
sky. " Do you happen to know anything about that most remai k- 
able species of tlie ‘ genus homo ' calling themselves ‘ Bucks,’ or 
'Corinthians ’ ? *’ he mtiuiied, after a while. 

" Veiy little," said I, " anci that, only by hearsay.'' 
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“ Well, up to six months ago, I was one of them, Mr. Vibart, 
until Fortune, and I think now, wisely, decreed it otherwise.” 
And herewith, lying upon his back, looking up through the 
quivering green of leaves, he told mad talcs of a reckless Prince, 
of the placid BrurameJ, of the ” Dashing ” Vibart, the brilliant 
Sheiidan, of Fox, and Giattan, and many others, whose tiaitics 
arc now a byword one way or the other. He recounted a story 
of wild prodigality, of drunken, midnight orgies, of days and nights 
over the cards, of wine, women, and horses. But, lastly, and 
very rcveiently, he spoke of a woman, of her lo\c, and faith, 
and deathless trust. ” Of course,” he ended, “ I might have 
starved vciy comfortably, and much quicker, in London, but when 
my time comes, I prefer to do my d 3 nng beneath some green hedge, 
or in the shelter of some friendly rick. With the cool, clean wind 
upon my face. Besides She loved the country.” 

” Then there are some women who can’t be bought ? ” said I, 
looking at his glistening eyes. 

" Mr. Vibart,” said he, ” so far as I know there arc two— the 
Lady Helen Dunstan anfl the ‘ Glorious ' Softon.” 

” The Lady Sophia Sefton of Cambouinc ? ” said I. 

And — the Lady Helen Dunstan,” Jie repeated. 

** Do you know the Lady Sophia Sefton ? ” 

I have had the honour of dancing with her, frequently/* he 
answered. 

” And is she so beautiful as they say ? ” , , 

” She is the handsomest w^oman in London, one of your black- 
browed, deep-eyed goddesses, tdl, and gracious, and most 
nobly shaped ; though, sir, for my own i)cirt, I picfcr less fire and 
ice— -a more — gentle beauty.” 

” As, for instance --the Lady Helen Dunstan ? ** said I. 

” Exactly I ” nodded Mr. Bcveiley. 

” Referring to the J-,ady Sophia Sefton,** I pursued, ** she is a 
reigning toast, I believe ? ” 

” Gad, yes ! her worshippers are Legion, and chief among 
them his Royal Highness, and your cousin, Sir Maurice, who has 
actually had the temerity to enter the field as the I’rince’s avowed 
rival— no one but ‘ Buck ’ Vibart could be so madly rash 1 ** 

*' A most fortunate lady ! ** said I. 

” Mr. Vibart ! ** exclaimed my companion, cocking his battered 
hat and regarding me with a smouldering eye, ” Mr. Vibart, I 
object to your tone ; the noble Sefton’s virtue is proud, and high, 
and above even the breath of suspicion.** 

” And yet my cousin would seem to be no laggard in love, and 
as to the Prince- his glance is contamination to a woman/* 
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Sir/* returned Mr. Beverley very earnestly, “ disabuse your 
mind of all unworthy suspicions, 1 beg ; your cousin she laughs 
to scorn, and his Koyal Highness she has rebuffed as few women 
have, hitherto, dared do.** 

'lit would almost seem,** said T, after a pause, "that, from 
what I have inadvertently learned, my cousin has some duly 
work afoot, though exactly what, I cannot imagine.'* 

" My dear Mr. \^ibart, your excellent cousin is for ever up to 
something or other, and has escaped the well-merited consequences, 
more than once, owing to his friendship with, and the favour of 
his friend ** 

" George ? ** said I. 

Exactly 1 *' said imy companion, raising himself on his elbow, 
and nodding, " Gcoige." 

" Have you ever heaul mention of Tom Cragg, the Pugilist ? ** 
I inquiied, blowing a (lord of smoke into the waiin air. 

" 1 won ten tliouoand guineas when he knuckt'd out Ted 
Jairaway of Swansea,** yawned my companion, a good 
but a logue — like all the rest of *em, and a creature of your 
excellent cousin's.'* 

" I guessed as much,** I nodded, and forthwith plunged i?jto 
an account of my meeting with the "craggy one,** the whnli 
seemed to amuse Mr. Bcveilcy mightily, more especially when I 
lelattd Cragg’s rnvsteiious disappearance. 

" Oh, gad 1 ** cried Bevoiicy, wqnng his eyes on the tattered 
lappel of his coat, ** the lesemblance seivcd you luckily theie ; 
your cousin gave liim the Ibi ashing of hi> life, and poor Tom 
evidently thought he was in for another. That was the last you 
saw of him. I’ll be bound.** 

" No, I met him afteiwards beneath the gibbet on I^Iivct Hill, 
where, among other incoin pi ehciisible things, he gave me to iindex- 
stand tliat he lecogiiiscd me despite my disguise, assumed, as he 
supposed, on account of his having kichiapped someone or other, 
and ‘ laid out * a cci tain Sir Jasper Trent in Wych Street according 
to my orders, or rather, it would seem, my cousin’s oiders, the 
author of which outrage Sir Jasper had evidently found out '* 

" The devil 1 ** exclaimed Mr. Beverley, and sat up with a jerk. 

" And furthermore,” I went on, " he informed me that the 
Prince liimself had given him the word to leave London until the 
affair had * blown over.* ” 

Now while I spoke Mr. Beverley had been regarding me with 
a very strange expression, his cheeks had gone even paler thac 
H^efoio, his eyes seemed to stare thiough, and beyond me, and 
(lands were tight-clcnched at his bides. 



«4 ^ ' ■ Tfi'e ' ■ ■ 

" Mr. Beverley/' said I. " what ails you ? *' 

For a moment he did not speak, then answered, with the same 
strange look : 

“ Sir Jasper Trent — is my cousin, sir I ** 

My negro-head pipe slipped suddenly, and fell into the grass, 
happily without injury. 

‘‘ Indeed ! said I. 

" Can you not see what this means, sir ? *’ he went on hurriedly. 
'* Jasper will fight.** 

" Indeed,*’ said I again, “ I fear so/* 

'* Jasper was always a bit of a fish, and with no particular 
affection for his graceless kinsman, but I am his only relative ; 
and — and he hardly knows one end of a-' pistol from the other, 
while your cousin is a dead shot.*’ 

** My cousin ! ” I exclaimed ; ** then it was he — to be sure I 
saw only his back.” . 

” Sir Jasper is unmarried — ^has no relations but myself,** 
my companion repeated with the same fixed intentness of look ; 
“-can }’ou appreciate, I wonder, w^hat this would mean to me ? ** 

“ Rank, and fortune, and London,” said I. 

” No, no 1 ” he sprang to his feet, and tlirew wide his ragged 
arms with a sw'ift, passionate gesture, ” it means Life — and 
Helen. My God ! ” he went on, speaking almost in a whisper, 
“ I never knew how much I wanted her — how much I had wilfully 
tossed aside — till now^ I I never realised the full misery of it all 
—till now ! I could have starved very well in time, and managed 
it as quietly as most other ruined fools. But now — to see the 
chance of beginning again, of coming back to self-respect and 
— Helen, my God ! ” And, of a sudden he cast himself upon his 
face, and so lay, tearing up tlie grass by handfuls. Then, almost 
as suddenly, he was upon his feet again, and had caught up his 
hat. “ Sir,” said he somewhat shamefacedly, smoothing its 
ruffled nap with fingers that still quivered, “ pray forgive that 
little ebullition of feeling, it is over — quite over, but your tidings 
affected me, and I am not quite myself at times — as I have already 
said, turnips and unripe blackberries are not altogether desirable 
as a diet.” 

“ Indeed,” said I, " you seemed strangely perturbed.** 

* “ Mr. Vibart,” said he, staring very hard at the battered hat, 
and turning it round and round, “ Mr. Vibart, the devil is sur- 
prisingly strong in some of us.” 

“ True,” said I. - - 

“ My cousin, Sjjr Jasper, is a bookish fellow, and, as I have 
said, a fool where anything else is in question ; if this meeting 
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is allowed to take place I feel that he will most certainly be killed, 
and his death would mean a new life — more than life to me.*' 
Yes/' said I, 

And for a moment, Mr. Vibart, I was tempted to sit down in 
the ditch again, and let things take their course. The devil, I 
repeat, is remarkably strong in some of us.*' 

Then what is your present intention ? " 

" I am going to London to find Sir Maurice Vibart — to stop 
this duel." 

" Impossible ! ** said 1. 

“ But you see, sir, it so happens that I am possessed of certain 
intelligence which might make Sir Maurice’s existence in England 
positively untenable." 

" Nevertheless," said I, " it is impossible." 

“ That remains to be seen, Mr. Vibart," said he, and speaking, 
turned upon his heel. 

" One moment," said I, " was not your cousin, Sir Jasper, of 
the middle height, slim-built and fair-haired, with a habit of 
plucking at his lips when at all nervous, or excited ? " 

" Exaotl}^ you know him, sir ? " 

" No,** I answered, " but I have seen him, very lately, and I 
say again, to stop this duel is an impossibility." 

" Do you mean " he began, and paused. Now, as his 

eyes mot mine the battered hat escaped his fingers, and lay all 

unheeded. " Do you mean ** he began again, and again 

stopped. 

" Yes," said I, " I mean that you are too late. Sir Jasper 
was killed at a place called Deepdene Wood, no longer since than 
to-day at half-past seven in the morning. It was raining at the 
time, I remember, but the day grew glorious later." 

For a long moment Mr, Beverley stood silent, with bent head, 
then, apparently becoming aware of the hat at his feet, he sent 
it flying with a sudden kick, and watched it describe .a wide 
parabola ere it disappeared into the ditch, some yards away. 
Which done, he walked after it, and returned, bruslung it very 
carefully with his ragged cuff. 

" And — you are sure — quite sure, Mr. Vibart ? " he inquired, 
smootliing the broken brim with the greatest solicitude. 

" I stood behind a hedge, and watched it done," said I. 

Then — my God ! — I am Sir Peregrine Beverley I — I am Sir 
Peregrine Beverley of Burnham Hall, very much at your service. 
Jasper — dead! — A knight banneret of Kent, and Justice of the 
Peace ! — how utterly pieposterous it all sounds ! But to-day 
1 begin life anev/, ah ycs, a new life, a new life I To-day all 
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tilings ai^ possible again 1 The fool has learned wisdom, and, I 
hope, Wcome a man. But come," said he in a more natural 
tone, " let us get back to our ditch, and, while you tell me tte 
particulars, if you don't object I should much like to try a wla£E 
at that pipe of yours." * 

So. while I recounted the affair as briefly as I might, he sat 
puffing at my pipe, and staring away into the distance. But 
gradiidly his head sank lower and lower, until his face was quite 
hidden from me, and for a long moment after I had ended my 
narration, there was silence. 

" Poor Jasper ! " said he at last without raising his head, 
poor old Jasper ! " 

" I congratulate you, Sir Percgiine," said I. 

" And I used to pummel him so, when wo were boys together 
at Eton — poor old Jasper ! " And, presently, he handed me 
my pipe and rose. Mr. Vibart," said he, “ it would seem that 
by no effort, or virtue of my own, I am to win free of this howling 
desolation of Nowhcre-in-Parti(ular, after all; believe me, I 
would gladly take you with me. Had 1 not met with you it is 
— ^rather moie than probable— that I— should never have seen 
another dawn ; so if- if ever I can be of — use to you, pray honour 
me so far, you can always liear of me at Lumham Hall, Pembry. 
Good-bye, Mr. Vibait, I am going to her — ^in all my rags — for I 
am a man again." 

• So, I bade him " good-bye," and, sitting in the ditch, watched 
him stride away to Ins new life. Presently, reaching the brow of 
the hill (there aie lulls everywhere in the South country), I saw 
Inin turn to flourish the battered hat eic he di ^appealed from my 
sight. 


CHAPTER XV 

IN WHICH I MEET WTTH A PEDDLER BY THE NAME OF " GABBING 

DICK 

TOu won’t be wantin’ ever a broom, now ? ” 

1 sat up, sleepily, and rubbed my eyes;. The sun was gone, 
and the blue sky had changed to a deep purple, set, here and there, 
with a quivering star. Yet the light was still enough to 

enable me to distinguish the speaker — a short, man; 
Upon his shoulder he carried a bundle of broob3S>^a^:)p|ji|^was, 
slung to his back, wliile round his neck there dangled 
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and the like ; indeed so smothered was he in his wares that, as 
he stood there, he had more the aspect of some disordered fancy 
than of a human being. 

** You won't be wantin' ever a broom, now ? " he repeated, 
in a somewhat melancholy tone. 

‘ “ No," said I. 

" Nor yet a mop ? " 

** Nor that either," said I. 

" A belt, now," he suggested mournfully, " a fine leather 
belt wi' a steel buckle made in Brummagem as ever was, and all 
for a shillin'— what d'ye say to a fine belt ? " 

" That I have no need of one, thank you." 

** Ah, well I " said the man, spitting dejectedly at a patch of 
shadow, " I thought as much, you aren't got the look of a buyer." 
" Then why ask me ? " 

" Hinstinct I " said he, " it's jest hinstinct — it comes as 
nat'ral to me as eatin' or walkin' these 'ere roads." 

" Have you come far to-day ? " 

" Twenty mile, maybe," he answered, setting down liis bundle 
of brooms. 

" Are you tired ? " 

" 'Course I’m tired I ” 

" Then why not sit down and rest ? " 

" Because I'd 'ave to get up again, wouldn't I ? '^ 

" Are you hungry ? " 

" 'Ungry aren't the word for it." 

" And how is trade ? " 

" Couldn't be worse I " 

" I perceive you are a pessimist,” said I. 

" No," said he, " I'm a peddler— baptism'! name Richard, 
commonly known as * Gabbin' * Dick.” 

" At least yours is a fine healthy trade," said I. 

"'Owso?" 

"A life of constant exercise, and fresh air— to-day for 

instance " 

" 'Ot as a hoven 1 " said he. 

" Yet there was. a good, cool wind," said 1. 

" Ah I an' with dust enough to choke a man ! and then there's 
the loneliness o' these 'ere roads." 

" Loneliness ? " said 1. 

" That^s the wprd ; sometimes it gets so bad as I'm minded 

to do away wi' myself " 

" Grange ! " I began. 

/^Not a bit," 'said he; **when you've been a-walkin' an* 
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a-walkin' all clay past botlge and hedge, and tree and tree, it's 
bad enough, but it's woise when the sun's gone out, an* you 
foJIcr the glimmer o' the road on and on, past hedges as ain't 
hedges, and trees as ain't trees, but things as touch you as you 
pass, and reach out arter you in the dark, behind. Thcer's one on 
'em, back thcer on the Cranbrook road, looks like an oak-tree 
in tiie daytime— ah, an' a big 'un— it's nearly 'ad me three times 
a’ready — once by the leg, once by the arm, and once by the neck. 
1 don’t pass it arter dark no more, but it’ll 'ave me yet — ^mark 
my words — it'll *ave me one o* these fine nights, and they'll 
find me a-clanglin' in the grey o' the dawn ! " 

" Do you mean tliat you are afraid ? " I inquired. 

“ No, not afeared exactly — ^it's jest the loneliness— the lonely 
quietness. Why, Lord ! you aren't got no notion o' the tricks 
the trees and 'edges gets up to a' night — nobody 'as but us as 
tramps the roads. Bill Nye knowed, same as I know, but Bill 
Nye's dead — cut 'is throat 'e did wi' one o’ 'is own razors — under 
a 'edge." 

" And what for ? " I inquired, as the Peddler paused to spit 
lugubriously into the road again. 

" Nobody knowed but me. William Nye 'e were a tinker, and 
a rare, merry 'un 'e were —a little man always up to 'is jinkin' 
and jokin' and laughin’. ‘ Dick,' 'e used to say — (but Richard 
I were baptised, though they calls me Dick for short), ‘ Dick,' 
'e used to say, ' d’ye know that tlieer big oak-tree— the big, 
'oiler oak as stands at the cross-roads a mile and a 'alf out o' . 
Cranbrook ? A man might do for 'isself very nice, and quiet, 
tucked away inside of it, Dick,' says 'e, ‘ it's such a nice, quiet 
l)laco — so snug and dark, I wonder as nobody does. I never 
pass by,' says 'e, * but I takes a peep inside, jest to make sure 
as thecr aren't no legs a-da.nglin', nor !U)body 'unclied up dead 
in the dark. It's such a nice, quiet place,' 'e used to say, shakin' 
'is 'eacl.^aud smilin', sacMike, ' 1 wonder as nobody's never thought 
of it afore, ' Well , one day, sure Aough , poor Bill N ye disappeared 
— nobody knowed wheer. Bill, as I say, was a merry sort, always 
ready wi' a joke, and tliat's apt to get a man friends, and they 
searched for 'im 'igh and low, but neither *ide nor 'air o' poor 
Bill did they find. At last, one evenin’ 1 'appened to pass the big 
oak — the 'oiler oak, and mindin' Bill's words, thinks I — 'ere's 
to see if 'tis empty as Bill said. Coin' up to it I got down on my 
'ands and knees, and strikin' a light, looked inside — and there, 
sure enoT^h, was poor Bill Nj^e hunched up inside of it wi' a 
razor in 'is 'and, and 'is 'ead nigh cut off — and what wi' one tliUi|; 
and another, a very unpleasant siglit he were/' it 
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And why— why did he do it ? " I asked. 

“ Because 'e 'ad to, o’ course — ^it's jest the loneliness. They’ll 
find me some day — danglin' — I never could abide blood myself 
— danglin' to the thing as looks like a oak-tree in the daytime." 

" What do you mean ? " said I. 

The Peddler sighed, shook his head, and shouldered his 
brooms. 

"It's jest the loneliness!" said lie,, and spitting over his 
shoulder, trudged upon lus way. 


CHAPIER XVI 

HOW 1 HEARD THE STEPS OF ONE WHO DOGGED ME IN 
THE SHADOWS 

And, in a little while, I rose, and buckled on my knapsack. The 
shadows were creeping on apace, but the sky was wonderfully 
clear, while, low down upon the horizon, I Sfiw the full-orbed 
moon, very broad and big. It would be a brilliant night later and 
this knowledge rejoiced me not a little. 

Before me streteffed a succession of hills — that chain of hills 
which, I believe, is called the Weald, and over which the dim 
road dipped, and wound, with, on either hand, a rolling country, 
dark with wood, and coppice — full of mystery. The wind bad 
quite fallen, but. from the hedges came sudden rustlings, and 
soft, unaccountable noises. Once something small, and dark, 
scattered across the road before me, and once a bird, hidden near 
by, set up a loud complaint, while, from the deeps of a neighbour- 
ing wood, came the mournful note of a night- jar. 

And, as I walked, I bethought me of poor Bill Nye, the Tinker. 
I could picture him tramping upon this very road, his •jingling 
load upon his back, and the " loneliness " upon, and around him. 
A smsdl man, he would be, with a peaked face, little, round, 
twinkling eyes, grizzled hair, and a long, blue cliin. How I came 
to know all this I cannot tell, only it seemed he must be so. On 
he went, his chin first upon one shoulder, and now upon the other, 
shooting furtive glances at hedges which were not hedges, and 
trees which were not trees. Somewhere there was a " tldng " 
that looked like a big oak-tree in the daytime — a hollow oak. 
On he went through the shadows, on, and on. Presently he turned 
out of the road, and there, sure enough, was the oak itself. Kneel- 
ing down, he slipped oft his burden, and pushed it through a 
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jagged hole at the root. Then ho glanced round him, a long, 
stealthy look, dovvii at tlie earth and up at the sky, and crept 
>nto tJie tree. In the dimness I could see him fumble for the 
tiling lie wanted, pause to thumb its edge, and, throwing up his 
chin, raise his hand 

“ Folly 1 said I aloud, and stopped sudrlenly in my 
stride. 

Ilie moon’s rim was just topping the trees to my left, and its 
light, feeble though it was as yet, served to show that I had reached 
a place whcie four roads met. 

Now, easting my eyes about me, they were attracted by a 
great tree that grew near by, a tree of vast giith, and bigness. 
And, as I looked, I saw that it was an oak-tree, near the root of 
which there was a jagged. bla‘ k hole. 

How long I stood staling at this, I cannot say, but, all at* 
once, the leaves of the tree w^ere agitated as by a bxeath of 
w'lnd, and rustled witli a sound indescribabl}^ desolate, and from 
the daik mass lose the long drawn, mournful ciy of some night 
bird. 

Heedless of my direct ion, I hurried awav, yet, even when 
I had left it far behind, 1 glanced back more than once ere its 
towering brandies were lost to my view. 

So I walk<*d on Ihioiigli the shadows, past trees that were not 
trees, and hedges that were not liedgcs, but frightful phantoms, 
rather, lifting menacing arms above my head, and reaching after 
me with clutching fingers. Time and again, ashamed of such 
weakness, I ruised myself fpr an imaginative fool, but kept well 
in the middle of the load, and grasped my staff firmly, notwith- 
standing. 

I had gone, perhaps, some mile or so in this way, alternately 
rating and reasoning with, myself, when I suddenly fanaed I 
heard a step behind me, and swung round upon my heel, with 
ready ^tick ; but the road stretched awav — empty as far as I 
could see. Having looked about me on jill sides, I presently 
went on again, yet, immediately, it seemed that the steps began 
also, keeping time with my owm, now slow, now fa:st, now slow 
again, but, whenever I turned; the load behind was, apparently, 
as empty and desolate as ever. 

I can conceive of few things more nerve-racking than the 
knowledge that w^e are being dogged by something which we can 
only guess at, and that all "our actions are watched by eyes 
which we cannot see. Thus, with every step, I found the situa* 
tion grow more intolerable, for though I kept a close watch behind 
me, and upon the black gloom of the hedges, I could see nothinj;# 
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At length, however, I came upon a gap in the hedi;e where was 
a gate, and beyond this, vaguely outlined against a glimmer ol 
sky, I saw a dim figure. 

Hereupon, running forward, I set my hand upon the gate, 
and leaping over, found myself face to face with a man who 
carried a gnn across his arm. Jf I was staitled at this sudden 
encounter he was no less so, and thus we stood eyeing each other 
as well as we might in the half light. 

“ Well,** I demanded, at last, what do you mean by following 
me like this ? ** 

“ I aren’t follered ye,*’ retorted the man. 

But I heard your steps behind me.** 

" Not mine, master. I*ve sat and waited ’ere 'arf an hour, 

or moie, for a poachiii* cove ** 

'* }>ut someone* v/as following me.*' 

“ Well, it weren’t I, a keeper 1 be, a-lnokin* for a poachin* 
cove just about your size, and it’s precious lucky lor you as you 
arc a-weaiin* tliat there bcll-crowmcd *at ! ** 

** Why so ? ** 

Because, if you *adn’t ’appened to be a-wearin* that there 
bell-crowncr, and I ’adn’t ’appened to be of a argifyin* and 
iuquiiin’ turn o* mind, I should ha* tilled you full o’ buckshot.** 

” Oh ? ** said L 

Yes,** said he, nodding, while I experienced a series of 
cold chills up my spine, not a blessed doubt of it. Poachers,*' 
he went on, ” cion’t wTar bell-crowned ’ats as a rule — I never 
seed one as did ; and so, wdule I w-as a-watchin* of you be’ind 
this *ere 'edge, I argies the matter in my mind. ' Kobert,* I 
says to mesf'if. ‘ Koliert,' I sez, * did you ever ’appen to see a 
poachin* cove in^a bell-crowncr afore ?— no, you never did,* sez 
I. ' But, on the otluT 'and, this *ere cove is the very spit o* the 
poachin* cove as I’m a-lookin’ for, liuel’ sez 1 to myself, 

‘ but lliis 'ere cove is a-wcarin* of a bcll-crowner 'at;, but the 
poachin’ cove never wore a bell-crownci- nor never will.* Still, 

I must say I come very near pullin’ trigger on ye- just to make 
suT c. So ye see it were precious lucky for you as you was a-weai ui’ 
0 * tliat there *’ 

“ It certainly was,** said I, turning away. 

— that there bell-crowncr, and likewise as I’m a man of a 

nat’ral gift for argiment, and of a inquirin’ ” 

“ Without doubt,** said I, vaulting over the gate into the 
road once more. 

" —turn o* mind, because if I *adn*t *a* been, and you ’adn’t 
'a’ wore that there bcll-crowner — — ** 



** Ihe consequences are unpleasantly obvious 1 said 1 over 
my shoulder, as I walked on down "the road 

— I should ha* shot ye — like a dqg I ** he shouted, hanging 
over the gate to do so. 

And, when I had gone on some distance, I took oil that 
which the man had called a “ bell-crowner,** and bestowed upon 
it a touch, and looked at it as I had never done before, and there 
was gratitude in look, and touch, for to-night it had, indeed, 
stood my friend. 

Slowly, slowly the moon mounted into a cloudless heaven, at 
whose advent the starry host ‘'paled their ineffectual fires,’* 
higher and higher, in queenly majesty, until the dark world was 
filled with her glory, and* the road before me became transformed 
into a silver track splashed here and there with the inky shadow 
of hedge, and trees, and leading away into a land of “ Faerie.” 

Indeed, to my mind, there is nothing more delightful than to 
walk upon a country road, beneath a mid-summer moon, when 
there is no sound to break the stillness, save perhaps^ the murmur 
of wind in trees, or the throbbing melody of some hidden brook. 
At such times the world of every-day — the world of Things 
Material, the hard, hard world of Common-sense, seems to 
vanish quite, and we walk within the fair haven of our dreams, 
where Imagination meets, and kisses us upon the brow. And, 
at his touch, the Impossible straightway becomes the Possible, 
the Abstract becomes the Concrete, our fondest hopes are realised, 
our most cherished visions take form, and stand before us ; 
surely, at such an hour the gods come down to walk with us 
awhile. 

From this ecstasy I was suddenly aroused by hearing once 
more the sound of a footstep upon the road behind me. So 
distinct and unmistakable was it that 1 turned sharp about, and, 
though the road seemed as deserted as ever, I walked back, 
looking into every patch of shadow, and even thrust into the 
denser parts of the hedges with my staff, but still I found no one. 

And yet I knew that I was being followed persistently, step 
by step, but by whom, and for what reason ? 

A little farther on, upon one side of the way, was a small 
wood or coppice, and now I made towards this, keeping well in 
the shadow of the hedge. The trees were somewhat scattered, 
but the underbrush was very dense, and amongst this I hid myself 
where I could watch the road, and waited. Minute after minute 
elapsed, and, losing patience, I was about to give up all hope of 
thus discovering my unknown pursuer, when a stick snapped 
sharply ueax by, and, g]an< ing round, I thought I saw a head 



How 1 talked with a Madriiah m a Wood '-fz': 

variisli beliind the bole of an adjacent tree ; wherefore I madb 
quickly towards that ‘tree, but ere I reached it, a man stepped out, 
A tall, loose-limbed fellow he was, clad in rough clothes (that 
somehow had about them a vague suggestion of sliips, and the 
sea), and with a- moth -eaten fur cap crushed down upon his head. 
His face gleamed pale, and his eyes were deep-sunken, and very 
bright ; also, I noticed that one hand was hidden in the pocket 
of his coat. But most of all, 1 was struck by the extreme pallor 
of his face, and tlie burning hrillianry of his eyes. 

And. with the glance that showed me all this, I recognised 
the Outside Passenger. 


CHAPTER XVII 

HOW I TALKED WITH A MADMAN IN A WOOD BY MOONLIGHT 

** Good-evening, sir I he said, in a strange, hurried, sort of 
way, “ the moon, you will perceive, is veiy nearly at the full 
to-night.** And his voice, immediately, struck me as being 
at odds with his clothes. . 

Why do you stand and peer at me ? ** said I sharply. 

** Peer at you, sir ? ** 

Yes, from behind the tree, yonder.** As I spoke, he craned 
his head towards me, and I saw his pale lips twitch suddenly. 

And why have you dogged me — why have you followed me all 
the way from Tonbridge ? '* 

“ Why, sir, surely there is nothing so strange in that. I am 
a shadow.** 

" What 6o you mean by ' a shadow * ? " 

Sir, I am a sliadow cast by neither sun, nor moon, nor star 
— that moves on unceasingly in dark as in light. Sir, it is my fate 
(in common with my kind), to be ever upon the move— stranger 
everywhere without friends or kindred. I have been, during the 
past year, all over England, east, and west, and north and south ; 
within the past week, for instance, 1 have travelled from -London 
to Epsom, from Epsom to Brighton, from Brighton back again 
to London, and from London here. And I peer at you, sir, 
because I wished to make certain what manner of man you were 
before I spoke, and though the moon is bright, yet your hat-brim 
left your face in shade.** 

" Well, are you satisfied ? ** 

** So much so, sir, so very much so, that I should like to 
talk with you, to — to ask you a question,*’ he answered, passing 
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to hand—* tiun, wWte hand— across his brow, and up over tht 
fur cap that was so out of keeping with the pale face below. 

" A question ? ” 

" If you will be so obliging as to listen, sir ; let us sit awhit§ 
for I am very weary.** And with the words he sank down upoh 
the grass. After a momentary hesitation, I followed his example, 
for, my curiosity was piqued by the fellow*s strange nianoer, yet, 
when we were sitting opposite each other, I saw that his hand was 
still hidden in the pocket of his coat. 

" Perhaps, sir,*' said he in his nervous, hurried manner, 

perhaps you would be better able to answer my question were 
I first to tell you a story — an ordinary, a very commonplace one, 
I fear, but with the virtue that it is short, and soon told.** 

“ My time is entirely my own,** said I, leaning with my 
shoulders against the tree belund me ; “ proceed with your 
story.** 

** First, then, my name is Stiickland— John Strickland ! ** 

Here he paused, and, though his iu^ad was bent, 1 saw him 
watciiing me beneath his brows. 

** Well ? ** said 1. 

I am a super-cargo.** 

Again he paused expectantly, but seeing I merely nodded, he 
continued : 

'* Upon one of my voyages, our vessel was wrecked, and, so 
far as 1 know, all save mysdf and six others- four seamen and 
two pri’^eiigers — were drowned, 'ihe passengeis I sjH'dk of were 
an old merchant — and his daughter, a very beautiful girl — her 
name was — Angela, sir.** 

Once again he paused and again he eyed me narrowly. 

Well ? ** said I. 

" Well, sir,** he resumed, speaking in a low, repressed voice, 
we seven, after two miserable days in a drifting boat, reached 
an idand where, that same nignt, the old merchant died. Sir, 
the sailora^were wild, rough men, the island was a desolate one 
from whence there was seemingly no chance of escape, it lying 
ihe usual tiack of ships, and this girl was, as I have said, 
very beautiful. Under such conditions her fate would have been 
unspeakable degradation, and probably death ; but, sir, I fought 
and bled for her, not once but many times, and eventually I 
killed one of them with my sheatli-knife, and I remember, to this 
hour, how his blood gushed over my hands and arms, and sickened 
me. After that they waited hourly to avenge his death, and get 
me out of their way once and for all, but 1 had my long knife, 
and they but such rude weapons as they could devise. Day after 



, :&y/and night after night I wat<5hed for an opportunity to 
Wth the boat; until at one day while they were all three ^ 
l^ne inland, not dreaming of any such attempt, for the was/ 
j|ery dangerous, and high, with the ghrs help 1 managed to 
launch the boat, and so stood out to sea. And I remember 
those three sailors came running with great shouts and cries, and 
flung themselves down upon the beach, and crawled upon their 
knees, praying to be taken off aloftg with us, and begging us not 
to leave them to perish. After three days' buffeting at the mercy 
of the seas, we were picked up by a brig bound for Portsmouth, 
and, six months later, were in England. Sir, it is impossible for 
a man to have lived beside a beautiful woman day by day, to 
have fought for, and suffered with her, not to love her also. Thus, 
seeing her friendless and penniless, I wooed, and won her to wife* 
We came (o London, and for a year our life was perfect, until, 
through stress of circumstances, I was forced to take another 
position aboard ship. Well, sir, I bade farewell to my wife, and 
we set sail. The voyage, which was to have lasted but three 
months, was lengthened out through one misadventure after 
another, so that it was a year* before I saw my wife again. At 
first I noticed little difference in her save that she was paler, but, 
gradually, I came to see that she was unhappy. Often I have 
wakened in the night to find her weeping silently. 

" Oh, sir I ” he broke out, I do not think there is anything 
more terrible than to witness in one we love a sorrow we are 
unable to reach ! Here he paused, and 1 saw that the sweat 
stood out upon his brow, and that his hand was tight clenched 
as he drew it across his temples. At last, sir," he went on, 
speaking once more in a low, repressed tone, " returning home one 
day, I found her— gone," 

"Gone?" said I. 

"Gone, sir.” 

" And she. left no trace — no letter ? " 

" No, she left no letter, sir, but I did find somethiug — a some- 
tliing that had rolled into a comer of the room." 

" And what was that ? " 

" This, sir I " As he spoke, his burning eyes never leaving 
mine, he thrust a hand into his lK)som — his left hand, for his right 
was where it had been all along, hidden in his pocket — ^and held 
out to me a gold seal such as gentlemen wear at their fobs. 

" Ah I " I exclaimed. 

" Take it ! " said the man, thrusting it towards me ; " look 
at it 1 " Obediently I took the trinket from him, and examining 
it as well as I might, saw that a letter was engraved upon it, one ^ 
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of those ornamental initials surrounded by rococo scrolls and 
fiourishes. 

What letter does it bear? asked the man in a strangled voice. 

” It looks very like the letter ‘ Y/ I answered. 

" The letter ' Y ' 1 cried the man, and then, with a gesture 
sudden and fierce, he snatched the seal from me, and. thrusting 
it back into his bosom, laughed strangely. 

‘‘ Why do you laugh ? " said 1. 

“ To be sure,'* said he harshly, “ the light might be better, - 
and yet— well I well I my story is nearly done. I lived on in 
my lonely house from day to day, and month to month, hoping 
and waiting for her to come back to me.. And one day she did 
come back to me — jusj about this hour it was, sir, and on just 
such juiothcr evening, and that same night — she died.** 

" Good God 1 ” 1 exclaimed. " Poor fellow ! ** And, leaning 
forward, I laid my hand upon his knee, but, at my touch, he drew 
back so quickly, and with a look so evil, that I was startled. 

** Hands off 1 ** said he, and so sat staring at me with his 
smouldering eyes. 

** Are you mad ? *’ said I, and sprang to my feet. 

'* Not yet,** he answered, and once again he passed his hand 
up, and over his face and brow ; ** no, not yet, sir.** Here he 
rose, and stood facing me, and I noticed that one hand was still 
hidden in his pocket, and, thereafter, while I listened to hiin, 

I kept my eyes directed thither. “ That night — before she — 
died, sir,** he continued, she told me the name of the man who 
had destroyed her, and killed my soul, arid I have been searching 
for him ever since — east, and west, and north, and south. Now, 
sir, here is my question : If I should ever meet that man face to 
face, as I now see you, should I not be justified in — killing him ? " 

For a moment I stood with bent head, yet conscious all the 
while of the burning eyes that scanned my face, then : 

“ Ye^,** said I. 

The man stood utterly still, his mouth opened as if he would 
hive spoken, but no word came. All at once he turned about, 
and walked unsteadily five or six paces. Now, as I looked, I saw 
him suddenly draw his hand from his pocket, then, as he wheeled, 

I knew, and hurled myself face downward as the pistol flashed. 

** Madman ! ** I cried, and next moment, was on my feet ; 
but, with a sound that was neither a groan, nor a scream, and yet 
something of both, he leapt into the thickest par^ Of the under- 
brush, and made off. And standing there, dazed by the sudden- 
ness of it all, I heard the snapping of twigs grow fainter and fainter 
■ as he crashed through in headlong flight. 



CHAPTER XVIII 

THE HEDGE-TAVERN 

Twtgs whipped my face, thorns and brambles dragged at my 
clothes, hidden obstacles lay in wait for my feet, for the wood grew 
denser as I advanced, but I pushed on, heedless alike of these 
and of what direction I took. But, as luck would have it, 1 
presently blundered upon a path which, in a short time, brought 
me out very suddenly into what appeared to be a small tavern 
yard, for on either hand was a row of tumble-down stables, and 
barns, while before me was a low, rambling structure which I 
judged was the tavern itself. I was yet standing looking about 
me when a man issued from the stables upon my right, bearing 
a hammer in one hand, and a lanthorn in the other. 

“ Hallo 1 ** said he, staring at me. 

“ Hallo I ** said I, staring at him. 

You don’t chance to ’ave a axle-bolt about you, I suppose ? 

No,^’ said I. 

*' Humph ! ” he grunted, and, lowering his lanthorn, began 
searching among the cobblestones. 

” Is this it ? ” 1 inquired, picking up a rusty Screw-bolt at my 
feet. 

Ah I said he, taking it from me with a nod, " kiiow’d I 
dropped it 'ere some'eres. Ye see," he w'ent on, " couldn't get 
another round 'ere to-night, and that cussed axle’s got to be in 
place to-morra." 

" Yes ? " said I. 

" Ah 1 " nodtUxl the man, " chaise come in 'ere 'arf-an-hoiu: 
ago wi’ two gentlemen and a lady, in the Lord’s own 'urry too. 

‘ Mend this axle, me man,' says one on' em — a top-sawyer be 
the looks on 'im, ‘ mend this axle, and quick about it.' ‘ Can't 
be done, my lord,' says I, ‘ W’ynot ? ' says *e, showin'"is teeth 
savagedike. ‘ Because it can't,' says I, ‘ not no'ow, me lord,' 
says I. Well, after cussin* 'isself well-nigh black in the face 'c 
orders me to 'live it ready fust thing to-morra, and if you 'adn't 
found that there bolt for me it wouldn't 'ave been ready fust 
thing to-morra, wdiich would ha' been mighty bad for me, for 
this 'ere gentleman's a fire-and-fury out-and-outer, and no error/’ 

" Can I have a bed here, do you think ? " I inquired. 

" Ah," said he, " I think you can." 

" For how much, do you suppose ? 

•* To you — sixpence." 
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" Why, that seems reasonable/^ said I. 

“It are/' nodded the man, “and a fine featJur Led too I 
But then, Lord, one good turn deserves anothfT “ 

" Meaning ? “ 

“ This 'ere bolt." 

“ Axe you the landlord , then ? “ 

“ I be ; and if you feci inclined for a mug o* good ale — say 
the word." 

“ Most willingly," said I, “ but what of the axle ? " 

“ Plenty o' time for th' axle," nodded the landlord, and setting 
down his iiammer upon a bench hard by, he led the way lUto the 
tap. 1 he ale was very strong, and good ; indeed this lovely 
roiUily of Kent is justly famous for such. Finding myself very 
hungry, the landlord forthwith pioduced a mighty round of beef, 
upon which we both fell to, and ate with a will. Which done, 
I ] lulled out my n(gro-he?d pipe, and the landlord fetching hml'"^clf 
another, we sat awinle smoking And presently, learning I was 
fiom London, he began plying me with all manner of questions 
concerning the great city, of which it seemed lie could not hear 
enough, and I, to describe its wonders as wtll as I might. At 
leiiglh, bethinking him of his axle, he rose with a siqh Upon 
my requesting to be shown my room, he ligliU J a candle, and led 
tlie way up a somewhat nck.ty stair, along a narrow passage, 
and tlirowing open a door at the end, I foaiid myself in a faii- 
sized chamber with a decent white bul, which he lutiodaced to 
my notice by the one word, “ fcatlicij.*' Ilueupon, he pinched 
oil the snulf of the candle with an txpiC'>sion of pondcious 
thought. 

And so the Tower o’ London ain't a tower ? " he inquired 
at last. 

“ No," I answered ; “ it is composed of several toweis sur- 
rounded by very strong, baltieniv nted walls." 

“ Ah — to — b<5 — sure," said he, " ah, to be sure ! And me 
'ave allhs thought on it like it was a great big tower slanchn' 
in the midst o' the city, as 'igh as a mountain. Humph — not a 
tower — ^ha ! disapp’inted I be. Humph ! good-night, master. 
Disapp’inted I be — yes." And having nodded his head ponder- 
ously several tunes, he turned and went ponderously along the 
passage, and down the stair. 

At the end of my chamber was a long, low casement, and, 
drawn thither by the beauty of the night, I flung open the lattice, 
and leaned out. I looked down upon a narrow, deeply-rutted 
lane, one of those winding, inconsequent byways which it seems 
out of all possibility can ever lead the traveller anywhere, and I 
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was idly wondering what' fool had troubled to build a tavern in 
such a remote, out-of-the-way spot, when my ears were saluted 
by the sound of voices. Now, immediately beneath my window 
there was a heavy porch, low, and squat, from which jutted a 
beam with a broken signboard, and it was from beneath this 
porch that the voices proceeded, the one loud and hectoring, the 
other gruff and sullen. I was about to turn away when a man 
'Stepped out intp the moonlight. ITis face was hidden in the 
shadow of his hat-brim, but fioti^his general air and appearance 
I judged him to be one of the gentlemen whose chaise had biokcii 
cltAvn. As I watclK'd him he walked slowly round the angle of 
the house, and disappeared. In a little while, I drew in my head 
from the casement, and having removed my dusty boots, together 
with my knapsack and coat, blew out the candle, and composed 
myself to sleep. 

Now it seemed to me that I was back upon the road, standing 
once more beside the great oak-tree. And, as I watched, a small, 
hunched figure crept from the jagged opening in the trunk, a 
figure with a jingling park upon its back, at sight of which I 
turned and ran, filled with an indescribable terror. But, as 
I went, the Tinker’s pack jingled loud behind me, and when I 
glanced back, I saw that he ran with head dangling in most 
hideous fashion, and that his right hand grasped a razor. On 
I sjwl faster and faster, but with the Tinker ever at my heels, 
until I had reached this tavern ; the door crashed to, behind me, 
only just in tunc, and I knew, as I lay there, that he was standing 
outside, in the moonlight, staling up at my casement with his 
horrible, dead face. 

Here I, very mercifully, awoke, and lay, for a while, blinking 
in the ghostly radiance of the moon, which was flooding in at the 
window directly upon me. Now whether it was owing to the 
vividness of my dream, I know not, but as I lay, there leapt up 
within me a siidd<m conviLtion that somebody was indeed standing 
outside in the lane, staring up at my window. So firmly was I 
convinced of this that, moved by a sudden impulse, I rose, and 
cautiously approacliing tlie window, peered out. And there, 
suie enough, bis feet planted wide apart, his hands behind his 
back, stood a man staring up at my window. His head was 
thrown back so that I could see his face distinctly — a fleshy face 
with small, dose-set eyes, and thick lips, behind which I caught 
the gleam of big, white teeth. This was no tinker, but as I looked, 

I recognised him as the slenderer of the two " G)rinthians " with 
whom I had fallen out at “ The Chequers." Hereupon I got me 
back to bed, drowsily wondering what should bring the fellow 
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hanging about a dilapidated hedge-tavern at such an hour. 
But gradually my thoughts giew less <x>herent, my eyes closed, 
and in another moment I should have been asleep, when 1 suddenly 
came to my elbow, broad awake, and listening, for I had heard 
two sounds, the soft orejk of a window opened cautiously near by, 
gind a stealthy footstep outside my door. 


CHAPTER XIX 

IN WHICH 1 BECOME A SQUIRE OF DAMES 

Who does not recognise the solemn majesty of Night — that 
season of aw'csorne stillness when tired mankind lies supine in 
that strange inertia so like death; when tlie soul, quitting the 
wearied body for a space, flies hence — but whither ? 

What wonder is it if, at such an hour as this, wc are prone to 
magnify trifles, or that the most insignificant thing becomes an 
omen full of ghastly meaning and possibilities ? TJie creak of a 
door in the silence, a rustle in the dark, become to us of infinitely 
greater moment than the ciash of falling empires. 

7'hus, for a space, I lay, with ears on the stretch, and every 
nerve tingling, waiting for — I knew not what. 

In a little, I became conscious of yet another sound, indescrib- 
ably desolate : tlie low, repressed sound of a woman’s sobbing. 

Once more I rose, and looking down into the lane, found it 
deserted ; the watcher had vanished. I also noticed that the 
casement next to mine had been opened wide, and it was from 
here, as it seemed, that the wTcping proceeded. 

After some little hesitation, I knocked softly upon the wall, 
at whiclj the w^eeping w^as checked abruptly, save for an occasional 
sob, whereupon I presently rapped again. At this, after a moment 
or so, I saw a very small, white hand appear at the neighbouring 
window, and next moment, was looking into a lovely, flushed 
face framed in bright hair, with eyes woefully swrifllcd by tears — 
but a glance showed me that she was young, and of a rare and 
gentle beauty. 

Before I could speak she laid her finger upon her lip with a 
warning gesture. 

'' Hdp me — oh, help me ! she whispered hurriedly ; they 
have locked me in here, and I dare not go to bed, and — and — oh, 
what shall I do ? ’* 

Lodeed you in ? ” I exclaimed. 



' ** Oh, wliit jhffl I - 1 teH you i aiin ai^d 

of hin^hia hateful, iwicked eyesi Here a ttduov seeMed to 
ahake her, and she covered her face with her hands. To-night,, 
.when I found th^ key gone froirrthe door, and remembered his 
look as he bade me ' Good-night * — thought I should have died, 
I waited here, close beside the window — listening, listening. 
Once 1 thought I heard a step outside my door, and opened the 
casement to throw myself out — he shall not find me here when 
be comes.” 

” No,” said I, '* he shall not find you here when he comes.” 

All this she had imparted to me in broken whispers, and with 
her face still hidden, but, at my words, she peeped at me through 
her fingers. 

” You mean ? ” 

“You must run away.” 

“ But the door is locked.” 

“ There remains the window.” 

“ The window i ” slie repeated, trembling. 

“ You would find it easy enough with my help.” 

“ Quick, then ! ” she exclaimed, and held out her hand. 

“ Wait,”, said I, and turned back into my room. Hereupon, 
having locked the door, I got into my boots, slipped on my coat 
and knapsack, and, last of all, threw my blackthorn staff out of 
the window (where I was sure of finding it), and climbed out 
after it. 

The porch I have mentioned, upon which I now stood, sloped 
steeply down upon two sides, so that I had no little difficulty in 
maintaining my foothold ; on the other hand, it was no great 
distance from the ground, and I thought that it would be easy 
enough of descent. 

At this moment the lady reappeared at the lattice. 

” What is it ? ” I whispered, struck by the terror in her face. 

” Quick ! ” she cried, forgetting all prudence in her fear, 

” quick — they are coming — 1 hear someone upon tile stair. 
Oh, you are too late I ” and, sinking upon her knees, she covered 
her face wuth her hands. Without more ado I swung myself up, 
and clambered over the sill into the room beside her. I was look- 
ing round for something that might serve me for a weapon when 
my eye encountered a tall oak press, a heavy, cumbersome affair, 
but, save the bed, the only furniture the room possessed. Setting 
my shoulder to it therefore, I began to urge it towards the door. 
But it was soon apparent that I could not get there in time, for 
the creeping footstep was already close outside, and, next moment, 
a key was softly inserted in the lock. 
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“ Quick I hide yourself I " I whispered, over my shoulder, 
and stepping back from tlie door to give myself room, 1 clenched 
my fists. There was a faint creak as the key turned, the door was 
opened cautiously, and a man’s dim figure loomed upon the 
threshold. 

He had advanced two or three paces on tip-toe before he 
discovered my presence, for the room was in shadow, and I heard 
his breath catch, suddenly, and hiss between his teeth ; then, 
without a word, lie sprang at me. But as he came, I leapt aside, 
and my fist took him full and squarely beneath the ear. lie 
pitched sideways, and falling heavily, rolled over upon his back, 
and lay still. 

As I leaned above him, however (for the blow had been a heavy 
one), he uttered a groaning oath, whereupon, pinning him forth- 
with by the collar, I dragged him out into the passage, and, 
whipping the key from the lock, transferred it to the inside and, 
closing the door, locked it. Waiting for no more I scrambled 
back through the casement, and reached up my hand to the lady. 

'' Come,” said I, and (almost as quickly as it takes to set it 
down here) sfie was beside me upon the roof of the porch, clinging 
to my arm. Exactly how it was managed I am unable to say, 
all that I remember being the vision of a slender foot, and ankle 
and an excellently shaped leg. 

Our farther descent to the ground proved much more difficult 
than I had supposed, but, though I could feel her trembling, my 
companion obeyed my whispered instructions, and yielded 
herself implicitly to my guidance, so that we were soon standing 
in the lane before the house, safe and sound except for a few rents 
to our garments. 

*' What is it ? " she whispered, seeing me searching about in 
the grass. 

'‘.My staff,” said I, a faithful friend, I woi^ld not lose it.” 

” But they will be here in a minute — we shall be seen.” 

"I cannot lose my staff,” said I. 

” Oh, hurry ! hurry I ” she cried, wringing her hands. And, 
in a little while, having found my staff, we turned our backs upon 
the tavern, and began to run up the lane, side by side. As we 
went came the slam of a door behind us — a sudden clamour of 
voices, followed, a moment later, by the sharp report of a pistol, 
atld^'-ln that same fraction of time, I stumbled over some unseen 
obstacle, and my hat was whisked from my head. 

” Are you hurt ? ” panted my companion, 
hfo,” said I, ” but it was a very excellent shot neverthe- 
less I ” For, as 1 picked up my hat I saw a small round hole that 
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pierced it throu^ and through* midway between crown and 
brim. 

The lane wound away between high he^es, which rendered 
our going very dark, for the moon was getting low, and difRcult 
by reason of the deep whed-ruts, but we hurried forward not- 
withstanding* urged on by the noise of the chase. We had 
traversed some half mile, thus, when my ears warned me that our 
pursticts were gaining upon us, and I was inwardly congratulating 
myself that I had stopped to find my staff, and wondering how 
much execution such a weapon might reasonably be capable of, 
wlicn I found that my companion was no longer at my side. As I 
paused, irresolute, her voice reached me from the shadow of the 
hedge. 

“ This way,** she panted. 

" Where ?'** said 1. 

** Here 1 ** and, as she spoke, her hand slipped into mine, and 
so she led me through a small gate, into a bioad, open meadow 
beyond. But, to attempt ciossing this would be little short of 
madness, for (as I pointed out) we could not go a yard without 
being seen. 

** No no,** she returned, her breath still labouring, ** wait — 
wait till they are past.*’ And so, hand in hand, we stood there 
in the shadow, screened very effectively fi om the lane by the 
thick hedge, while the rush of our pursuers’ feet drew ncaier and 
nearer ; until we could hear a voice that panted out curses upon 
the dark lane, ourselves, and everything concerned ; at sound of 
which, my companion seemed to fall into a shivering fit, her clasp 
tightened upon my hand, and she drew closer to me. Thus we 
remained until voices and footsteps had grown faint with distance, 
but, even then, I could feel that she was trembling still. Suddenly 
she drew hci lingers from mine, and covered her face with her 
hands. 

“ Oh, that man ! *' she exclaimed in a whisper, " I didn’t 
quite realise till now — what I have escaped. Oh, that beast I ** 

*' Sir Harry Mortimer ? ** said I. 

You know him ? ** she cried. 

Heaven forbid I ” I answered, ** but I have seen him once 
before at ’ The Chequers ’ inn at l onbridge, and I never forget 
names or faces— especially such as his.” 

” How I hate him ! ” she whispered. 

An unpleasant animal, to be sure,” said I. ** But come, ft 
were wiser to get as far from here as possible, they will doubtless 
be returning soon.” 

So we started off again, ruttning in the shadow of the hedge. 



We bad thus doubled back upon our pursuers, and, leaving the 
tavern upon our left, soon gained the kindly shadow of those 
woods through which I had passed in the early evening. 

Borne to us upon the gentle wind was the haunting perfume of 
hidden flowers, and the sinking moon sent long shafts of silveiy light 
to pierce the leafy gloom, and make the sliadows more mysterious. 

The path wc (olio wed was very narrow, so that sometimes my 
companion’s knee touched mine, or her long, silken hair brushed 
my brow or cheek, as 1 stooped to lift some trailing branch that 
barred her way, or open a |>ath for her tlimugh the je.ivas. 

So we journeyed on thiough the mysteries of the woorU 
toRclher. 



CHAPTER XX 

CONCERNING IN GENERAL AN1> ONE IN PARTICULAR 

In certain old books \ ou shall find strange mention of wilehcs, 
warlocks, succuba:, spii its, daemons, and a thousand otlier powers 
of darkness, wlvjse pronounc(.<l vocation was the plague of poor 
humanity. Wilhin these books you may read (if you will) divers 
wondrous accounts, together with many learned disquiiiitions 
upon the same, and most minute, and particular descriptions of 
witcli-marks and the like. 

Aforetime, wlien a man committed some great offence against 
laws human or divine, he was said to be possessed of a daemon — 
that is to say, he became the medium and instrument through, 
and by which, the evil was wrought ; thus, when in due season he 
came to be hanged, tortured, or burned, it was inflicted not so 
much as a punishment upon him, the man, as to exorcise, once and 
for all, the devil which possessed him. 

In these material, common -sense days, wc are wont to smile 
the superior smile at the dark superstitions and deplorable 
ignorance of our forefathers ; yet life is much the same now 
as then, the devil goeth up and down in the world, spirits, 
daemons, and the thousand powers of darkness abide with us 
stiH, though to-day they go by different names, for there is no 
man in this smug, complacent age of ours, but carries within him 
^jK)wer of evil greater or less, according to his intellect. Scratch 
on the social veneer, lift but a corner of the very decent cloak of 
our. civilisition, and behold I there stands the Primal Man in 
all his old, wild savagery, and witli the devil leering upon his 
Indeed, to-day as surely as in the dim past, we are alj 
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^possessued of a dpvil gipeat or smal}, weaker or stronger as the oaso 
"may be ; a ddmion which, though he sometimes seems to slumber^ 
is yet watchful, aijd ever ready to spring up, and possess us to the 
undoing of our^ves and others. 

Thus, as 1 followed my companion through the wood, I was 
conscious of a Daemon that ran beside me, leaping and gambolling 
at my elbow, though I kept my eyes straight before me. Anon, 
liis dutcliing fingers were upon my arm, and fain I would have 
shaken him off. but could not ; while, as I watched the swing, 
and grace of the lithe, feminine body before me, from the little 
foot to the crowning glory of her liair, she seemed a thousand 
times more beautiful than I had supposed. And I had saved her 
to-night— from what ? Tlicre liad been the fear of worse than 
death in her eyes when that step had sounded oul«;ide her chamber 
door. Hereupon, as I walked I began to recall much that I had 
read in the old romances of the gratitude of rescued ladies. 

“ Truly,'* said I to myself, in olden days a lady well knew 
how to reward her rescuer I 

“Woman is woman — the same today as then — try her, 
try her 1 ” chuckled the Djcmon. And now, as I looked more 
fully at this Daemon, he seemed no daemon at all, but rather, a 
jovial companion who nodded, and winked, and nudged me slyly 
with his elbow. “ What are pietty faces for but to be admired ? 
said he in my ear ; " what are slender waists for but to be pressed ; 
and as for a kiss or two in a daik wood, with no one to spy — they 
like it, you dog, they like it I " 

So we traversed the alleys of the wood, now in shadow, now 
in moonlight, the Lady, the Dsemon, and I, and always the 
perfume of hidden flowers seemed sweeter, and stronger, the 
gleam of her hair and the sway of her body the moie alluring, and 
^ways the voice at my eai' whispered ; “ liy her, }’ou dog, try 
her." 

At last, being come to a broad, grassy glade, llie lady i)aused, 
and, standing in the full radiance of the dying moon, looked up 
at me with a smile on her led lips. 

“ They can never find us now I " she said. 

**No, they can never find us now," I repeated, while the 
Daemon at my elbow chuckled again. 

" And— oh, sir 1 I can never, never thank you," she began, 

" Don't," said I, not looking at her ; " don’t thank me till— 
we are out of the wood." 

" I think," she went on slowly, " that you — can guess from — 
from what you saved me, and can undei stand something of my 
gratitude, for I can never express it ail." 
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" Indeed,” said I, ” indeed yon overestimate my service.” 

” You risked your life for me, sir/' said she, her eyes glisten- 
ing, ** surely my thanks are due to you for that ? And I do thank 
you — from my heart 1 ” and with a swift, impulsive gesture, she 
stretched out her hands to me. For a brief moment I hesitated, 
then seized them, and drew her close. But, even as I stooped 
above her, she repulsed me desperately ; her loosened hair brushed 
my eyes and lips — ^blinded, maddened me ; my hat fell off, and 
all at once her struggles ceased. 

” Sir Maurice Vibart 1 ” she panted, and I saw a hopeless 
terror in her face. But the Diemon’s jovial voice chuckled in my 
car : 

" Ho, Peter Vibart, act up to your cousin's reputation, who's 
to know the difference ? ” My arms tightened about her, then I 
loosed her suddenly, and, turning, smote my clenched fist against 
a tree ; which done, I stooped and picked up my hat and black- 
thorn staff. 

” Madam,” said I, looking down upon my bleeding knuckles, 
” I am not Sir Maurice Vibart. It seems my fate to be mistaken 
for him wherever I go. My name is Peter, plain and unvarnished, 
.and I am very humbly your servant.” Now^ as I spoke it seemed 
that the Daemon, no longer the Jovial Companion, was himself 
again, horns, hoof, and tail — nay, indeed, he seemed a thousand 
times more foul and hideous than before, as he mouthed, and 
jibed at me in baffled fury ; wherefore, I smiled, and turned my 
back upon him. 

” Come,” said I, extending my hand to the trembling girl, 
” let us get out of these dismal woods,” For a space she hesi- 
tated, looking up at me beneath her lashes, then reached out, 
and laid her fingers in mine, and, as we turned away, I knew that 
the Daemon had cast himself upon the ground, and was tearing 
at the grass in a paroxysm of rage and t>afflement. 

” It is strange,” said I, after we had gone some little distance, 
”very strange that you should only have discovered this re- 
semblance here, and now, for surely you saw my face plainly 
enough at the inn.” 

” No ; you see, I Ijardly looked at you.” 

” And, now that you do look at me, am I so very much like 
Sir Maurice ? ” 

” Not now,” she answered, shaking her head, ” for though 
you are of his height, and though your features are much the same 
as his, your expression is different. But a moment ago — wlien 

your hat fell off ” 

”Yes?”saidL 
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" Your expression— your face looked 

•' Demoniac ? *' I suggested. 

Yes/' she answered. 

Hum ! ” said I. 

So we went upon our way, nor paused until we had left the 
Daemon and the dark woods behind us. Then 1 looked from the 
beauty of the sweet, pure earth to the beauty of her who stood 
beside me, and I saw that her glance rested upon the broken 
knuckles of my right hand. Meeting my eyes her own drooped, 
and a flush crept into her cheeks, and, though of course sJu* could 
not have seen the Daemon, yet 1 think that she understood. 


CHAPTER XXI 

•• JOURNEYS END IN LOVERS' MEETINGS 

The moon was fast sinking below the tree-tops to our left, what 
time we reached a road, or rather cart-track that wound away 
up a hill. Faint and far a church clock slowly chimed the 
hour of three, the solemn notes coming sweet and silvery with 
distance. 

“ What chimes are those ? " I inquired. 

Cranbrook Church.*' 

Is it far to Cranbrook ? " 

One mile this way, but two by the road yonder, 

You seem very well acquainted with these parts," said I. 

" I have lived here all my life — those are the Cambourne 

Woods over there " 

" Cambourne Woods I " said I. 

" Part of the Sefton estates," she ^continued ; " Cambourne 
village lies to the right, beyond." ^ 

" The Lady Sophia Sefton of Cambourne! ** said I thoughtfully, 
" My dearest friend," nodded my companion. . ^ 

" They say she is very handsome," said I. • 

" Then they speak truth, sir." 

" She has been described to me," I went on, " as a Peach, a 
Goddess, and a Plum ; which should you consider the most proper 
term i " My companion shot an arch glance at me from the 
comers of her eyes, and I saw a dimple come and go, beside the 
curve of her mouth. ' 

Goddess, to be sure," said she ; " peaches have such rough 
skins, and plums are apt to be sticky." 


o 



"Ailft fodde$se8.” I «B yiay miQ upon 

OljTOjpiB. Imt. in this matter-of-fact jge, mtit 49e eadly tint of 
place. Speaking for myself *’ ' » 

*' mve you ever seen this partictilar GoddlK ? *’ inqtihli^ 
my companion. 

“ Never.” 

** Then wait until you have, ar.” 

’ The moon was down now, yet the summer sxy was wonder- 
fully luminous and in the east I almost fancied ,f could direct 
the first faint gleam of day. And afta we had traversed some 
distance in silence, my companion suddenly spoke, but without 
lookinc at me. 

** You have never once asked who I am,” she said, almost 
reproachfully I thought, “ nor how I came to be shut up in such a 
place— with such a man." 

" Why, as to that,” I answoed, *' I make it a general rule to 
avdd awl^ard subjects when I can, and never to ask questions 
that it will be difficult to answer.” 

” I should find not the least difficulty in answking either,” 
said she. . . 

” Besides,” I continued, ” it is no afialr of mine, after all.” 

” Oh 1 ” said she, turning away from me ; and then, very 
slowly ; “ No, I suppose not.*’ 

" Certainly not,” I added ; “ how should it be ? ” 

” How indeed t ” said she over her shoulder. And then I 
saw that she was angry, and wondered. , 

“ And yet,” I went on, after a lapse of silence, " I think I 
could have answered both questions the moment 1 saw yon at 
your casement.” 

" Oh i ” said she— this time in a tone of surprise, and her anger 
all gone again, for I saw that she was smiling ; and again I won- 
dered. 

"Yes," I nodded. 

" Then,” said slie, seeing I was silent, " whom do you suppose 

me?” 

** You are, to the best of my belief, the Lady Helen Donstan.” 
My companion stood still, and regarded me for a moment in wide- 
< 3 ^ astonishment. 

" And how, sir, pray, did you learn all this ? ” she demanded 
with the dimple once more peeping at me slyly from the comef 
^ her pretty mouth. 

” By the very simple method of adding two and two togetbet,” 
I answoed ; " moreover, no longer sinoe than yesterday 1 broke 
bread with a certain Mr. Beverly " 



I hetrd W ctum h a raiden gasp, and wxVmmtxA . 
9h^ was MBtjiii nif into my lace wbiie her hands beat upon my 
wftikia#, quick little taps. 

‘ ** Beverley^ she whispered. Beverley 1— no, no— why* 
they told me— Sir Harry told me that Peregrine lay dying— at 
Tonbridge." 

" Then Sir Harry Mortimer lied to you/' said I, " for no 
longer ago than yesterday nftemoon I sat in a ditch eating bread 
and cheese with a Peregrine Beverley." 

" Oh 4r-are you sure— are you sure ? " 

" Quite sure. And, as we ate, he told me many things^ and 
among them, of a life of wasted opportumties— of foolish riot, 
and prodigal extravagance, and of its logical consequence— want." 

" My poor Perry ! " she murmured. 

" He spe^e also of hia love for a very beautiful and good 
a Oman, and its hopelessness." 

" My dMLT, dear Perry I " said she again. 

" And yet," said I, " all this is admittedly his own fault, and, 
as I think Heraclitus says : * Sufienng is the mevitable conse- 
quence of Sin, or Folly.' " 

" And he is well ? " she asked ; " quite— quite well ? " 

" He is," said 1. 

" Thank God 1 " she whispered. " Tell me," she went on, 

" is he so very, very poor— is he much altered ? I have not setn 
lam for a whole, long year," 

" Why, a year is apt to change a man," I answered. 

" Adversity is a hard school, but, sometimes, a very good one." 

" Were he changed, no matter how— were he a beggar upon the 
roads, I should love him— always I " said she, spealang in that 
soft, caressing voice which only the best of women possess. 

" Yes, I had guessed as much," said I, and found myself 
sighing. 

"A year is a long, long time, and we were to ha^e been 
manied this month, but my father quarrelled with him, and for- 
bade him the house, so poor Perry went ba^ to London. Then 
we heard he was ruined, and I almost died with grief— you see* 
his very poverty only made me love him the more. Yesterday — 
that man " 

" Sir Harry Mortimer ? " said I. 

" Yes {be was a fnend of whom 1 had often heard Perry 
speak) ; and he told me that my Perty lay at Tonbndge, dying, 
and be^ng to see me before the end. He offered to escort me 
to him, assuring me that I could reach home again long before 
dusk. My father, who I knew would never permit me to go, was 



so— 1 ran away. Sir bad a oarriags wafting 
but, almost as soon as the door was closed dpon sis» and we 
started, / began to be atraid of hiin and— and--^ . j - 

*^Sir Hairy, as I said before, is an unpleasbit animai/^l 
nodded. 

Thank Heaven/* she pursued, " we had not gone very far' 
before the chaise broke down 1 And — ^thc rest you know." 

The footpath we had been following now led over a stile into 
a narrow lane or b 3 ^ay. Very soon we came to a high stone wall 
wherein was set a sm^l wicket. Through this she led: me, and < 
we entered a broad park where was an avenue of fine old trees, 
beyond which I saw the gables of a house, for the stars had long 
since paled to the dawn, and there was a glory in the east. 

" Your father will be rejoiced to have you safe back again,** 
said 1. 

" Yes,** she nodded, " but he will be very angry." And, 
hereupon, she stopped and began to pull, and twist, and pat her 
shining hair with dexterous white fingers, talking thus the 
while : 

" My mother died at my birth, and since then father has 
worshipped her memory, and his face always grows wonderfully 
gentle when he looks upon her portrait. They say Tm greatly 
like her — ^though she was a famous beauty in her day. And, 
indeed, I think there must be some truth in it, for, ^ matter 
how I may put him out, ray father can never be very angry when 
my hair is dressed so.*' 

With the word, she turned, and truly, I thought ^he fa^ 
peeping out from its clustered curls even more lovely* and be- 
wiUrhirg than before. 

I very much doubt if any man could," said I. 

As we approached the house, I saw that the smooth gravd 
was much cut up as though by the coming and going of many 
wheels,^ and horses, and also that one of the windows still shone 
with a bright light, and it was towards this window that my 
companion led me. In a while, having climbed the terrace steps, 

I noticed that this was one of those French windows opening to 
the ground. Now, looking through into the rooni beyond, I 
beheld an old man who sat bowed down at a table, with his white 
head pillowed upon his arms, sitting so very still that he might 
have been asleep but for the fierce grip of his twitdiing hai^. 
Now upon the table, at no great distance from him, between the 
guttering candles, lay a hat — a very ill-used, battered-lookitig 
object which 1 thought 1 recognised, wherefore, looking about, 

1 presently espied its ownek leaning against the mantd. He wim , 
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poiiMtered with dust from head to foot,, and his worn garmenti ^ 
looked more ragged than ever ; and, as he stood there, in the 
droop of his head, and the listless set of his shoulders, there was 
an air of the most utter dejection, and hopelessness, while upon 
his thin cheek 1 saw the glisten of a great, solitary tear. But, 
as I looked, the window was burst suddenly open : 

Perry I 

Love, surprise, joy, pity—- all were summed up in that one 
abort word — ^yet deeper than all was love. And, at that cry, 
the white head was raised, raised in time to see a vision of love- 
liness caught up in two ragged arms. 

“ Father 1 ** 

And now the three heads— the white, the golden, and the 
black, were drawn down together, drawn, and held dose in an 
embrace that was indeed reunion. 

Then, seeing my presence was become wholly unnecessary, 

I turned away, and was soon, once more, deep among the trees. 
Yet, as I went, I suddenly heard voices that called upon my 
name, but I kept on, and, in due season, came out upon the broad 
highway. 

And, in a little, as I went, very full of thought, the sun rose 
up. So I walked along through a world all glorious with morning. 


CHAPTER XXII 

IN WHICH 1 M££T WITH A LIli^RARY TINKER 

£vsn in that drowsy, semi-conscious state, that most delightful 
borderland which lies midway between sleeping and waking, 
I knew it could not be the woodpecker who, as I judged from 
sundry manifest signs, lodged in the tiee above me. Nq wood- 
pecker that ever pecked could originate such sounds as these — 
two quick, light strokes, followed by another, and heavier, thus: 
Tap, tap— TAP; a pause, and then, tap, tap — TAP again, and 
so on. 

Whatever doubts I may have yet harboured on the subject, 
howeveh were presently dispelled by a fragrance sweeter, to the 
posttils of a hungry man, than the breath of flowers, the spices of 
iite East, or all the vaunted perfumes of Arabia — in a word, 
r; ^ odour of frying bacon. 

Hereupon, I suddenly realised how exceedingly keen was my 
appetite, and sighed, bethinking me that 1 must flrst find a tavern 
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«>befotB I could satisfy my craving, when a voice reached me from 
no great distance, a full, rich, sonorous voice, singii^ a song. And 
the words of the song were these : 

^ A tinker I am, O a tinker am 1, 

A tinker I'll live, and a tinker 1*11 die ; 

If the King in his crown would change places wi* tas 
rd laugh so 1 would, and l*d say unto he : 

* A tinker I am, O a tinker am I, 

A tinker I’ll live, and a tinker 1*11 die.* *' 

It was a quaint air, with a shake at the end of the two first 
, and two last lines, which, altogether, I thought very pleasing. 
I advanced, guided by the voice, until I came out into a grassy 
lane. Seated upon an artfully-contrived folding stool, was a 
man. He was a very small man despite his great voice, who held 
a kettle between his knees, and a light hammer in his hand, while 
a little to one side of him there blazed a crackling fire of twigs 
upon which a hissing frying-pan was balanced. But what 
chiefly drew ^d held my attention was the man's face ; narrow 
and peaked, with little, round, twinkling eyes set deep in his 
liead, dose black hair, grizzled at the temples, and a long, blue 
thin. 

And presently, as I stood staring at him, he finished his song, 
and chancing to raise his eyes staled back at me. 

" Good-morning ! said he at last, with a bright nod. 

So then you didn't cut your throat in the Hollow Oak, 
after all ? " said I. 

Nor likely to either, master," he answered, shaking his head. 

Lord love your eyes and limbs, no I " 

“ Buti" said I, " some day or so ago I met a man " 

"Ah I" nodded the Tinker, " to be sure you did." 

" A peddler of brooms, and ribands " 

" Gabbing Dick I " nodded the Tinker. 

" Who told me very seriously " 

" That I'd been found in the big holler oak wi' my throat cut," 
nodded the Tinker. 

" But what did he mean by it ? " 

" Why, y'see," explained the Tinker, leaning over to turn a 
frizzling bacon-rasher veiy dexterously with the blade of a jack-* 
knife, " y'see. Gabbing Dick is oncommon fond of murders, hang- 
ings, sooicides, and such like-— it's just a way he's got," 

" A very unpleasant way I " said I. 

" But very harmless when all's done, and said,*' added the 
(Tinker. 

" You mean ? *9 
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** A ketle we^ op here/* explained the Tinker, tapping fais« 
forehead with the handle of the jack-knife. His father was 
murdered the tlay afore he were Dom, d'ye see, which druv his 
poor mother out of her mind, which conditions is apt to make a 
man a leetle strange/' 

•‘Poor fellow I” said I, while the Tinker began his tap- 
tapping again. 

“ Are you hungry ? " he inquired suddenly, glancing up at 
me with Us hammer poised. 

Very hungry I " said I. Hereupon, he set down his hammer, 
and turning to a pack at his side, proceeded to extract therefrom 
a loaf of bread, a small tin of butter, and a piece of bacon, from 
which last he cut sundry slices with the jack-knife. He now 
lilted the hissing rashers from the pan to a tin plate, which he 
set upwi the grass at my feet, together with the bread and the 
hutter, and having produced a somewhat battered knife and fork, 
lijjided them to me with another bright nod. 

“ You are very kind I " said I. 

“ Why, Tm a man as is fond o' company, y'see — especially 

one who can think, and talk, and you have the face of both. 

I am — ^as you might say — a literary cove, being fond o' books, 
rov-els, and such like." And in a little while, the bacon being 
fj tne to his liking, we sat down together, and began to eat. 

•• That was a strange song of yours/' said I, after a while. 

" Did you like it ? " he inquired witli a quick tilt of his head. 

•‘ Both woids and tune/’ 1 answered. 

" 1 made the words myself," said the Tinker. - 

•' And do you mean it ? " 

•• Mean what ? " asked the Tinker. 

" That you would rather be a tinker than a king } ^ 

*• Why, to be sure I would/' he rejoined. ** Bein' a literary 
I Imow summat o* history, and a king's life weren't all 
Lt vender — ^not by no manner p' means, nor yet a bed o' roses." 

" Yet there's much to be said for a king." 

" Very little, I think," said the Tinker. 

*• A lang has great advantages.” 

•* Which he generally abuses,” said the Tinker. 

•• There have been some great and noble kings.” 

” But a great many more bad 'uns I ” said the Tinker. •' And 
then, look how often they got theirselves pisoned, or stabbed, 
os 'ad their 'eads chopped oM I No — ^if you axes me, £ prefer to 
linker a kettle under a hedge.” 

•• Then ym are content^ ? " 

•• Not quite," he answered, his (ace Wluig ; ” me being a 
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literal^ cove (as I think I’ve mentioned afore), it has always been 
my wish to be a scholar.” 

" Far better be a tinker,” said I. 

” Young fellow,” said the Tinker, shaking his head reprov- 
ingly, ” you're off the mark there — ^knowledge is power ; why, 
Lord love my eyes and limbs I what’s finer than to be able to 
read in the Greek and Latin ? ” 

" ” To possess the capacity of earning an honest livelihood,” 

said I. 

“ Why, I tell you,” continued the Tinker, unheeding my 
remark, ” I’d give this here left hand o’ mine to be able to read 
the very words of such men as Plato, Aristotle, Epictetus, 
Xenophon, and all the rest of 'em.” 

” There are numerous translations,” said I. 

” Al), to be sure I ” sighed the Tinker, ” but then, they are 
translations.” 

” There are good translations as well as bad,” said I. 

” Maybe,” returned the Tinker, ” maybe, but a translation’s 
only a echo, after all, however good it be.” As he spoke, he 
dived into bis pack and brought forth a book, which lie handed to 
me. It was a smallish volume in battered leathern covers, and 
had e\ddcntly seen much long and hard service. Opening it 
at the title-page I read ; 

Epictetus 

his 

ENCiiiRiDiOH 

with 

Simplicius 

his 

COMMENT. 

Made English from the Greek 
By 

George Stanhope, late Fellow 
Of King's Coll*5ge in Camb. 

LONDON 

Printed for Richard Sare at Gray's Inn Gate in Holborn 
and Joseph Ilindmarsh against the Exchange in Comhill, 

1694 

•' You’ve read Epictetus, perhaps ? ” inquired the Tinker. 

” I have.” 

. ” Not in the Greek, of course.” 

” Yes,” said I, smiling, ” though by dint of much labour.” 

The Tinker stopped chewing to stare at me wide-eyed, then 
iwailowed his mouthful at one gulp. 

” Lord love me ! ” he exclaimed, ” and you so young, too I ” 

•• No,” said I ; ” I'm twenty-five.” 
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•• And Latin, now — don't tell me you can read the Latin." 

" But I can't make a kettle, or even mend one, for that 
matter," said L 

" But you are a scholar, and it's a fine tiling to be a sctioiar I " 

" And I tell you again, it is better to be a tinker," said i 

•• How so ? " * 

" It is a healthier life, in the first place," said I. 

That, I can believe," nodded the Tinker. 

" It is a happier life, in the second place." 

" That, I doubt," returned the Tinker. 

" And, in the third place, it pays much better." 

" That, I don't believe," said the Tinker. 

" Nevertheless," said I,' " speaking for myself, I have, in the 
course of my twenty-five years, earned but ten shillings, and that 
■—but by the sale of my waistcoat." 

' Lord love me I " exclaimed the Tinker, staring. 

" A man," I pursued, " may be a far better scholar than I — 
may be full of the wisdom of the Ancients, and the teachings of 
all the great thinkers and philosophers, and yet starve to death — 
indeed frequently does ; but who ever heard of a starving 
Tinker ? " 

" But a scholar may write great books," said the Tinker. 

" A scholar rarely writes a great book," said f, shaking mv 
head, " probably for the good and sufficient reason that great 
books never ar^ written," 

" Young fellow," said the Tinker, staring, " what do you mean 
by that ? " 

" I mean that truly great books only happen, and very 
rarely." 

" But a scholar may happen to write a great book," said the 
Tinker. 

" To be sure — ^he may ; a book that nobody will risk publishing, 
and if so — a book that nobody will trouble to read, nowadays." 

" Why so ? " 

" Because this is an eminently unliterary age, incapable of 
thoi^ht, and therefore, seeking to be amused. Whereas the 
writing of books was once a painful art, it has of late became a 
trick very easy of accomplishment, requiring no regard for 
probability, and little thought, so long as it is packed sufficiently 
full of impossible incidents through which a ridiculous heroine, 
and a more absurd hero, duly sigh their appointed way to the last 
diapter. Whereas books were once a power, they are, of late, 
d^enerated into tilings of amusement with which to kill an idle 
hour, and be promptly forgotten the next." 
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** ITet the great books remain/* said the linker. 

^ Yes/* said 1 ; *' but who trpubles their head over Homer ot 
Virgil these days— who cafeii&:^to open Steele's 'Tatler/ cpr 
A(k^n’s * Spectator * while there is the latest novel to be had, 
or * Bell’s Life * to be found on any coffee-house table ? 

** And why/’ said the Tinker, looking at me over a piece of 
bacon skewered upon the point of his jack-knife, why don't 
you write a book ? ” 

“ I probably shall, some day/* I answered. 

** And supposing/* said the Tinker, eyeing the piece of bacon 
thoughtfully, " supposing nobody ever reads it ? ** 

The worse for them I ” said I. 

Thus we talked of books, and the making of books (something 
of which I have already set down in another place), until our 
meal was at an end. 

” You are a rather strange young man, I think," said the 
Tinker, as, having duly wiped knife, and fork, and plate upon a 
handful of |i^3, I handed them back. 

" Yet yf^ arc a stranger tinker/* 

" How so ? ** 

" Why, who ever heard of a tinker who wrote verses, and 
worked with a copy of Epictetus at his elbow ? ** 

Which I don’t deny as I'm a great thinker," nodded the 
Tinker ; to be sure, I think a powerful lot/* 

” A dangerous habit,** said I, shaking my bead, *' and a most 
unwise one 1 " 

Eh ? *' cried the Tinker, staring. 

" Your serious, thinking man/' I explained, is seldom happy 
— as a rule has few friends, being generally regarded askance, 
and is always misunderstood by his fellows. Ail the world*s 
great thinkers, from Christ down, were generally misunderstood, 
looked at askance, and had very few friends." 

" Bat these were all great men," said the Tinker. 

•* We think so now, but in their day they were very much 
despsed, and who was more hated, by the very people He sought 
to aid, than Christ ? " 

" By the evil-doers, yes,'* nodded the Tinker. 

" On the contrary," said I, " his worst enemies were men nf 
learning, good citizens, and patterns of morality, who loidEed, 
upon him as a dangerous zealot, threatening the destruction of the 
uidorderQl things, hence they kiUed him— as an agitator. Things 
am tench the same to-day. History tells us thte Christ, or the 
sp^ el Christ, has entei^ into many men who have striven to 
eoUgbteli and better the conditions of their kind, and they havi^ 



I meet with a Literary Tinker 97 

generally met with violent deaths, lor Humanity is very gross and 
blind-'" < 

The Tinker slowly wiped W^‘l^p-knife upon the leg of his 
breeches, closed it, and slipped it into his pocket. 

" Nevertheless," said he at last, " I am convinced that you 
arc a very strange young man." 

" Be that as it may," said I. " the bacon was delicious. I 
ijave never enjoyed a meal so much— except once at an inn called 
* The Old Cock.' " 

" I know it," nodded the Tinker ; " a very poor house." 

" But the ham and eggs are beyond praise," said I ; " still, 
my meal here under the trees with you will long remain a pleasant 
»uf*mory." 

" Good-bye, then," said the Tinker. " Gt>od-bye, young 
man, and I wish you happiness." 

" What is Happiness ? " said I. The Tinker removed his 
hat, and having scratched his he ad, put it on again. 

" Happiness," said be ; " Happiness is the state of bring 
content with one's self, the woild, and everything in general." 

" 1 hen," said 1. " 1 fear I can never be happy." 

" And why not ? " 

" Because, supposing I ever became contented with the world, 
and everytliing in general, which is higlily improbable, I shall 
never, never be contented with mysi'lf." 


CHAPTER XXTTI 

CX>NCERNTNG HAPPINESS, A PLOUGHMAN, AND SILVER BUTTONS 

Now as I went, pondering on true Happiness, and the nature of 
it, I beheld a man ploughing in a field hard by, and; as he 
ploughed, he whistled lustily. And drawing near to the field, 
I sat down upon a gate, and watched, for there are few sights and 
sounds I am fonder of than the gleam of the ploughshare and the 
sighing whisper it makes as it turns the fragrant loam. 

" A truly noble occupation I " said I to myself, " dignified by 
the ages — ay — old, well nigh, as the green earth itself, no man need 
be ashamed to guide a plough." 

And indeed a fine sight it made, the straining horses, the 
irtalwart figure of the Ploughman, with the blue sky, the long 
brown furrows, and, away and beyond, the tender green of leaves ; 
while the jingle of the harness, the clear, merry, wliistled notes, 
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and the song of a skylark, high above our heads, all blended into 
a chorus it was good to hear. 

As he came up to where I sat upon the gate, the Ploughman 
stopped, and wiping the glistening moisture from his brow, 
nodded good-humouredly. 

“ A fine morning I ” said I. 

" So it be, now you come to mention it, it do be a fine day 
sure-ly.” 

" You, at least, seem fiappy/' said I. 

" Happy ? ** he exclaimed, staring. 

Yes, "said 1. 

- Well, I bean't." 

" And why not ? " The Ploughman scratched his ear, and 
carried his glance from my face up to the sky, and down again. 

" I dunno," he answered, " but I bean*t." 

Yet you whistle gaily enough." 

Why, a man must do summat." 

*' Then you seem strong and healthy.*^ 

“ Yes, I do be fine an* hearty." 

" And sleep well ? " 

" Like a blessed log." 

" And eat well ? ** 

"Eat I*’ he exclaimed, with a mighty laugh. "Loidl T 
should think so — why, Fm always eatiii* or tlimkin* of it. Oh, 
Fm a fine eater, I am — an’ I bean't no chicken at drinkin* 
neither." 

" Then you ought to be happy.” 

" Ah I — but 1 bean’t ! " he lepratcd, shaking his head. 

" Have you any trouble? ? " 

" None as I can think on." 

" You earn good money every week ? " 

" Ten shillin’." 

" You are not married ? " 

" Not me." 

" Then," said I, " you must be happy.” The Ploughman 
pulled at his ear again, looked slowly ^ round the field, and, 
finallvi shook his head. 

" WeU," said he, " I bean’t.” 

" But why not ? ” His eye roved slowly up from my boots 
to the buttons on my coat. 

" Them be fine buttons 1 " said he. 

” Do you think so ? ” 

Look like silver I ” 

•• They are silver,” said I, 
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Lord ! he exclaimed, “ you wouldn't part wi* they buttons. 
I suppose ? " 

.. That depends I 
On what ? " 

“ On how much you would give for them/* The Ploughman 
thrust a hand into a deep pocket, and brought up five shillings. 

“ I were a-goin* to buy a pair o’ boots, on my way ’ome,'* 
he explained, but I’d rayther ’ave they buttons, if five shillin*ll 
buy ’em/' 

" The boots would be more serviceable,” said I. 

” Maybe, sir, but then, everybody wears boots, but there 
bean’t many as can show buttons the like o’ them — so if you’re 
willin' ” 

” Lend me your knife,” said I. And, forthwith, I sawed off 
the eight silver buttons, and dropped them into his palm, where- 
upon he handed me the money with great alacrity. 

” And now,” said I, ” tell me why you are not happy.” 

“Well,” returned the Ploughman, back at his ear again, 
“ ye see it bein’ as you ask so sudden-like, I can’t 'zackly say, 
but if you was to pass by in a day or two, why, maybe I could 
tell ye.” 

So, pocketing the buttons, he whooped cheerily to his horses, 
and plodded off, whistling more merrily tlian ever. 


CHAPTER XXIV 

WHICH INTRODUCES THE READER TO THE ANCIENT 

The sun was high when I came to a place where the ways divided, 
and, while 1 stood hesitating which road to take, 1 heard the cool 
plash and murmur of a brook at no great distance. Wherefore, 
being hot, and thirsty, I scrambled through the hedge, and coming 
to the brook, threw myself face down beside it, and catching up 
the sweet pure water in my hands, drank my fill ; which done, 
I bathed my feet, and hands, and face, and became much heartened 
and refreshed ^thereby. Now because 1 have ever loved the noise 
of running waters, in a little while, I rose and walked on besid^ 
the stream, listening to its blithesome melody. So, by devious 
wa 3 rs, for the brook wound prodigiously, I came at length to a 
sudden declivity down which the water plunged in a miniature 
cascade, sparkling in the sun, and gleaming with a thousand 
rainbow hues. On I went, climbing down as best I might, until 
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1 found myself in a sort of green basin, very cool after the heat 
and glare of the roads, for the high, tree-clad sides afforded much 
shade. On I went, past fragrant thickets, and bending willows, 
with soft lush grass imderfoot and leafy arches overhead, and the 
brook singing and chattering at my side ; albeit a brook of change- 
ful mood, now laughing and dimi)ling in some fugitive ray of 
sunshine, now sighing, and whispering in the shadows, but ever 
moving upon its appointed way, and never quite silent. So 1 
V. aJked on beside the brook, watching the fish that showed like 
darting shadows on the bottom, until, chancing tocaise my eyes, 
1 stopped. And there, screened by leaves, shut in among the 
green, stood a small cottage, or hut. My second glance showed 
it to be tenantless, for the thatch was partly gone, the windows 
were broken, and the door had long since fallen from its hinges. 
Yet, despite its forlomness and desolation, despite the dilapida- 
tion of broken door, and fallen cliinmey, there w^as something in 
the air of the place that drew me strangely. It was somewhat 
roughly put together, but still very strong, and seemed, save for 
the roof, weather-fast. 

A man might do worse than live here,” thought I, " with the 
birds for neighbours, and the brook to sing him to sleep at night, 
indeed a man might live very haj^pily in such a place.” 

I was still looking at the hut, with this in rny mind, when 1 
was startled by hearing a thin, quavering voice behind me : 

VVBe you'm a-lookin* at t* cottage, master? ” 

Turning sharp round, I beheld a very ancient man in a smock 
frock, who carried a basket on one arm, and leaned upon a 
stick. 

Yes,” I answered ; ” I was wondering how it came to be 
built in such an out-of-the-world spot.” 

” Why, *twere buili by a wanderin' man o* the roads.” 

” Itls very lonely 1 ” said 1. 

” Ye may well say so, sir — haunted it be tu.” 

” Haunted ? ” said I. 

” Haunted as ever was t ” answered the old man with a 
sprightly nod strangely contrasting with his wrinkled face and 
tiemulous limbs ; ” no one ventur's nigh the place arter dark, 
an’ few enough in the daytime, for that matter.” 

” On account of the ghost ? ” 

” Ah I ” nodded the Ancient, ” moans 'e du, an' likewise 
groans. Theer's some as says 'e twitters tu, an' shakes chains.” 

” Then nobody has lived here of late ? ” 

” Bless 'ee no — nor wouldn't, no, not if ye paid 'em tu. 
Nobody's come a-nigh the place, you may say, since 'twere built ^ 
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by the wanderin’ man. Lived 'ere all alone, 'e did^killed 
'isself 'ere likewise/’ 

Killed himsdf I ” said I. 

Ah I — 'ung 'isself — be'ind tb' door yonder, sixty an’ six year 
ago come August, am’ ’twcre me as found *im. Ye see," said 
the old man, setting down his basket, and seating himself with 
great nicety on the moss-grown doorstep, ” ye see, ’twerc a tur'blc 
storm that night — rain, and wind, wi* every now an’ then a gert, 
cracklin' flame o’ lightnin’, I mind I'd been up to th' farm a- 
courtin’ o’ Nancy Brent — shc'm dead now, poor lass, years an' 
years ago, but she were a fine, buxom maid in those days, d'ye 
see. Wril, I were cornin' 'ome, and what wi' one thing an' 
another, I lost my way. An' presently, as I were stumblin' 
along in the dark, comes another crackle o' lightnin', an' lookin' 
up, what should I see but this 'ere cottage. 'Twcre newer- 
lookin' then, wi' a door, an' winders, but the door was shut, an* 
the winders was dark — so theer I stood in the rain, not likin’ to 
disturb the stranger, for 'e were a gert, fierce, unfriendly kind o' 
chap, an' uncommon fond o’ bein' left alone. Hows'evcr, arter 
a while, up I goes to th* door, an' knocks (for I were a gert, 
strong, strappin’, well-lookin' figure o' a man myself, in those 
days, d'ye see, an' could give a good buffet, an' tak' one tu), 
so up I goes to th' door, an’ knocks wi' my fist clenched, all 
ready (an' a tidy, sizable fist it were in those days) — but Lord 1 
nobody answered, so, at last, I lifted the latch." Here the 
Ancient paused to draw a snuff-box from his pocket, with great 
deliberation, noting my awakened interest with a twinkling eye. 

" Well ? " 1 inquired. 

" Well,'* he continued slowly, " I lifted th' latch, an' give a 
push to the door, but it would only open a little way — an inch, 
p’r'aps, an' stuck." Here he tapped, and opened his snuff-box. 

" Well ? " I inquired again. 

"Well," he went on, "I give it a gert, big push*wi’ my 
shoulder (I were a fine, strong chap in those days), an', just as it 
flew open, comes another flash o' lightnin', an’ the fust thing I 
seen was — a boot." 

" A boot I " I exclaimed. 

" A boot as ever was," nodded the Ancient, and took a pinch 
of snuff with great apparent gusto. 

" Go on." said I, " go on.*' 

" Oh I — it’s a fine story, a fine story I " he chuckled, " theer 
bean't many men o' my age as 'as fund a 'ung man in a thunder- 
storm I Well, as I tell ye, I seen a boot, likewise a leg, an’ theer 
were this ’ere wanderin' man o' the roads a-danglin' be’ind th’ 
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door from a stapil — look ye 1 he exclaimed, rising with some 
little difficulty, and hobbling into the hut, “ theer be th* very 
stapil, so it be I ” and he pointed up to a rusty iron staple that had 
been driven deep into the beam above the door, 

" And why," said I, " why did he hang himself ? " 

'* Seein* 'e 'ad no ifriends, and never told nobody — nobody 
never knowcd," answ^ered the old man, shaking his head, " but 
on that theer stapil *e *ung 'isseJf an' on that theer stapil I fund 
'im, on a stormy night sixty and six year ago come August." 

" You have a wonderful memory I " said I. 
y Ay, to be sure ; a wunnerful mem'ry, a wunnerful mem'ry I " 
" Sixty and six years is an age," said I. 

" So it be," nodded the Ancient, " I were a fine young chap 
in those days, tall I were, an' straight as a arrer. I be a bit 
different now." 

" Why, you arc getting old," said I. 

" So's t' stapil yonder, but t' stapil looks nigh as good as 
ever." 

" Iron generally wears better than flesh and blood," said I ; 

" it’s only natural." 

" Ay, but 'e can’t last for ever," said the Ancient, frowning, 
and shaking his head at the rusty staple. " I've watched un, 
month in an' month out, all these years, an' seen iin growin' 
rustier an' rustier, an' : * I’ll last 'ee out yet,’ I’ve said tu un — 'e 
knows it — 'e’ve heerd me many an' many a time — ‘ I’ll last ’ee 
out yet ! ’ I've said, an' so I will, tu — 'e can't last for ever an' 

I be a \dg’rus rium - a mortal vig’rus man— bean’t I ? " 

" Wonderfully ! ” said I. ^ 

" An' so strong as a bull ? " 

" To be sure." 

" An' t' stapil can't last much longer — eh, maister ? — so old 
an' rusty as 'e be ? " 

" One would hardly tliink so." 

" Not so long as a tur'ble vig’rus man, like 1 be ? " he inquired 
with a certain wistful appeal in his eyes. 

" No," I answered impulsively. 

" I knowed it — I knowed it," he chuckled, feebly brandishing 
his stick, " such a poor old stapfl as 'tis, all eat up wi' rust. Every 
time I come 'ere a-gatherin' watercress, I come in an' give un a 
look, an' watch un rustin' away, an’ rustin' away ; I’ll see un go 
fust, arter all, so I will I " and, with another nod at the staple, he 
turned, and hobbled out into the sunshine.. 

And seeing how, despite hi» brave showing, he laboured to 
carry the heavy basket, I presently took it from him, disregarding 
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his protests, and set off by his side ; yet, as tve went, I turned once 
more to look back at the deserted hut. 

" You'm thinkin* 'tis a tur*bie bad place at night ? ” said the 
old man. 

" On the contrary/' I answered. I was thinking it might suit 
a homeless man like me very well indeed.” 

“D’ye mean — to live there ? ” exclaimed the Ancient. 

Yes,” said I. 

“ Then you bean't afraid o' the ghost ? ” 

“ No,” I answered. 

“ P’r’aps you be one o’ they fules as think theer bean*t no 
ghosts ? ” 

“ As to that,” I answered. “ I don’t know, but I don't think I 
slionld be much afraid, and it is a great blessing to have some spot 
on this unfriendly world that we can call ‘ home ’ — even though 
it be but a hut, and haunted.” 

In a little while the path we followed led up a somewhat steep 
ascent which, though not so precipitous as the place where I had 
entered the hollow, was a difficult climb, notwithstanding : seeing 
wliich, I put out a hand to aid my aged companion. But he 
ro])ulsed me almost sharply : 

“ Let be,” he panted, “ let be, nobody's never 'elped me up 
this 'ere path, an’ nobody never shall 1 ” So up we went, the 
Ancient and I, side by side, and very slowly, until, the summit 
being reached, he seated lii:ns(‘lf, spent and breathless, upon a 
fallen tree, which had doubtless served this purpose many times 
before, and mopped at his wrinkled brow with a trembling hand. 

“ Ye see,” he cried, as soon as he hod recovered his breath 
sufficiently, ” ye see, I be wuniierful spry an’ active — could dan>i 
ye a hornpipe any day, if I was so minded.” 

“ On my word,” said I, “ 1 believe you could I But where 
you going now ? ” 

“ To Siss'n’urst I ” 

“ How far is that ? ” 

“ 'Bout a mile acrost t' fields, you con see the pint o’ Joel 
Amos's oast-'ouse above the trees yonder.” 

“ Is there a good inn at Sissinghurst ? ” 

“ Ay, theer's ‘ The Bull,' comfortable, an' draws fine ale I 

“ Then I will go to Sissinghurst.” 

” Ay, ay,” nodded the old man, ” if it be good ale an' a com- 
fortable inn you want you need seek no further nor Siss’n’urst ; 
ninety an’ one years I’ve lived there, an’ I know.” 

” Ninety-one years ! ” I repeated. 

” As ever was 1 ” returned the Ancient, with another nod. 
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I be the oldest man in these parts 'cept David Relf, an' 
last year." 

" Why tiien, if he's dead, you must be the oldest," said I. 

" No," said the Ancient, shaking his head, " ye sec it be this 
way : David were my brother, an' uncommon proud 'c were o' 
bein' the oldest man in these parts, an' now that 'e be dead an' 
aone it du seem a poor thing — ah I a very poor thing ! — ^to tak* ^ 
'vantage of a dead man, an' him my own brother I " Sa^ng 
which, the Ancient rose, and wc went on together, side by side, 
towards Sissinghurst village. 


CHAPTER XXV 

wr BLACK GEORGE, THE SMITH, AND HOW WE THREW THE HAMMER 

" The Bull " is a plain, square, white-washed building, with a 
sloping roof, and before the door an open portico, wherein are set 
two se^ts on which one may sit of a sunny afternoon with a mug 
of ale at one's elbow and watch the winding road, the thatched 
cottages bowered in roses, or the <|uiver of distant trees where 
the red, conical roof of some oast-house makes a vivid note of 
colour amid the green. Or one may close one's eyes and hark 
to the chirp of the swallows under the eaves, the distant lowing 
of cows, or the clink of hammers from the smithy across the 
way. 

And preseiitl 5 L as we sat there diowsiiig in the sun, to us 
came one from the " tap," a bullet-headed fellow, small of eye, 
and nose, but great of jaw, albeit he was become somewhat fat 
and fleshy — who, having nodded to me, sat liim down beside the 
Ancient, and addressed him as follovrs : 

" Black Jarge be ' took ' again. Gaffer I " 

" Ah 1 I knowed 'twould qomc soon or late, Simon," said the 
Ancient, shaking his head, " I knowed as 'e'd never last the 
month out." 

" Seemed goin* on all quiet and reg'lar, though," said the 
bull^^-headed man, whom I discovered to be the landlord of 
" The Bull " — " seemed nice and quiet, and nothin' out o' the 
way, when, 'bout an hour ago it were, 'e ups and heaves Sam out 
into the road," 

" Ah I " said the old man, nodding his head again, " to be 
sure, I've noticed, Simon, as 'tis generally about the twentieth 
o' the month as Jarge gets ' took.' " 
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•• 'E've got a wonderful 'ead, 'ave the Aafftr 1 *' said Simon, 
turning to me. 

Yes/* Stiid I, but who i*- R) k k (reorge , how comes he to 
be ' taken/ and by what ? *' 

Gdtfei/* said the Iniii etper, you tdl un.” 

"Why, then/* began the Ancuiit, nothing loth, "Black 
faige be a gert, big stiong man- the biggtbt giitcst, and 
strongest in the South C ouritiy d yt set (a'luost as fine a man as 
I were m my time), and, off and on ^cts took wi* tearm'’s, and 

lagts, at which limes *t don't niind who *e its *' 

" No— nor whecr I ** added the Innkrcpei 
" Oh, 'e be a bad man, be black ]aige when *e*s took, for 
*e *ave a kna<k, d'ye see, ol takin' *old o’ the one highest to nn, 
and a heavin’ of un o\er 'is ’ca<i ** 

" Estremely unj k isaiit • " said I. 

" Just whit he done this moimn* wi* Sain,** nodded the Inn- 
keeper — " hove un out into the road, *e did/' 

" And whit did Sam do ? *' I inquiicd 
" Oh 1 Sam were mighty glad to gtt otf so easy 
" Sam must be a very remarkable fellow — undoubtedly a 
pln]oso])her,*' said 1. 

" *t be nowt to look at I ** '►aid the Ancn nt 
Now at tins moment th< n (a it a ^uddt n (U < p bellow, a hoarse, 
bull like roar fiom sonic wlicie uctr by, and lool ing round \n 
some perplexity, through the wide dooiway oi tlu smitiiy opposite, 
j saw a man come tumbling, all anns and who, having 
n< bcnbed a soineisault fell rolled over on^ < ta 1 wi< t , aiul ^vit^inf 
up in the middle of the road, stan d about him in a dazed sort of 
fashion 

*' 1 hat's Job!** nodd<d the Amunt 
l*oor h How 1 ** said 1, and ios< to f. o to liis a«si‘^trfnce. 

" Oh that wcicn’t nothin*,’* s ml tlu ^ik u nt 1 1 } mg a i|.stram- 
‘ng hand upon my arm, "nothin at ill, Job lx ant *iiit, why, 
I ve seen 'em fall furtlitr nor tint afoic now Imt Job be 
pretty heavy handlui’ — even for Black ] lue ** 

And, in a little while, Job arose fi >m wnt k he s it m tlie dust, 
and limping up, sat limiself down on tlie opposite bench, very 
black of brow and fierce of eye And, alter he had sat there 
«=iknt for mi}lH five minutes, I said that I hoped he wasn't 
hurt. 

" *Urt ? ** he repeated, with a blank stare. " *0w should I 
be *urt ? ** 

** Why, you seemed to fall rather he avily,** said I. 

At this Job regarded me with a look half resentful, bj'l 
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. reproachful, and immediately turned his back upon me ; from 
which, and sundry winks, and nods, and shakes of the head from 
the others, it seemed that iny remark had been ill-judged. And 
after we had sat silent for maybe another five minutes, the 
Ancient appeared to notice Job’s presence for the first time. 

" Why, you bean't workin' 's arternoon then. Job ? ” he 
inquired solemnly. 

“ Noa I ” 

“ Goin' to tak* a 'olleyday. p*r*aps ? ” 

" Ah 1 I*m done wi’ smithin* — ^leastways, for Black Jarge." 

And him wi’ all that raft o' work in. Job ? Pretty fix 'e'U 
be in wi' no-one to strike for ’im I " said Simon. 

Sarves un right tu I " retorted Job, furtively rubbing his 
left knee. 

** But what'll 'e do va'out a 'elper I " persisted Simon. 

Lord knows 1 " returned the Ancient ; " unless Job thinks 
better of it.” 

” Not me,” said that individual, feeling his right elbow with 
tender solicitude. I'm done wi' Black Jarge, 1 am. 'E nigh 
broke my back for me once afore, but this is the last time — I 
never swing a sledge for Black Jarge again — danged if I du I ” 

” And 'irn to mend th' owd church screen up to Cranbrook 
Church,” sighed the Ancient ; " a wunnerful screen, a wunnerful 
screen I older nor me — ah 1 a sight older — hunneds and hunneds 
o' years older — they wouldn't let nobody touch it but Black 
Jarge.” 

” 'E be the best smith in the South Country I ” nodded 
. Simon. 

” Ay, an' a bad man to work for as ever was ! ” growled Job ; 

I'll work for 'e no more, my mind’s made up, an' when my 
mind’s made up theer bean’t no movin’ me — like a rock I be I ” 

” 'Twould ha' been a fine thing for a Siss'n'urst man to ha' 
mended t' owd screen ! ” said the Ancient. 

” 'Twould that I ” nodded Simon, ” a shame it is as it should 
go to others.” 

Hereupon, having finished my ale, I rose. 

” Be you’m a-goin*, young maister ? ” inquired the Ancient. 

Why, that depends,” said 1. ” I understand that this man. 
Black George, needs a helper, so 1 have decided to go and offer my 
services.” 

“ You I ” exclaimed Job, staring in open-mouthed amazement, 
as did also the other two. 

” Why not ? ” I rejoined. " Black George needs a helper, 
and I need money." 



Black George, the Smith 107 

My chap/' said Job warningly, “ don’t ye do it. You be a 
tidy, sizable chap, but Black Jarge *ud mak* no more o’ you than 
1 should of a babby— don't ye do it." 

“ Better not," said Simon. 

" On the contraryi":-;! returned, " better run a little bodily 
risk, and satisfy one's hunger, rather than lie safe but famishing 
beneath some hedge of rick — ^what do you think, Ancient ? " 

The old man leaned forward and peered up at me sharply 
beneath his hanging brows. 

" Well ? " said L 

" You'm right I " he nodded, " and a man wi' eyes the like 
o' yourn bean't one as 'tis easy to turn aside, even though it do 
be Black Jarge as tries." 

" Then," said Job, as I took up rny staff, " if your back's 
broke, my chap — why, don’t go for to blame me, that’s all I You 
be a sight too cocksure — ah, that you be I " 

" I'm thinkin' Black Jarge would find this chap a bit different 
to Job," remarked the Ancient. " What do 'ee think, Simon ? " 

" Looks as if 'c might take a good blov/, ah ! and give one, for 
that matter," returned the Innkeeper, studying me with half- 
closed eyes, and his head to one side, as I have seen artists look 
at pictures. " He be pretty wide in the shoulders, and full in the 
chest, and, by the look of liim, quick on 'is pins." 

" You’ve been a fightin’ man, Simon, and you ought to know— 
but he’ve got summat better still." 

" And what might that be. Gaffer ? " inquired the Innkeeper, 

" A good, straight, bright eye, Simon, wi' a look in it as says, 
• I will 1 ’ " 

" Ah ! but what o' Jarge ? " cried Job, " Black Jarge don't 
mind a man's eyes, 'cept to black frequent, 'e don’t mind nothin', 
nor nobody." 

" Job," said the Ancient, tapping his snuff-box, " theer's 
some things as is better nor gert, big muscles, and gert,» strong 
fists — ^if you wasn't a danged fide you’d know what I mean. 
Young man," he went on, turning to me, " you puts me in mind 
o' what I were at your age — ^though, to be sure, I were taller'n 
you by about five, or six inches, maybe more — but don't go for 
to be too cocksure for all that. Black Jarge aren’t to be sneezed 
at." 

" And, if you must 'it un," added tJie Innkeeper, " why, go 
for the chin — theer aren't a better place to 'it a man than on the 
chin, if so be you can thump it right — and 'ard enough. I mind 
'twas so I put out Tom Brock o' Bedford — a sweet, pretty blow 
ft were too, though I do say it/' 
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Thank you ! said I ; ** should it come t fighting, which 
Heaven foriend, I shall certainly remember your * d vice/ * 
which, I turned away, and crossed the road to the open door oi 
the smithy, very conscious of the three pairs of eyes that watched 
me as I went. 

Upon the threshold of the forge I patti^ to look about me, and 
there, sure enough, was the smith. Indeed a fine, big fellow he 
was, with great shoulders, and a mighty chest, and arms whose 
bulging muscles showed to advantage in the red glow of the fire. 
In his left hand he grasped a pair of tongs wherein was set a glow- 
ing iron scroll upon which he beat with the hammer in his right, 

I stood watching until, having beaten out the glow from the iron, 
he plunged the scroll back into the fire, and fell to blowing with . 
the bellows. But now, as I looked more closely at him, I almost 
doubted if this could be Pilack George, after all, for this man's 
hair was of a bright gold, and curled in tight rfngs upon his brow, 
while, instead of the black, scowling visage I had expected, 1. 
beheld a ruddy, open, well-featured face out of which looked a 
pair of eyes of a blue you may sometimes see in a summer sky at 
evening- And 37et again, his massive size would st^en to proclaim 
him the famous Black George, and no other. It was with some- 
thing of doubt in rny mind, nevertheless, that I presently stepped 
into the smithy and accosted him. 

** Are you Black George ? *' I inquired. At the sound of my 
voice he let go the handle of the bellows, and turned ; as I 
watched, I saw his brows draw suddenly together, while the 
golden hairs of his beard seemed to curl upward. 

" Suppose I be? ” 

” Then I wish to speak with you." 

"Be that what yon'm come for ? " 

" Yes." 

" Be 3 ^ou come far ? '* 

" Y^s." 

" That's a pity.*’ 

" Why ? " 

'Cause you'll 'ave a good way to go back again." 

What do you. mean ? " 

•• Well, for one thing, I means as I don't like your looks, my 
chap." 

" And why don't you like my looks ? " 

" Lord I " exclaimed the smith, " 'ow should I know — but I 
don’t— of that I'm sartin sure." 

" Wfiich reminds me," said I, " of a certain unpopular gentle^ 
man of the name of Fell, or Pell, or Snell.” 
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'' Eh ? ” the smitl^ storing. 

” There i i a verse, I remembttr, which runs, I think, in thlavise t 

1 de aot kyve thee. Doctor FeU, or Fell, or Snell, 

For reasou which 1 cannot teU ; 

But thie, I,|q{iow, and know full well, 

J do not lOw'thee, Doctor Fell, or Pell, oi Sneh.' " 

"So you'm a poet, eh ? " 

“ No,” said I, shaking my head. 

" Then I’m sorry for it ; a man don't meet wi’ poets everv 
day,” sayic^ #hidi, he drew the scroll from the fire, and laid if, 
glowing, upon the anvil. ” You was wishful to speak wi’ me, 
1 think ? ” he inquired. 

** J sLTiswcrcci ** 

•• Ah I nodded the smith, to be sure,'" and, forthwith* 
began to sing most lustily, marking the time very cleverly with 
his ponderous hand hammer. 

If," I began, a little put out at tins, " if you will listen to 

what I have to say " But he only hammered away harder 

than ever, and roared his song the louder ; and, though it sounded 
ill enough at the time, it was a song 1 came to know well later* 
the words of which are these : 

y Strike ! ding f ding I 
Strike ! ding I ding^l 
The iron glows. 

And !ov fh good blows 
As fire dot i bellows. 

Strike 1 cUng I ding I " 

Now seeing he was deteimined to give rne no chance to speak, 
I presently seated myself close by, and feii to singing likewise. 
Oddly enough, the ondy thing I could recall, on the moment, was 
the Tinker's song, and that but very imperfectly ; yet it served 
my purpose well enough. Thus we fell to it with a will, the 
di iferent notes dashing, and hlling the air with a most vile disa>rd, 
and the words all jumbled up together, something in thiiT wise i 

*' Strike I ding I ding I 
A tinker 1 am, O 
Strike 1 ding 1 ding f 
A tinker am J 
The iron it glows, 

A tinker Til Uve 
And k>veth good blows 
And a tinker 1*U die. 

As fire doth bellows. 

If the King in his crowa 
Strike I ding I ding I 
Would change places with me 
Strike I ding I ding I ** And so forth. 



tio Th« Broad tiighway 

The louder he roared, the louj^eir^oared I, untfl the place 
fairly rang with the din, in so mudfthat, chancing to look through 
theopen doorway, I saw the Ancient, with Simon, Job, and several 
others, on the opposite side of the way, staring, open-mouthed, 
as well they might. But still the smith and I continued to howl 
at each other with unabated vigour until he stopped all at once, 
and threw down his hammer with a clang. 

Dang me if I like that voice o* yourn ! ” he exclaimed. 

“ Why, to be sure, I don*t sing very often/* I answered. 
Wiich, I mean to say, is a very good thing ; ah I a very 
good thing ! ** 

" Nor do I pretend to sing— 

Then why do *ee try now ? ‘* 

For company’s sake/* 

Well, I don’t like it — I*ve *ad enough of it.*' 

** Then,** said I, '' suppose you listen to what I have to say ? ** 

" Not by no manner o* means.’* 

** Then what do you propose to do ? *' 

Why,** said the smith, rising, and sketching himself, ” since 
you ax me. I’m a-goin’ to pitch you out o’ yon door.” 

** You may try, of course,** said I, measuring the distance 
between us with my eye, " but if you do, seeing you are so much 
the bigger and stronger man, I shall certainly fetch you a knock 
with this staff of mine which I think you will remember for many a 
day." 

So sa5dng, I rose, and stepped out into the middle of the floor. 
Black George eyed me slowly up from the soles of my boots to 
the crown of my hat and down again, picked up his hammer in an 
undecided fashion, looked it over as if he had never seen such a 
thing before, tossed it into a comer, and, seating himself on the 
anvil, folded his arms. All at once a merry twinkle leapt into the 
blue depths of his eyes, and I saw the swift gleam' of a smile. 

" What do ’ee want — ^man ? " said he. 

Now hereupon, with a sudden gesture, I pitched my staff 
out through the open doorway into the road, and folded my arms 
across my chest, even as he. 

" Why did *ee do that ? ** he inquired, staring. 

" Because I don’t think I shall need it after all." 

" But suppose I was to come for ’ee now ? ** 

" But you won’t." 

" You be a strange sort o’ chap I " said he, shaking his head. 

" So they tell me.** 

" And what does the like o* you want wi’ the likes me ? M 

" Work I " 
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•• Know anytliin* ab^N^mdthin* ? ” 

*'Kot a thing/' 

” Then why do 'ee come 'ere ? 

To learn." 

" More fool you 1 " said the smith 
" Why ? " 

Because smithin’s is 'ard work, and dirty work, and hot 
work, and work as is badly paid nowadays." 

" Then why are you a smith ? ** 

" My feyther was a smith afore me." 

" And is that your only reason ? " 

" My only reason." 

" Then you are the greater fool." 

" You think so, do ye ? " 

" Certainly." 

" Supposin'," said Black George, stroking his golden beard 
reflectively, " supposin' I was to get up and break your neck for 
that." 

" Then you would, at least, save me from the folly of becoming 
a smith." 

" 1 don't," said Black George, shaking his head, " no, I do 
not like you." 

" 1 am sorry for that." 

" Ik’cause," he went on, " you've got the gift o' the gab, and a 
gabbing man is worse than a gabbing woman." 

"You can gab your share, if it comes to that," said I. 

" Can I ? " 

" You can." 

" My chap," he growled, holding up a warning hand, " go 
easy now, go easy, don't get me took again." 

" Not if I can help it," 1 returned. 

" I be a quiet soul till I gets took — a very quiet soul — ^lambs 
bean't quieter, but I won't answer for that neck o' yourrf if I do 
get took — ^so look out ! " 

" I understand you have an important piece of work on hand," 
said I, changing the subject. 

“ Th' owd churcli screen, yes." 

" And are in need of a helper ? " 

" Ah 1 to be sure — but you aren't got the look o' a workin' 
cove. I never see a workin' cove wi* 'ands the like o’ yourn, so 
wlute as a woman's they be." 

" I have worked hard enough in ray time, nevertheless," 
said 1. 

" What might you have done, now ? " 
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** I have translate Petronius Arlnm, also QnintOialC'^tll^ 
literal rendering into the English of the Memoires of the Sianr dt 
Brant6me/’ 

Oh/’ exclaimed the smithy ** that sounds a lot I anything 
more ? ” 

” Yes/’ I answered : ” I won the High Jump, and Throwing 
the Hammer/’ 

Throwxp’ th’ ’ammer I ” repeated Black George musingly ; 
was it an 3 ^ 1 ung like that theer ? ” and he pointed to a sledge 
near by. 

" Something,” I answered. 

** And you want work ? " 

’ -Ido.” 

*• Tell ’ce what, my fellow, if you can throw that theer ’ammer 
fojcther nor me, then I’ll say, ‘ Done,' and you can name your 
own wages, but if I beat you, and I’m fair sure I can, then you 
must stand up to me for ten minutes, and I’ll give ’ee a good 
trouncin’ to ease my imnd — what d’ye sav ? ” 

After a momentary hesitation, I nodded my head. 

” Done I ” said I. 

” More fool you I ” grinned the smith, and catching up his 
sledge-hammer, be strode out into the road. 

Before ” 7'he Bull ” a small crowd had gathered, all newly 
fome from field or farmyard, for most of them carried rake, oi 
pitchfork, having doubtless been drawn thither by the hellish 
outcry of Black Geoige and n itself. Now I noticed that, while 
they listened to the Ancient, who was holding forth, snuff-box in 
hand, yet every eye was turned towards the smithy, and in every 
eye was exjiectation. At our appearance, however, I thought 
they seemed, one and all, vastly surprised and taken aback, for 
heads were shaken, and glances wandered from the smith and 
myself to the Ancient, and back again. 

” Well, ril be danged I ” exclaimed Job. 

- I knowed it I — I laxowed it 1 ” cried the Ancient, rubbing his 
hands and chuckling. 

” Knowed what, Gaffer ? ” inquired Black George, as we came 

up. 

” Why, I knowed as this young chap would come out a*walkin’ 
’pon hib own two legs, and not like Job, a-rollin’ and a-wallerin* 
in the dust o’ th’ road- -like a hog,” 

” Why, y’see. Gaiter/' began the smith, almost apologetically 
it seemed to me, ” it do come sort o’ nat’ral to heave the likes o* 
Job about a bit —Job’s made for it, y* might say, but this chap’s 
different/’ 
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be, Jarge— so be.K” nodded the Ancient. 

'•jlPhough, mark me, Gaffer, I aren’t nohow in love vd" this 
kp neither — *e gabs too much to suit me, by a long sight 1 "" 

** 'E do that I " chimed in Job, edging nearer ; what I 
sez is, if ’e do get 'is back broke, 'e aren't got nobody to blame but 
'issclf-r^ (Socksure as 'c be/' 

" Job/' said the Ancient, “ hold thee tongue." 

" I sez Vs a cocksure cove," repeated Job doggedly, " an' 
a cocksure cove 'c be, what do *ee think, Jarge ? " 

" Job," returned the smith, " I don't chuck a man into t' 
road and talk wi' him both in the same day." 

In this conversation I bore no part, busying myself in drawing 
out ja wide circle in the dust, a proceeding watched by the others 
with much interest, and not a few wondering comments. 

" What be goin* to du wi' 'ammer, Jarge ? " inqi|ired the 
Ancient. 

" Why," explained the smith, " this chap thinks 'e can throw 
it further nor me." At this there was a general laugh. " If so 
be 'e can," pursued Black George, " then 'e comes to work for 
me at 'is own price, but if I bea^/iai, then 'e must stand up to me 
wi’ 'is fists for ten minutes." 

" Ten minutes! " cried a voice ; " 'c won’t last five — see if 
'e do." 

" Feel sorry for un,’' said a second, " 'e do be so pale as a 
sheet a'ready.” 

" So would you be if you was in 'is shoes ! " chimed in a third ; 
whereat there was a general laugh. 

Indeed, as I looked round the ring of grinning, unresponsive 
faces, it was plain to see that all sympathy was against the 
stranger, as is the Way of bird, beast, fish, but especially man, the 
world over — and I experienced a sudden sense of loneliness which 
was, I think, only natural. Yet, as I put up my hand to loose the 
strap of my knapsack, I encountered another already theri, and, 
turning, beheld Simon the Innkeeper. 

" If it do come to fightin’," he whispered close in my ear, 
" if it do come to fightin', and I'm fair sure it will, keep away as 
much as you can— -you look quick on your pins — ^moreover, 
whatever you do, iSktch 'is right, and when you do see a chance 
to strike, go for 'is chin — little to one side and strike danged 
'ardi" 

",|fany thanks for your friendly advice," said I, with a grate- 
ful nod, and, slipping off my coat, would have handed it to him 
but that the Ancient hobbled up, and taking it from me, folded it 
ost^tatiously across his txm. 
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" Mark my words, Simon/' said he, " this young cfnkp is as 
like what I were at his age as one pea is to another — S 3 ys so, 
and 1 means so." 

" Come," said Black George, at this juncture, " I've work 
waitin' to be done, and my forge fire will be out." 

" I'm quite ready," said I, stepping forward. It was now 
ap'anged that, 'standing alternately within the circle, we should 
each hayfi^ three throws — whoever should make the two best 
throws to win. 

Hereupon, the smith took his place within the circle, hammer 
in hand. 

" Wait," said I, " the advantage usually lies with the last 
thrower, it would be fairer to you were we to toss for it." 

" No," answered Black George, motioning the onlookers to 
stand back, " I've got th' 'ammer, and I'll throw first." 

Now, as probably everyone knows, it is one thing to swing a 
sledge-hammer in the ordinary way but quite another to throw it 
any distance, for there is required, beside the bodily strength, 
a certain amount of knowledge, without which a man is necessarily 
handicapped. Thus, despite opponent's great strength of 
arm, I was fairly sanguine of thl* result. 

Black George took a fresh grip upon the hammer-shaft, 
twirled it lightly above his head, swung it once, twice, tlirice — 
and let it go. 

With a shout, Job, and two or three others, ran down the 
road to mark where it had fallen, and presently returned, pacing 
out the distance. 

" Fifty-nine 1 " they announced. 

" Can 'ee beat that ? " inquired Black George complacently. 

VT think I can," I answered as, taking up the hamnier, I, 
in turn, stepped into the ring. Gripping the shaft firmly, I 
whirled it aloft, and began to swung it swifter and swifter, gaining 
greater impetus every moment, till, like a flash, it flew from my 
grasp. Panting, I watched it rise, rise, rise, and then plunge 
down to earth in a smother of dust. 

" 'E've beat it I " cried the Ancient, flourishing his stick 
excitedly. " Lord love me, 'e've beat it I " 

" Ay, 'e've beat it, sure-ly," said a ma^who carried a rake 
that was for ever getting in everybody's way. 

" An' by a goodish bit tu ! " shouted another. 

" Ah I but Jarge aren't got 'is arm in yet," retorted a third ; 
** Jarge can dp better nor that by a long sight I " But nttw all 
voices were hushed as Job paced up, 

** £ighty-two 1 " he announced* Black George looked hard 
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at me, but, without speaking, stepped sulkily into the ring, 
moistened his palms, looked at me again, and seizing the hammer, 
began to whirl it as he had seen me. Round and round it went, 
faster and faster, till, with a sudden lurch, he hurled it up and 
away. Indeed it was a mighty throw J Straight and strong it 
flew, describing a wide parabola ere it thudded into the toad. 

The excitement now waxed high, many started off to measure 
the distance for themselves, shouting one to another as they went. 
As for the' smith, he stood beside me, whistling, and I saw that the 
twinkle was back in his eyes again. 

•• One hunner and twenty 1 cried half-a-dozen voices. 

“ And a half,*' corrected Job, tlurusting the hammer into my 
hand, and grinning. 

“ Can *ee beat that ? " inquired Black George again. 

Ay, can 'ee beat that ? echoed the crowd. 

It was a marvellous throw I said I, shaking my head* 
And indeed, in my heart I knew I could never hope to equal, 
much less beat, such a mighty cast. I therefore decided on 
strategy, and, with this in mind, proceeded, in a leisurely fashion, 
once more to mark out the circle, which was obliterated in ]>laces, 
to flatten the surface underfoot, tc^ roll up my sleeves, and tighten 
my belt ; in fine, I observed all such precautions as a man might 
be expected to take before some supreme effort. 

At length, having done every tiling I could think of to impress 
this, idea upon the onlookers, I took up the hammer. 

“ Means to do it this time I ” cried the man with the rake, 
knocking off Job's hat in his excitement, as, with a tremendous 
swing, I made my second throw. There was a moment's breath- 
less silence as the hammer hurtled through the air, then, like an 
echo to its fall, came a shout of laughter, for the distance was 
palpably far short of the giant smith's last. A moment later 
Job came pacing up, and announced : 

Eighty-seven ! " Hereupon arose a very babel of veices : 

" You've got un beat a'ready, Jarge 1 ” 

•• Well, I knowed it from the start I ” 

Let un alone," cried Simon, " 'e've got another chance yet." 

Much good it'll do 'im ! " 

" Ah I might as »^1 give in now. and take 'is thrashin' and 
ha’ done wi' it." 

That my ruse had succeeded with the crowd was evident ; 
they — ^to a man — believed I had done my best, and already 
regarded me as hopelessly beaten. My chance of winning 
depended upon whether the smith, deluded into a like belief, 
should content himself with just beating my last throw, for. 
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should 1 m agftin exert his mighty strength to the uttermost* I fdl 
^ that my case was indeed hopeless. ^ 

It was with a beating heart* therefore, that I watched him take 
his place for the last throw. His face wore a confident smile* 
but nevertheless he took up the hammer with such a businesslike 
air that my heart sank, and, feeling a touch upon my arm, I was.^ 
glad to turn away. 

" " I be goin’ to fetch a sponge and water," said Simon. ' 

" A sponge and water I " -.v.; j. 

" Ah I — likewise some vinegar — ^thcer's nothin' like vinegar, 
and remember — the chin, a little to one side preferred." 

" So then you think I shall be beaten ? " 

" Why, I don't say that, but it’s best to be prepared, aren’t 
it now ? " 

And, with a friendly nod, the Innkeeper turned away. In 
that same minute there arose another shout from the crowd as they 
greeted Black George’s last throw, and Job, striding up, an- 
nounced : 

" Ninety-eight 1 " 

Then, while the air still echoed with their plaudits, I stepped 
into the ring, and, catching up#ie hammer, swung it high above 
my head, and, at the full length of my arms, began to wheel it. The 
iron spun faster and faster till, setting my teeth, with the whole 
force of every fibre, every nerve* and muscle of my body, 1 let it fly. 

The blood veas throbbing at my temples and my breath 
coming fast as I watched its curving flight. And now all voices 
were hushed so that the ring of the iron could be plainly heard 
as it struck the hard road, and ail eyes watched Job as he began 
pacing towards us. As he drew nearer I could hear him counting 
to himself, thus : 

" Ninety-one, ninety-two, ninety-three, ninety-four, ninety- 
twe, ninety-six, ninety-seven, ninety-eight, ninety-nine, one 
hundred, one hundred and one, one hundred and two — one 
hundred and two 1 " 

Next moment, as it seemed to me, an inarticulate Ancient 
was desperately trying to force me into my coat, wrong side first, 
and Simon was shaking my band. 

" You tricked me 1 " cried a voice, and ^uping* I found Black 
George confronting me with clenched fists. ' 

" And how did 1 trick you ? " 

" I could ha‘ chucked farther nor that." 

" Then why didn’t you ? " 

" Because I thought you was beat. I say you tricked me." 

" And 1 tell you the match was a fair one from start to finisfi I 
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•• Put Up your hands I '* said the smith, advancing in a 
threatening manner. 

“No," said I, “a bargain is a bargain/' and turning my 
back upon him, I fell to watching the man with the rake, who, 
not content with Job's word, was busily pacing out the distance 
for himself. 

“ Put up your hands 1 “ repeated Black George hoarsely. 

“ For the last time, no,” said 1 over my shoulder. “ Strike 
me if you will,” 1 went on, seeing him raise his fist, “ I shall not 
defend myself, but I tell you this, Black George, the first blow 
you strike will brand you coward, and no honest man.” 

“ Coward, is it ? ” cried he, and, ^^ith the word, had seized 
me in a grip that crushed my flesh, and nigh swung me off my 
feet — " coward is it,” he lepeated. 

“ Yes,” said I, ” none but a coward would attack an urn 
resisting man.” So, loi a full minute we stood thus, staring into 
each other's eyes, and once again 1 saw tiie hairs of his golden 
beard cuil up, and outwaids. 

What would liave been the end I cannot say, but there came 
upon the stillness the sound of flying footsteps, the ciowd was 
burst asunder, and a girl stood before us, a tall, handsome girl 
with raven hair, and gieat flashing black eyes. 

“Oh I — ^you, Jarge, think shame on youi self •'-think shame 
on yourself, Black Jaigc. Look 1 “ she cried, pointing a finger 
at mm, ” look at the great, strong mn — a coward I ” 

I felt tlie smith’s gnp idax, his arm$ dropped to his sides, 
while a docj), icd glow cicpt up his cheeks till it was lost in the 
clustering curls of gleaming, yellow hair. ' 

“Why, Piue ” he began, in a strangely altered voice, 

and stopped. The fire was giuie from his eyes as they rested upon 
her, and he made a movement as though he would have reached 
out liis hand to her, but checked himself. 

“ Why, Prue ” he said ^ain, but choked suddenlji, and 

turning away, strode back towards his forge without another 
word. On he went, looking neither to right nor left, and I thought 
there was sometliing infinitely woe-begone and pitiful in the 
droop of his head. 

Now as I looked from liis forlorn figure to the beautiful, 
flushed face of the girl, I saw her eyes grow wonderfully soft, and 
sweet, and brim over with tears. And, when Black George had 
betaken himself back to his smithy, she also turned, and crossing 
swiftly to the inn, vanished through its open doorway. 

“ She've a fine sperrit, 'ave that darter o' youm, Simon, a fine 
spearit. Oh i a fine sperrit as ever was I ” chuckl^ the Andent. 
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" Prue aren’t afeard o’ Black Jarge — never was,” returned 
Simon ; " she can manage un — alius could, you’ll mind she could 
alius tame Black Jarge wi* a look, Gaiffer.” 

” Ah I she’m a gran’-darter to 1^ proud on be Prue/' nodded 
the Ancient, ” an’ proud I be tu I 

” What,” said I, ” is she your daughter, Simon ? ” 

” Ay, for sure.” 

” And your granddaiighter, Ancient ? ” 

” Ay, that she be, that she be/' 

” W^y then, Simon must be your son/’ 

” Son as ever was ! ” nodded the old man, " and a goodish son^ 
’c be tu — oh, I’ve seen worse.” 

” And now,” added Simon, ” come in, and you shall taste as 
fine a jug of ale as there be in all Kent.” 

” Wait,” said the old man, laying his hand upon my arm. 

” I’ve took to you, young chap, took to you amazin’ — what might 
your name be ? ” 

” Peter,” I answered. 

” A good name, a fine name,” nodded the old man, ” Peter — 
Simon,” said he, glancing from one to the other of us. ” Simon— 
Peter, minds me. o’ the ^sciple of our blessed Lord, it du — a fine 
name be Peter.” 

So Peter I became to liim thenceforth, and to the whole 
village. 


CHAPTER XXVI 

WHEItEIN I LEARN MORE CONCERNING THE GHOST OF THE 
RUINED HUT 

And after the Ancient and Simon and I hnd, very creditably, 
emptied the jug between us, I rose to depart. 

” Peter,” said the Ancient, ” wheer be goin’ ? ” 

” Home I ” said I. 

” And wheer be that ? ” 

” The cottage in the Hollow,” said I, 

” What — ^th’ ’aunted cottage ? ” he cried, staring. 

” Yes,” I nodded ; ” from what I saw of it, I think, with a 
little repairing, it might suit me very well.” 

” But the ghost ? ” cried the old man ; ” have ye forgot the 
ghost ? ” 

^ ” Why, I never heard of a ghost really harming anyone yet*"' 

1 answered. 
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*' Peter/' said Simon quietly, I wouldn't be too sure o* 
that. I wouldn't go a-nigh the place, myself — once is enough 
lOr me/' 

/' Simon," said I. " what do you mean by ' once * ? " 

Now when 1 asked him this, Simon breathed hard, and shuffled 
uneasily in his chair. 

" I mean, Peter, as I've heerd un," lie replied slowly. 

" Heard him ! " I repeated incredulously ; " you ? — are you 
sure ? " 

*' Sure as death, Peter. I've heard un a sliriekin' and 
ajgroanin' to 'isself, same as Gaffer 'as, and lots of others. Why, 
Lord bless 'ee I theer be scarce a man in tliese parts but 'as 
'ccrd un one time or anotlier." 

" Ay — I've 'eerd un, and seen un tu I " croaked the Ancient 
excitedly. “ A gert, tall thing 'e be, wi a 'orn on 'is 'ead, and 
likewise a tail ; some might ha' thought 'twas the Wanderin' 
Man o’ the Koads as I found 'angin' on t’ stapil — some on 'em 
du, but I knowcd better — 1 knuwed 'twere Old Nick 'issdf, all 
tlame, and brimstone, an' wi’ a babby under 'is arm 1 ” 

" A baby ? " I repeated. 

" A babby as ever was," nodded the Ancient. 

" And you say you have heaid it loo, Sinif)n ? " snid 1. 

" Ay," nodded the Innkeeper ; '* I went down into th' 

'Oiler one evenin' — 'bout six months ago, wi’ Black Jiirge, for 
' we 'ad a mind to knock th* owd place to pieces, and get rid o' the 
"^host that way. Well, Jarge ups wi' 'is 'ammer, and down comes 
the rotten old door wi' a crash. Jarge 'ad swung up 'is 'ammer 
for another blow when, all at once, theer comes a scream." Here 
Simon shivered involuntarily, and glanced uneasily over his 
shoulder, and round the room. 

" A scream ? " said I. 

“ Ah ! " nodded Simon, " but 'twere worse nor that.” Here 
he paused agmn, and looking closer at him, 1 was surprise^ to 
see that his broad, strong hands were shaking, and that his brow 
glistened with moisture. 

" What was it like ? " I inquired, struck by this apparent 
weakness in one so hardy and full of health. 

" 'Twere a scream m* a bubble in it," he answered, speaking 
with an effort, " 'twere like somebody shriekin' out wi' 'is throat 
choked up wi' blood. Jarge and me didn't wait for no more — we 
run. And as we run, it follered, gioanin' arter us till we was 
out upon the road, and then it shrieked at us from the bushes, 
Ecod I it do make me cold to talk of it, even now. Jarge left 
'is best slodgc be’ind 'im, and 1 my crowbar, and we never went 

B 
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back for them, nor never shall, no/* Here Simon paused to mop 
the grizzled hair at his temples. " I tell *ee, Peter, that {dace 
aren't fit for no man at night. If so be you’m lookin’ for a bed, my 
chap, thecr’s one you can 'avc at ' The Bull,* ready and willin’.” 

" An’ gratus ! ” added tlie Ancient, tapping his snuff-box. 

” Thank you.” said I, ” both of you, for the offer, but I have 
a strange fancy to hear, and, if possible, see this ghost for mysdf.” 

” Don't ’ee du it,” admonished the Ancient, “ so dark an’ 
lonesome as it be, don’t 'ee du it, Peter.” 

” Why, Ancient,” said I, “it isn't that I doubt your wordl, 
but my mind is set on the adventure. So, if Simon will let me 
have threepenny worth of candles, and some bread and meat — no 
matter what — I'll be off, for I should like to get there before dusk.” 

Nodding gloomily, Simon rose, and went out, whereupon the 
j^cient leaned over and laid a yellow*, clawlike hand upon my arm. 

“ Peter,” said he, “ Peter, I've took to you amazin' — just a 
few inches taller — say a couple — ^an' you’d be the very spit o’ 
what I were at your age — ^the very spit.” 

“ Thaiik you. Ancient ! ” said 1, laying my hand on his. 

“ Now, Peter, ’tw^ould be a hijious thing — a very hijious thing 
if, when I come a-gatherin' w*atcrcress in the marnin’, I should 
find you a-danglin’ on t’ stapil, cold and stiff — like t’ other, or 
lyin’ a corp wi’ your throat cut — ’twould be a hijious — ^hijious 
thing, Peter, but oh 1 ’twould mak' a fine story in the tellin’.” 

In a little while Simon returned with the candles, a tinder-box, 
and a parcel of bread and meat, for which he gloomily but per- 
sistently refused payment. Last of all he produced a small, 
brass-bound pistol, which he insisted on my taking. 

” Not as it’ll be much use agin’ a gljost,” said he with a 
gloomy shake of the head, “ but a pistol’s a comfortable thing 
to ’ave in a lonely place — ’specially if that place be very dark.” 
Which last, if something illogical, may be none the less true. 

So, having shaken each by the hand, I bade them “ Good- 
night,” and set off along the darkening road. 


CHAPTER XXVIl 

WHICH TELtS HOW AND IN WHAT MANNER I SAW THE GHOST 

Now, as I went, my mind was greatly fexerdsed as to a feadble 
explanation of what I had just heard. That a man so old as the 
Ancient should “ see things^* 1 could readily bdieve, by reason 
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of his years, for great age is often subject to such hallucinations* 
but with Simon, a man in the prime of his life, it was a different 
matter altogether. That he had been absolutely sincere in his 
story I had read in hiia dilating eye and the involuntary shiver 
that had passed over liim while he spoke. Here indeed, though I 
scouted all idea of supernatural agency, there lay a mystery that 
piqued my curiosity not a little. 

Ghosts I — pshaw 1 what being endowed with a reasoning 
mind could allow himself to think, let alone believe in, such folly ? 
— ^ghosts — fiddle-de-dee, sir I 

Yet here, and all at once, like an enemy from the dark, old 
stories leaped at and scnzed me by the tliroat : old tales of spectres 
grim and bloody, of goblins, and haunted liouses from wliose dim 
desolation strange sounds w«>uld come ; talcs long since heard, 
and forgot—till now. 

Ghosts !— -why, il‘c road was full of them, they crowded upon 
my heels, they peered over my bluuiMeis, I felt tiiem brush my 
elbows, and heard them git)bering at me from the shadows. 

And the sun was setting already 1 
^ Ghosts ! And why not ' There are more things in heaven 
and earth than are dnMinerl of in your pliilosophy/ 

Involuntarily I hastened my steps, but the sun had set ere 
I reached the Holjow. Yes. the sun had set, and the great basin, 
below me, was already biixnful of shadows which, as 1 watched, 
seemed to assume shapes-- vast, nebulous, and constantly chang- 
ing— down there amid the purple gloom of the trees. Indeed, 
it looked an unholy place in the half light, a pit framed for 
murders, and the safe hiding of tc'll taie corpses, the very haunt 
of horrid goblins and specties, grim and ghastly. 

So evilly did the place impicss me that it needed an effort 
of will ere I could bring m>sell to dcsa’iul the piecipitous slope. 
Bats flitted to and fro acjoss my path, now and then, emitting 
their sharp, nccdlelike note, while, from somewhere in the dimness 
beyond, an owl hooted. 

By the time I reached the cottage it had fallen quite dark, here 
in the Hollow, though the light still lingei(*d in the world above, 
so I took out my tinder-box, and one of tJie candles, which, after 
several failures, I succeeded in hgliting, and, stepping into the 
cottage began to look about ine. 

The place was small, aS I think 1 have beloje said, and com- 
prised two rooms shut off from each other by a strong partition 
with a door midway. Lifting the candle, I glanced at the staple 
on which the builder of the cottage had choked out his life so many 
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years ago, and, calling to mind the Ancient’s fierce desire to out- 
last it, I even reached up my hand and gave it a shake ; but, 
despite the rust of years, the iion felt as strong and rigid as ever, 
so that it seemed the old man's innocent wish must go unsatisfied 
after all. Tlie second room appeared much the same size as the 
first, and like it in all respects, till, looking upwards, I noticed a 
square trap door in a corner, while underneath, against the wall, 
hung a rough ladder. This I proceeded to lift dowm, and mount- 
ing, cautiously lilted tlie trap. Holding the candle above my 
head to survey this chamber, or rather garret, the first object 
my eye encountered was a small tin pannikin, and beyond that 
a stone jar, or demijohn. Upon closer inspection I found tliis 
last to be nearly full of water quite sweet and fresh to the taste, 
which, of itself, was iSufhcient evidence that someone had been 
here very lately. I now observed a bundle of hay in one corner, 
which had clearly served for a bt d, beside whicli were a cracked 
mug, a tin plate, a pair of shoes, and an object 1 took to be part 
of a flute or wind instrument of some kind. But what particularly 
excited my interest were the shoes, which had evidently seen long 
and hard service, for they were much worn, and had been roughly 
patched here and there. Very big they were, and somewhat 
clumsy, thick*soled, and square of toe, and with a pair of enormous 
silver buckles. 

These evidences led me to believe that whoever had been here 
before was likely to return, and, not doubting that tliis must 
be he who had played the part of ghost so well, I detennined to 
be ready for him. 

So, leaving all things as I found them, I descended, and having 
dosed the trap, hung up the ladder as 1 had found it. 

In the first of the rooms there was a rough fireplace built into 
one corner, and as tlie air struck somewhat damp and chill, I 
went out and gathered a quantity of twigs and dry wood, and had 
soon built a cliccrful, crackling tire. 1 now set about collecting 
armfuls of dry leaves, which I piled against the wall for a bed. 
By the time this was completed to my satisfaction the moon was 
peeping above the tree-tops, filling the Hollow with far-flung 
shadows. 

I now lay down upon my leafy couch, and fell to watching 
the fire, and listening to the small, soft song of the brook outside. 
In the opposite wall was a window, the glass of which was long 
since gone, tlirough which 1 could see a square of sky, and the 
glittering belt of Orion. My eyes wandered from this to the 
glow of the fire many times, but gradually my head grew heavier 
aud heavier, until, at length, the stars "became confused with the 
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winking sparks upon the hearth, and the last that I remember 
was that the cracldc of the fire sounded strangely like the voice of 
the Ancient croaking : 

A hijious thing. Peter, a hijious thing I ” 

I must have slept for an hour, or nearer two (for the room 
was dark, save for a few glowing embers on the hearth, and the 
faint light of the stars at the window), when I suddenly sat bolt 
upright, with every tingling nerve strainirjg as if to catch some- 
thing which had, but that very moment, eluded me. I was yet 
wondering what this could be, wOien, from somewhere close out- 
side the cottage, there rose a sudden cr}^ — hideous and appalling 
— a long-drawn-out, bubbling scream (no other words can describe 
it), that died slowly down to a wail only to rise again higher and 
higher, till it seemed to pierce my ver}^ brain. Then all at once 
it was gone and silence r ushed in upon me — a silence fraught with 
fear and horror unimaginable. 

I lay rigid, the blood in my veins jumping with every throb 
of my heart till it seemed to shake me from head to foot. And 
then the cry Ix’gan again, deep and hoarse at first, but rising, 
rising until the air thrilled with a scream such as no earthly lips 
could utter. 

Now the light at the window grew stronger and stronger, and, 
all at once, a feeble shaft of moonlight crept across the floor. 
1 was watching this most w’elcome beam when it was again 
obscured by a something, indefinable at first, but which I gradually 
made out to be very like a human head peering in at me, but, 
if this was so, it seemed a head hideously mis-shapen — and 
there — sure enough, rising from the brow, was a long, pointed 
horn. 

As I lay motionless, staring at this thing, my hand, by some 
most f(»rtunate chance, encouiitei ed the pistol in my pocket ; 
and, from the ^'er3' depths of my soul, I poured benedictions upon 
the honest head of Simon the Innkeeper, for its very contact 
seemed to restore my beniinilx'd faculties ; with a single bound 
1 was upon my feet, and had the weapon levelled at the window. 

“ Speak ! said I, “ speak, or Til shoot." There was a 
momAit of tingling suspense, and then : 

^ " Oh man, dinna do that ! " said a voice. 

“ Then come in and show yourself ! " 

Herewith the head incontinent disappeared, there was the 
sound of a heavy step, and a tall figure loomed in the doorway. 

" Wait i " said I, as, fumbling about, I presently found tinder- 
bpx, and c^.ndle, having lighted which I turned, and beheld a 
man — an exceedingly taU man, clad in the full habit of a Scottish 
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Highlands. By his side hung a long, straight, basket-hilted 
sword, beneath one arm he carried a ba^ipe, while upon his head 
was — ^not a horn — ^but a Scots bonnet with a long eagle’s feather, 
" Oh, man,” said he, eyeing me with a somewhat wry smile, 
•• I'm juist thinkin' ye're no' afear'd o' bogles, whateffer I ” 


CHAPTER XXVIII 

TTII*. HIGHLAND PIPER 

” Who are you ? ” said I, id no very gentle tone. 

” Donal's my name, sir, an' if ye had an e'e for the tartan, 
ye'd ken I was a Stuart.” 

” And what do you want here, Donald Stuart ? ” 

'* The verra question she’d be askin' ye’sel’ — wha' gars ye 
tae come gowkin' an* sj)ierin' about here at sic an hour ? ” 

” It is my intention to live here, for the future,” said I. 

Hoot toot I ye’ll be no m canin’ it ? ” 

” Hut I do mean it,” said I. 

” Eh, man ! but ye maun ken the place is no canny, wliat wi' 

pixies, an' warlocks, an' kelpies, forbye ” 

” Indeed, they told me it was haunted, but I determined to 
see for myself,” 

” Weel ? ” 

” Well, 1 am glad to find it haunted by nothing worse than a 
wandering Scots piper.” 

The Highlander smiled his wry smile, and taking out a snuff- 
box, inhaled a pinch, regarding me the while. 

” Ye're the first as ever stayed — after they'd heard the first 
bit squeakie, tae find out if 'twere a real bogle or no.” 

” Put how in the world did you make such awful sounds ? ” 

” I'm thinkin’ it’s the bit squeakie ye'll be meanin' ? ” he 
inquired. 

” Yes ; how did you do it ? ” 

” Oh, it's juist the pipes I ” he answered, patting them 
affectionately, ” will I show ye the noo ? ” 

” Pray do,” said I. Hereupon he set the mouthpiece to his 
lips, inflated the bag, stopped the vents with his &igers, and, 
immediately, the air vibrated with the bubbling scream I have 
already attempted to describe. 

” Oh, man 1 ” he exclaimed, laying the still groaning instru* 
roent gently aside, ” oh, man I is it no juist won'erful ? ” 
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** But what haa been vour object fn terrifyiiig people oiit of 
thcdr wits in this manner If ** 

•• Sir, it's a' on account o* the snuff/* 

Snuff I I repeated. 

Juist that I he nodded. 

•' Snuff/’ said I again ; *' what do you mean ? ” 

The Piper smiled again— a slow smile, that seemingly dawned 
only to vanish again ; it .was, indeed, if I may so express it, a 
gi ave and solemn smile, and his nearest approach to mirth, for 
not once in the days which followed did I ever see him give vent 
to a laugh. I here ?dso take the opportunity to say that I have 
greatly modified liis speech in the writing, for it was so broad 
that I had much ado to grasp his meaning at times. 

The Piper smiled, then, and, unwindiiig tlie plaid from his 
shoulder, spread it upon the floor, and sat down. 

" Yc maun ken,'* he began, " that T hae rnurklu love for the 
snuff, an' snuff is unco exp< n.>eevc in these paits." 

” Well ? ” said 1 . 

” Ye maun ken, in the second place, that ma hi ither Alan 
canna* abide the sniiff/' 

" Your brother Alan ! " said T woncltTing. 

” Ma brither Alan," he nodded giavely. 

” But what of him, what has he to do with " 

Man, bide a wee. I'm coinin' tac that." 

” Go on, then," said I, " I'm li^^toning." 

“ Weel, I'd hae ye tae ken I'm a braw', bonnie piper, an’ ma 
brither Alan, he's a bonnie pipt r too — no sic a fair gidurid piper 
a-, me, bein’ somewhat uncertain wi' his ' w-arblers,' ye ken, but 
d bonnie piper, whateffer. Aweel, mebbe a 3'ear s\me, I fell in 
love wi' a l^sie, which wad lia' bv’en a' richt if ma brither Alan 
liddna' fallen in love wi’ her too, so that she, puir lassie, didna' 
kc n which tae tak’. ’ Donal',' says Alan, ‘ can 3’e no love aiiithcr 
lassie ; she can no marry the twa o' us, that's sure I ‘ Then, 
Alan,’ says I, ‘ we'll juist play for her.’ Wiich I think yell own 
was a graund idee, only the lassie couldna’ juist mak' up her mind 
;^vhich o' us piped the best. So the* end of it was we agreed, ma 
brither Alan an' I, to pipe oor way through England for a year, an' 
the man wha came bark wi' the maibt sillei sliould wed the lassie." 

" And a very fair proposal." said I, " but " 

" Wheest, man I juist hcie’s where we come to the snuff, 
for, look ye, every time I Ixnight a paper o' snuff I minded me 
that ma brither Alan, not takkin' it hila^€lt, was so much siller 
tae the gude — ^an' — oh, man I it used tae gneve me sair — till* 
one day, I lighted on this bit hoosie/’ 
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“ WeU ? ” said I. 

What, d'ye no see it ? " 

No, indeed," I answered. 

" Eh, man I ma brither Alan doesna" buy the snuff, but he 
must hac a roof tae shelter him an' a bed tae lie in o' nights, an' 
pay for it too, ye ken, fourpence, or a bawbee, or a shillin’, as the 
case may be, whiles here I hae baitli for the takkin'. An', oh, 
man I many's the nicht I've slept the sweeter for thinkin' o' 
that saxpence or shillin' that Alan's a-partin' wi' for a bed little 
better than mine. &), wishfu* tae keep this bit hoosie tae mysel' 
— seein' 'twas haunted as they ca' it — I juist kep’ up the illusion 
on account o' trampers, wanderin' gypsies, an' sic-like dirty tykes. 
Eh ! but 'twas fair graund tae see 'em rinnin' awa' as if the de'il 
were after them, spierin', back o'er their shoulders, an' a' by 
reason of a bit squeakie o' the pipes, here. An' so, sir, ye hae it." 

I now proceeded to build and relight the fire, during which 
the Scot drew a packet of bread and cheese from his sporran, 
together with a flask which, having uncorked, he held out to me 
with the one word, " Whuskey 1 " 

** Thank you, Donald, but I rarely drink anything stronger 
than ale," said I. 

" Aweel ! " said he, " if ye winna', ye winna', an' there's but 
a wee drai)pie left, tae be sure." Wljercupoii, .ifter two or three 
generous gulps, he addressed hinistdl to his bread and cheese, 
and I, following his example, took out tlie edibles Simon had 
provided. 

" An' ye're minded tae bide here, ye tell me ? " he inquired 
after a while. 

" Yes," I nodded, " but that need not interfere with you — 
two can live here as easily as or.c, and, now that I have had a 
good look at you, I think we might get along very well togctlicr." 

" Sir," said he solemnly, " my race is royal — I am a Stuart — 
heie's a Stum t’s hand," and he reached out his hand to me across 
the h'earth with a gesture that was lull of a reposeful dignity. 
Indeed, 1 never reincinber to have seen Donald anything but 
dignifi(‘d. 

" How do you find life in these parts ? " I inquired. 

" Indeefferent, sir — vera indeefferent I Tae be sure, at fairs 
an' sic-like I've often had as much as ten shillin' in ma bonnet 
at a time ; but it's juist the kilties that draw 'em — tliey hae no 
real love for the pipes, whateffer 1 A rantin' reel pleases 'em 
well eneugh, but eh 1 they hae no hankerin' for the gude music." 

" That is a question open to argument, Donald," said 1 ; 
•‘can anyone play real music on a bagpipe, think you ? " 
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Sir/' returned the Scot, setting down the empty flask and 
frowning darkly at the fire, "the pipes is the king of a' instruments^ 
'tis the sweetest, the truest, the oldest, whateffer I " 

True, it is very old," said I thoughtfully ; " it was knovu, 
I believe, to the Greeks, and we find mention of it in the Latin 
as : ' tibia utricularia,' Suetonius tells us that Nero promised 
to appear publicly as a bagpiper. Then, too, Chaucer's Miller 
played a bagpipe, and Shakespeare frequently mentions the * drone 
of a Lincolnshire Bagpipe/ Yes, it is certainly a very old, and, 
1 think, a very barbarous instrument." 

" Hoot toot f the man talks like a muckle fule," said Donal', 
nodding to the fire. 

" For instance," I continued, " there can be no comparison 
between a bagpipe and a — fiddle, say." 

" A fiddle I " exclaimed Donal' in accents of withering scorn, 
and still addressing the fire. " Ye can juist tell him tae gan^ 
tae the de'il wi' his fiddle." 

" Music is, I take it, the expression of one's mood or thought, 
a dream translated into sound," said I thoughtfully, " there- 
fore " 

" Hae ye ever heard the pipes ? " 

" Why, yes, but long ago." 

" Then," said Donal', " ye shall juist bear 'em again." So 
saying, he wiped his mouth, took up his instrument, and began 
fch wly inflating it. 

Then, all at once, from drones and chanter there rushed forth 
such a flood of melody as seemed to sweep me away upon its tide. 

First I seemed to hear a roar of wind through desolate glens, 
a moan of trees, and a rush of sounding waters ; yet softly, 
softly there rises above the flood of sound a little rippling melody 
which comes, and goes, and comes again, growing ever sweeter 
with repetition. And now the roar of wind is changed to the swing 
of marching feet, the tread of a mighty host whose step is strong 
and free ; and lo ! they are singing, as they march, and the song 
is bold and wild, wild, wild. Again and again, beneath the song, 
beneath the rhythm of marching feet, the melody rises, very sweet 
but infinitely sad, like a silver pipe or an angel's Vince tremulous 
with tears. Once again the theme changes, and it is battle, 
and death, sudden, and sharp ; there is the rush and shock of 
charging ranks, and the surge and tumult of conflict, above 
whose thunder, loud and clear and shrill, like some battle-cr3% the 
meWy swells, one moment triumphant, and tlienext islost again. 

But now the thunder rolls aw-’ay, distant and more distant — 
the, day is lost, and won ; but, sudden and clear, the melody 
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rings out once more, fuller now, richer, and complete, the sflvef 
pipe has become a golden trumpet. And yet, what sorrow, what 
anguish unspeakable rings through it, the weeping and wailing 
of a nation 1 So the melody sinks slowly, to die away in one 
long-drawn., minor note, and Donal* is looking across at me with 
his grave smile, and I will admit both his face and figure are sadly 
blurred. 

“ Donald/' said I, after a little, Donald, I will never speak 
against the pipes again, they are indeed the king of all instruments 
— ^played as you play them." 

" Ou ay, I'm a bonnie piper. I'll no deny it ! ” he answered. 
" I'm glad ye like it, for, Sassenach though ye be, it proves ye 
iiae the music. Tis a bit pibroch I made tae Wullie Wallace — 
him as the damned Sassenach murdered — black be their fa'. 
Awecl ! 'twas done afore your time or mine — so — ^gude-nicht 
tae ye, Southeron I " saying which he rose, saluted me stifl3y, 
and stalked majestically to ^d. 


CHAPTER XXIX 

HOW BLACK GEORGE AND I SHOOK HANDS 

The world was full of sunshine, the blithe song of birds, and the 
sweet, pure breath of waldng flowers as I rose next morning, and 
coming to the stream, threw myself down beside it and plunged 
my hands and arms and head into the limpid water whose contact 
seemed to fill me with a wondrous gladness in keeping with the 
world about me. 

In a little while I rose, with the water dripping from me, and 
having made shift to 6ry myself upon my neckcloth, nothing else 
being available, returned to the cottage. 

Above my head I could hear a gentle sotmd rising and falling 
with a rhythmic measure, that told me DonaT stiU slept ; so, 
clapping on my hat and coat, I started out. to my first day's work 
nt the forge, breakfastless, for the good and sufficient reason that 
there was none to be had, but full of the glad pure beauty of the 
paoming ; and I bethought me of the old Psalmist's deathle^ 
words : '' Though sorrow endure for a night, yet joy cometh in 
the morning " — (brave, true words which sh^ go ringing down 
the ages to bear hope and consolation to many a wearied^ troubl^ 
soul) ; for now as I climbed the steep path where bats bad hovered 
Sast night and turned to look back at the pit which had seeflled 
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a place of hon'OiS^behold I it wai^N:dme a very paradise' of 
quivering green^ spwgled with mynOT jewels where the dew yet 
clung, ■ 

Indeed, if any man would ejqperience the full ecstasy of being 
alive — ^the joi de vivre as the French have it — ^let him go out into 
the early morning, when the sun is young, and look about him 
with a seeing eye. 

So, in a little while, with tlie golden song of a blackbird in 
my ears, I turned village-wards, very hungry, yet, therewithal, 
content. 

Long before I reached the smithy I could hear the ring of 
Black forge's hammer, though the village was not yet astir, 
and it was with some trepidation as to my reception that I 
approached the open doorway. 

Tliere lit stood, busy at his anvil, goodly to look upon in his 
bare-armed might, and with the sun shilling in his yellow hair, 
a veritable son of Anak. He miglit have been some hero, or 
demigod come back from that dim age when angels wooed the 
daughters of men, rallier tlian a village blacksmith, and a very 
sull^ one at that ; for though he must have been aware of my 
presence, he never glanced up or gave the slightest sign of welcome, 
or the reverse. 

Now, as I watched I noticed a certain slowness — o, heaviness 
in all his movements, together with a listless, slipshod air which, 
I judged was very foreign to him ; moreover, as he- worked, I 
. thought he hung his head lower than was quite necessary. 

“ George I ” George went on hammering. George I ” said 
I again. He raised tlie hammer for another stroke, hesitated, 
then hfted his head with a jerk, and immediately I knew why he 
had avoided my eye. 

What do 'ee want wi' me ? " 

have come, for two reasons.” said I ; ‘^one is to begin 
work ” 

“ Then ye*d best go away again,” he broke in, ” ye'll get no 
work here.” 

“ And the second,” I went on, ” is to offer you my hand. Will 
you take it, George, and let bygones be bygones ? ” 

" No,” he burst out vehemently — ” No, I tell 'ee. Ye think 
to come 'ere an' crow o'er me, because ye beat me, by a trick, and 
because ye heerd — ^her — ” His voice broke, and, dropping his 
hammer, he turned his back upon me. “Called me ‘coward 'I 
she did,” he went on after a little while, ” you heerd her — ^they 
an heerd her I I've been a danged fule I ” he said, more as if 
speaking his thoughts aloud — ^than addiessing me, ” but a man 
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can't help lovin' a lass— like Prue, and when 'e loves 'c can't 
'elp hopin', I've hoped these three years an' more, and last 
night — she called me — coward." Something bright and glistening 
splashed down upon the anvil, and there ensued ^ silence broken 
only by the piping of the birds and the stirring of the leaves 
outside. 

“ A fule I be ! " said Black George at last, shaking his head, 
'' no kind o* man for the likes o' her — ^too big I be — and rough. 
And yet — ^if she'd only given me the chance I " 

Again there fell a silence wherein, mingled v^ith the bird- 
chorus, came the tap, tapping of a stick upon the hard road, and 
the sound of approaching footsteps, whereupon George seized 
the handle of the bellows and fell to blowing the fire vigorously ; 
yet once I saw him draw the back of his hand across his eyes with 
a quick, furtive gesture. A moment after, the Ancient appeared, 
a quaint, befrocked figure, framed in the yawning doorway and 
backed by the glory of the morning. He stood awhile to lean 
upon his stick, and peer about, his old eyes still dazzled by the 
sunlight he had just left, owing to which he failed to see me where 
I sat in the shadow of tlje forge. 

** Mamin', Jarge ! " said he, with his quick, bright nod. Tlie 
smith's scowl was blacker and his deep voice gruffer than usual 
as he retum<‘d the gic:(‘ting ; but the old man seemed to heed it 
not at all, but taking his snuff-box from tlie lining of his tall, 
broad-brimmed hat (its usual abiding place), he opened it, with 
his most important air. 

“ Jarge," said he, " I'm tliiiikin’ ye'd better tak' Job back to 
strike for ye again if you'in goin' to mend 1' owd screen." 

" What d’ye mean ? ” growled Black George. 

" Because," continued the old man, gathering a pinch of snuff 
with great deliberation, “ because, Jarge, the young feller as 
beat ye at tlie throwin' — 'im as was to 'ave worked for ye at 'is 
own price — be dead." 

" W'hat I " cried Black George, starting. 

Dead ! " nodded the old man, " a corp' 'c be — eh ! such a 
fine, promisin' young chap, an' now — a corp’." Here the Ancient 
nodded solemnly again, three times, and inhaled his pinch of 
spuff with great apparent zest and enjoyment. 

"Why " began the amazed George, "what " and 

broke off to stare, open-mouthed. 

" Last night, as ever was," continued the old man, " 'e went 
down to th' 'aunted cottage — 'tweren't no manner o' use tryin' 
to turn 'im — ^no, not if I'd gone down to 'im on tny marrer 
lx)ne» — 'e were that set on it— so off he goe^i^ 'bout sundown, to 
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sleep in th' "aunted cottage — I knows, Jarge, ’cause I follered un, 

an ’ seen for myself ; so now I'm a-goin' down to find 'is corp' " 

He had reached thus far, when his eye, accustomed to the 
shadows, chancing to meet mine, he uttered a gasp, and stood 
staring at me with dropped jaw. 

" Peter I " he stammered at last. " Peter — be that you, 
Peter ? " 

‘‘ To be sure it is/' said I 
" Bean't ye — dead, then " 

" I never felt more lull of hiv, ' 

** But ye slep' in th' 'aunted cottage last night/* 

“ Yes." 

But — but — tlie ghost, Peter ? " 

" Is a wandering Scotsman/' 

Why then I can't go down and find ye corp' arter all ? ** 

'* 1 fear not. Ancient." 

The old man slowly closed his snuff-box, shaking his head aa 
he did so. 

" Ah, well I 1 won't blame ye, P(‘tcr," said he magnanimously ; 

" it bean't your fault, lad, no— but wliat's come to the ghost I " 

" The ghost," I answered, " is nothing more dreadful tiian a 
wandering Scotsman ! " 

" Scotsman ! " exclaimed the Ancient sharply. " Scots- 
man I " 

" Yes, Ancient." 

You'm mazed, Peter — ^ah ! mazed ye be I — ^what, aren't 1 
Leered un moanin' an' groanin' to isself — ah I an' twitterin' tu ? " 

" As to that," said I, " those shrieks and howls he made with 
his bagpipe, very easy for a skilled player such as he." 

Someone was drawing water from a well across the road, for 
I heard the rattle of the bucket, and the creak of the winch, in 
the pause which now ensued, during which the Ancient, propped 
upon his stick, surveyed me with an expression that was not 
exactly anger, nor contempt, nor sorrow, and yet something of 
all three. At length he sighed, and sh(>ok his head at me mourn- 
fully. 

" Peter," said he, " Peter, I didn't think as you'd try to tak' 
'vantage of a old man wi' a tale the like o' that — such a very, very 
old man, Peter — such a old, old man I " 

" But I assure you, it's the truth," said I earnestly. 

" Peter, I seen ^otchmen afore now," said he, with a reproach- 
ful look, " ah I that I 'ave, many's the time, an' Scotchmen don't 
go about wi' tails, nor yet wi' 'oms on their 'eads — leastways 
I've never seen one as did. An', Peter, I know what a bagpipe 
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* is, Vvt heerd *cm often an* often— squeak they do, a 

squeak bcan*t a scream, Peter, nor yet a groan — no/* Having 
delivered himself of which, the Ancient shook his head at me again, 
and, turning his back, hobbled away. 

When I turned to look at George it was to find him regarding 
me with a strange expression. 

“ Sir," said he ponderously, " did you sleep in th' 'aunted 
cottage last night ? " 

" Yes, though, as I have tried to explain, and unsuccessfully it 
seems, it is haunted by nothing more alarming than a Scots Piper." 

" Sir," said George in tlie same slow, lieavy way, " I couldn't 
go a-nigh the place myself — 'specially arter dark — I'd be — ^ah I 
I'd be afeard to I I did go once, and then not alone, and I ran 
away. Sir, yoii'm a better man nor me — ^you done what I dnrstn't 
do. Sir, if so be as you'm in the same mind about it — I should 
like to — ^to shake your hand." 

So there, across tlie anvil wliich was to link our lives together 
thenceforth, Black George and I clasped hands, looking into each 
other's eyes. 

" George," said I at last, " I've had no breakfast." 

" Nor 1 ! " said George. 

" And I'm mightily hungry I " 

" So am I," said George. 

" Then come, and let us eat," and I turned to the door. 

" Why, so we will — but not at — ‘ The Bull ' — she be thecr. 
Come to my cottage, it be close by — tliat is, if you care to, sir ? " 

" With all njy heart ! " said I, " and my name is — Peter." 

" What do you say to 'am and eggs — Peter ? " 

*• Ham and eggs will be most excellent I " said 1. 


CHAPTER XXX 

WHICH I FORSWEAR MYSELF AND AM ACCUSED OF POSSESSIBFO 
THE " EVIL EYE " 

Smithing is a sturdy, albeit a very black art ; yet its black is a 
good, Jioiicst black, very easily w^ashed off, which is more than 
can be said for a many other trades, arts, and professions. 

Yes, a fine, free, manly art is smithing, and those who labour 
at the forge would seem, necessarily, to reflect these virtues. 

Since old Tubal Cain first taught man how to work in brass 
and iron, who ever heard of a sneaking, mean-spirited, cowardly 
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&Cowtte Fourth Dimension, mcthinks, or the carcass of a d^i^ ' 
donkey. 

Your true blacksmith is usually a strong man, something bowed 
of shoulder, perhaps ; a man slow of speech, bold of eye, kindly 
of thought, and, lastly— simple-hearted. 

Riches, Genius, Power— all are fair things ; yet Riches is 
never satisfied, Power is ever upon the wing, and when was 
Genius ever happy ? But, as for this divine gift of Simpleness^ 
of Heart, who shall say it is not the best of all ? 

Black George himself was no exception to his kind ; what^ 
wonder was it, then, that, as the days lengthened into weeks, 
rny liking for him ripened into friendship ? 

To us, sometimes lonely, voyagers upon this Broad Highway 
of life, journeying on, perchance throiigli d(?solate places, yet 
hoping and dreaming ever of a glorious beyond, how sweet and 
how blessed a thing it is to meet some fellow wayfarer, and find 
in him a friend, honest, and loyal, and brave, to walk with us 
in the sun, whose voice may comfort us in the shadow, whose 
band is stretched out to us in the difficult places to aid us, or be 
aided. Indeed, I say again, it is a blessed thing, for thougli the 
way is sometimes very lung, such meetings and friendships be 
very few and far between. 

So, as I say, there came such friendship between Black George 
and myself, and I found him a man, stnmg, simple and lovabie, 
and as such I honom him to this day. 

The Ancient, on the contrary, seemed to have set me in his 
** black books ; he would no longer sit with me, over a tankard, 
outside The Bull,” of an evening, nor look in at the forge, with 
a cheery nod and word, as iiacl been his wont ; he seemed rather 
to shun my socie ty, and, if I oiu meet him by chance, would treat 
me with the frigid dignity oi a Grand Seigneur. Indeed, the 
haughtiest duke that ever rolled in his chariot is fiir less proud 
than your plain English rusm , and far less difficult to propitiate. 
Thus, though I had once had the temerity to question him as to 
his altered treatment of me, the once had sufficed. He was 
sitting, 1 remember, on the bench before “ The Bull,” his hands 
crossed upon his stick and liis chin resting upon his liands. 

” Peter,” he had answered, regarding me with a terrible eye, 

" Peter, I be disappointed in ye I” Hereupon rising, he had 
rapped loudly upon his snuff-box and hobbled stillly away. 
And that ended the matter, so far as I was concerned, though, to 
be Sure, Simon had interceded in my behalf, though with no bet+er 
success, and thus I was still left wondering. 
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^Qne day, however, as Ceorge and I were hard at work 1 becamii 
aware of someone standing in the doorway, behind me, but, at 
first, paid no heed (for it was become the custom for folk to come 
to look at the man who lived all alone in the haunted cottage), 
so, as I say, I worked on heedlessly. 

" Peter ? ” said a voice at last and, turning, I beheld the old 
man leaning upon his stick and regarding me beneath his lowered 
brows. 

Wliy, Ancient I ’* I exclaimed, and held out my hand. But 
he checked rne with a gesture, and fumblingly took out his 
snuff-box. 

Peter," said he, fixing me with his eye, " were it a Scotchman 
or were it not ? 

" Why, to be sure it was,^* I aiisw^ered, ** a Scotch piper, as I 
told you, and " 

" Peter," said the Ancieni, tapping his snuff-box, " it weren't 
no ghost, then — ay or no." 

" No," said I, " nothing but a " 

" Pc'-ter I " said the Ancient, nodding solemnly, " Peter, I 
*atcs ye I " and, turning sharp about, he toltered away upon hii 
stick. 

" So — ^that’s it I " said I, staring after the old man's retreating 
figure. 

" Wljy, ye see." said George, somewhat diffidently, "ye see, 
Peter, Gafer be so old ! — ^and all 'is friends be dead, and he've 
come to look on tliis 'ere ghost as belongin' to 'im a'niost. I/>ves 
to sit an' tell about it, 'e do, it be all 'e've got left to live for, as 
ye might say, and now you've been and gone and said as theer 
bean't no ghost arter all, d'ye set ? " 

" Ah yes, I see," I nodded, " I sec. But you don't still 
believe in this ghost, do you, George ? " 

" N-o-o-o — ^not 'xactly," answered George, hesitating upon the 
word, " can't say as I believe 'xactly, and yet. Lord 1 'ow should 
I know ? " 

" Then you do still believe in the ghost ? " 

" Why, y'see, Peter, we do know as a man 'ung 'isself theer, 
'cause Gaffer found un — likewise I've heerd it scream — but as 
for believin' in it, since you say contrarywise — why, 'ow should I 
know ? " 

" But why should I deny it, George — ^why should I tell you 

all of a Scotchman ? " 

" Why, y'see, Peter," said George, in liis heavy way, * you be 
fuch a strange sort o' chap I " 

'' George." said I, " let us get back to work/' 



Yet, in a little while, I set aside the hammer, and turned 
to the door. 

“ Peter, wheer be goin*^? 

To try and make my peace with the Ancient/' I answered, 
and forthwith crossed the road to “ The Bull/', But with my 
foot on the step I paused, arrested by tlie sound of voices ard 
laughter within the tap, and, loudest of aU, was the voice of the 
pseudo blacksmith. Job. 

If I were only a bit younger 1 " the Ancient was saying. 
Now, peeping in through the casement, a glance at his dejected 
attitude, and the blatant bearing of the others, explained to me 
the situation then and there. 

" Ah I but you ain't," retorted old Amos, " you'm a old, old 
man an' gettin' older wi' every tick o' the clock, you be, an' 
gettin' mazcd'like wi' years/' 

“ Haw 1 haw ! " Irni.ehed Job and the five or six others, 

“ Oh, you — Job 1 if my b'y Sim‘>n was 'ere 'e'd pitch 'ee out 
into the road, so 'e would — ^same as Black Jarge done," quavered 
the Ancient. 

** P'r'aps, Gaffer, p’r'aps I " returnod Job, but I sez again, 
I believe what Peter sez, an' I don't i>elicve there never was no 
ghost at all." 

" Ay lad, but 1 tell \ e tlieer was-- 1 seed un I " cried the old 
man eagerly, " seed un wi' the>e iwo eyes, many's the time. 
You, Joel Arnos — ^you've 'eerd un a-in(xtnin' an' a-groanin' — 
you believe as I seed un, don't 'ee now -come ? " 

" He I he I " chuckled Old Amos, " 1 don't know if I du. 
Gaffer — ye sec you'm gettin' that old " 

" But 1 did — I did — oh, you chaps, 1 tell 'ee I did ! " 

You'm gettin' old, Gafer," re[)eated Amos, dwelling upon 
the theme with great unction, very, very oki " 

" But so strong as a buU, I be I " added the Ancient, trying 
manfully to steady the quaver in his voice. 

'' Haw I haw 1 " laughed Job and the others, while Old Amos 
chuckled shrilly again. 

But I tell 'ee I did see un, I — I see'd un plain as plain,'* 
quavered the Ancient, in sudden distress, " Old Nick it were, wi' 
'oms, an' a tail." 

" Why, Peter told us 'twere only a Scottish man wi’ a bag- 
pipe," returned Job. 

" Ay, for sure," nodded Old Amos, " so 'e did." 

" A lie, it be — sl lie, a lie I " cried the Ancient, " 'twere Old 
Nick, I see un-— plain as I see you." 

" Why, ye see, you'm gettin' dre'fful old an' 'clpless, Gaffer," 
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chuckled Old Amos again, "an' your eyes plays tricks wl* 
you." 

" Ah, to be sure they do I " added Job ; whereupon Old Amos 
chuckled so much that he was taken by a violent fit of conghmg. 

" Oh 1 you chdpi, you as Tve seen grow up from babbies — 
aren't theer one o' ye to tak' the old man's word an' beheve as I 
seen un ? " The cracked old voice sounded more broken than 
usual, and I saw a tear crawling slowly ii^on the Ancient's fur- 
rowed ch(ek Nobody answired, and theie fell a silence broken 
only by the shuffle and sci^pe of Ix^avy boots md the settin,^ dovin 
of t inkards 

Why, ye see. Gaffer," said Job at h^t, " theei's been a lot 
o' talk o' this 'eie ghost, an' sorue 'as cvm said as they terd it, 
but, come to think on it, nolK)dy's ntv< r laid eyes on it but you, 
so " 

** There you are wiong, my ft How, ' said I, stepping into the 
room “ I also have setn it " 

"You?" txclaimtd ] )>, vI htlfadozen p irs of eyts 
stared at me in slow \\on< cinunt 

" Certainly I havt ** 

" But you sciid 0 ^ It Mvae a Scoti liman, wi' a barpipe, I heerd 
ye— we all did " 

" And Inhevtd it— like tools t " 

" Peter ^ " entd the Ancitiit, n ing up out oi his chair, 

" P( ter, do 'f » nu an it " 

" To be suie I do " 

" I>o 'ee me m it w a ghost, Pet<'r <1 > 'ce ^ " 

" Why, of r( urst i1 wi^," I n(>d(hd, " a ghost, or the devil 
himself, hoof, I n^, tail, and all — to say nothing of ihe fiie 
and brimstone " 

"Peter," said the At cuiit Mraightton * l»u bent old back 
proudly, " oh, Peter ' - u 11 tin Pm a man o* truth, an' no liar — 
tell '(m, Piter " 

" The> know that," sa d I , " tlit y know it \»ilhout my telhng 
them. Ancient " « 

" But," said Job, staling at me aglmst, " do 'ee mean to say ^ 
as you hve m a place as is 'aunted by tlie— dt vil 'issc If ? " 

"Oh, Lord bless 'ee ! " crud the old man, laying his hand 
upon my arm, " Peter don't mind Old Nick no ^lom’n I do — 
Petex aren't afeard of 'im. 'Cause why ? 'Cause 'e 'ave a clean 
'eart, 'ave Peter You don't mind Old Nick, do 'ee, lad ? " 

" Not in the least," said I, whereupon those nearest mstinc- 
tively shrank farther from me.wlnJe Olid Amos rose and shuffled 
tuwarcis the d >ui 



Tvie heecd of folk sellin' tbeirselves to the de^l afore now I " 
said he. 

You be a danged fule, Joel Amos I " exclaimed the Andent 
angrily, 

** Fulc or no — I never see a chap wi' such a tur'ble dark-lookin' 
lace afore, an' wi' such eyes — so black, an' sharp, an' piercin' 
. as needles, they be— ah ! goes through a man like two gimlets, 
they do I " Now, as he spoke. Old Amos stretched out one arm 
towards me with his first and second fingers crossed : which fingers 
he now opened wide apart, making what I believe is called the 
horns," and an infallible safeguard against this particular form 
of evil. 

" It's the ' Evil Eye,' " said he in a half whisper, " ' the Evil 
Eye ' i " and, turning about, betook himself away. 

One by one the others followed, and, as they passed me, each 
man averted his eyes and I saw that each had his fingers crossed. 

So it came to pass that I was, tlienceforwaril, regarded askance, 
if not openly avoided, by the whole village, with the exception 
of Simon and the Ancient, as one in league with the devil, and 
possessed of the " Evil Eye," 


CHAPTER XXXI 

IN WJIICH DONAL' bids ME FAREWELL 

Halcyon days I my masters, happy, care-free, halcyon days I 
To waken to the glory of a summer's morning, and shaking ofl 
dull sleep, like a mantle, to stride out into a world all green and 
gold, breathing a fragrant air laden with sweet, earthy smells. To 
plunge within the clear, cool waters of the brook whose magic 
seemed to fill one's blood with added life and lust of living. , Anon, 
with Gargantuan appetite, to sit and eat until even Donal' would 
fall a-marvelling ; and so, through shady coppice and sunny 
meadow, betimes to work. 

Halcyon days i my masters, happ}^ care-free, halcj'on days I 
with the ringing hammers, the dancing sparks mounting upon the 
smoke, the sweat, the toil, yet all lightened with laugh and song 
and good-fellotvsliip. 

And' then,, the labour done, the fire dead — ^Black George to 
his lonely cottage, and I to " The Bull " — ^there to sit between 
Simon and the Ancient, waited upon by the dexterous hands ol 
sweet-eyed Prudence, What mighty rounds of juicy beef, washed 
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down by draughts of good brown ale ! What pies and puddings, 
prepared by those same slender, dexterous hands! And later, 
pipe in mouth, what grave discussions upon men and things — 
peace and war — ^tlie dead and the hving — ^the rise and fall of 
nations — and Simon's new litter of pigs ! At last, the " Good- 
night/' being said — homeward through the twi-lit lanes, often 
pausing to look upon the sliadow-y w^oods, to watch some star, 
or hearken to the mournful note of a night-jar, soft will 
distance. 

What wonder if, at this time, my earlier dreams and ambitions 
faded from my ken — ^what wonder that Pelronius Arbiter, and 
the jolly Sieur de Brant6me lay neglected in my dusty knapsack. 

Go to I Petronius, go to I How “ stale, flat, and unprofitable " 
were all thy vaunted pleasures, compared with mine. Alas I for 
thy noble intellect draggled in the mire to pander to an Imperial 
Swine, and for all tliy power and wise statecraft which yet could 
not save thee from untimely death. 

And thou, Bran t6 me ! old gossip, with all thy scandalous 
stories of ladies, always and ev^or ties btdlc, et fort honneste " 
couldst not find time among them all to note the glories of the 
world wherein they lived, and moved, and bad their fort 
honneste " being ? 

But let it not be thought my leisure hours were passed in 
idle dreaming and luxuriems ease ; on the contrary, I had, with 
much ado, reihalciitd the broken roof of my cottage as well as 
I might, mended the chimney, fitted glass to the casements and 
a new door uixm its hinges. This last was somewhat clumsily 
contrived, I grant you, and of a vasty strength quite unnecessary, 
yet a very excellent door I cojisidered it, nevertheless. 

Having thus rendered my cottage weather-proof, I next 
turned my attention to fumislimg it. To which end I, in turn, 
and with infiinite labour, constructed a bedstead, two elbow- 
chairs,. and a table ; all to the profound disgust of Donal', who 
could by no means abide the rasp of my saw, so that, reaching 
for his pipes, he would fill the air with eldrich shrieks and groans, 
or drown me in a torrent of martial melody. 

It was about this time — that is to say, my second bedstead 
was nearing completion, and I was seriously considering the 
building of a press with cupboards to hold my crockery, also a 
shelf for my books — ^when, chancing to return hbme somewhat 
earlier than usual, I was surprised to see Donal' sitting upon the 
bench I had set up beside the door, polishing the buckles of that 
identical pair of square-toed shoes that had once so piqued my 
curiosity. 
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As I approached he rose« and came to meet me with the brogues 
In hand. 

Man, Peter/' said he, I maun juist be gangin'.” 

” Going I ” I repeated ; ” going where ? ” 

"Back tae Glenure — the year is a'most up, ye ken, an' I 
wadna' hae ma blither Alan afore me wi' the lassie, forbye he's 
an unco braw an' sonsy man, ye ken, an' a lassie's mind is aye 
a kittle thing.” 

" True,” I answered, " wiiat little I know of woman would 
lead me to suppose so ; and yet — Heaven knows 1 I shall be 
sorry to lose you. Donal'/' 

" Ay — I ken that fine, an' ye'll be unco lonesome wi'out me 
an' the pipes, I'm tliinkin'/' 

" Very ! ” 

” Eh, Peter, man ! if it wasna' for the lassie Td no hae the 
heart tae leave yc. Ye'll no ftngi-Uiii' the * Wullie Wallacp 
Lament ' ? '' 

" Never I ” said I. 

"Oh, man, Peter! it's in my mind ye'll no hear sic pipin' 
again, forbye there's nae man— llielandiT nor Lowlander — has 
juist the trick o' the ‘ warblers ' like m(\ an' it's no vera like we 
shall e'er meet again i' this warld, man. Peter. But I'll aye think 
o' ye — away thci^ in Glenure, wh<!n I play the ‘ Wiillie Wallace ' 
bit tune — I'D aye think o' ye, Peter, man." 

After this wc stood awhile, staring past each other into the 
deepening shadows, 

" Peter,” said he at last, " it's no a vera genteel present tae 
be makin' ye, I doot,” and lie held up the battered shoes.^ 
" They're unco woni, an' wi’ a clout here an' there, ye'll notice, 
but the buckles are guid siller, an' I hae nactliing else to gi'e 
ye. Ay, man I but it's manj'^ a weary mile I've niarcht d in these 
at the head o' the Ninety-Second, an' it's mony a stark fecht 
they've been through — Vittoria, Salamanca, Tala vera, tae yuatre 
Bras an' Waterloo ; tak’ 'era Peter, tak' 'cm — tae mind ye 
sometimes o' Donal' Stuart. An' now— gi'e us a giup o' ye hand. 
Gude keep ye, Peter, man I ” 

So sa3dng, he thrust the brogues upon me, caught and 
squeezed my hand, and turning sharp about, strode away 
through the shadows, his kDt swaying, and tartans streaming 
gaDantly. 

And, presently, I went and sat me do\vn upon the bench beside 
the door, with the war-worn shoes upon my knee. Suddenly, 
as I sat there, faint and fainter with distance, and unutterably 
fa4i capae the slow, sweet music of Donal's pipes playing the 
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" WaJlace Lsuaent’* Softly the melody rose and fell, tmtil It 
died away in one long-drawn, wailing note. 

Now, as it ended, I rose, and uncovered my head, for I knew 
this was Donal's last farewell. 

Much more I might have told of this strange yet lovable man 
udio was by turns the scarred soldier, full of stirring tales of camp 
and battlefield ; the mischievous child delighting in tricks 
and rogueries of all sorts ; and the stately Hieland gentleman. 
Many wild legends he told me of his native glens, with strange 
tales of the ** second sight " — ^but here, perforce, must be no place 
for such. So here then I leave Donal* and hurry on with my 
narrative. 


CHAPTER XXXll 

IN WHICH THIS FIRST BOOK BEGINS TO DRAW TO A CLOSE 

•* Strike I ding I ding I 
Strike f ding I ding t 
The iron glows. 

And loveth good blows 
As fire doth belJows. 

Strike ! ding I ding I ** 

Otrr beyond the smithy door a solitary star twinkles low down 
in the night sky, like some great jewel ; but we have no time for 
star-gazing, Black George and I, for to-night we are at work on 
the old church screen, which must be finished to-morrow. 

And so the bellows roar hoarsely, the hammers clang, and the 
sparks fly, while the sooty face of Black George, now in shadow, 
now illumed by the fire, seems like the face of^pme Fire-god or 
Salamander. In the corner, perched securcI}^out of reach of 
stray sparks, sits the Ancient, sm^-box in hand as usual. 

Tq my mind, a forge is at its best by night, for, in the red, 
fiery glow, the blackened w\alls/ the shining anvU, and the smith 
himself, bare-aimed and bare of chest, are all magically trans- 
figured, while, in the hush of night, the drone of the bellows sounds 
more impressive, the stroke of the hammers more sonorous and 
znnsical, and the flying sparks mark plainly their individual 
oouxses, ere they vanish. 

I stand, feet well apart, and swing the great sledge ” to whose 
diapason (forge's hand-hammer beats a tinkling melody, coming 
in after each stroke with a ring and clash exact and true, as is, 
and has been, the way of masters of the smithing craft all the 
iflfDrld over from time immemoriaL 
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*• George/* said I, during a momentary lull, leaning my bands 
upon the long haimner-shaft, ** you don^ sing/' 

. ‘‘ No, Peter/’ 

And why not ? ** 

" I think/ Peter.” 

*' But surely you can both think and sing, George ? 

” Not always, Peter.” 

” Wliat’s your trouble, Geoige ? " 

” No trouble, Peter/' said he, above the roar of tlie bellows, 

” Then sing, George.” 

” Ay, Jarge, sing,” nodded the Ancient ; ” 'tis a poor 'eart 
as never rejices, an' that's in the Scripters — so sing, Jarge.” 

George did not answer, but, with a turn of his mighty wrist, 
drew the glowing iron from the fire. And once more the sparks 
fly, the air is full of the clink of hammers, and the deep-throated 
Song of the Anvil, in which even the Ancient joins, in a voice 
soufewhat quavery, and generally a note or two behind, but with 
great gusto and goodwill notwithstanding : 

Sirike ! ding! ding! 

Strike 1 ding 1 ding 1 ’* 

in the middle of which I was aware of one entering to us, and 
presently, turning round, espied lYudence with a groat l.>asket on 
her arm. Hereupon hammers were thrown aside, and we 
straightened our backs, for in that basket was our supper. 

Very fair and sweet Prudence looked, lithe and vigorous, 
and straight as a young poplar, vith her shining black hair 
curling into little tight rings about her ears, and with great, shy 
eyes, and red, red mouth. Surely a man might seek very far 
ere he found such another maid as this brown-cheeked, black-eyed 
village beauty. 

” Good-evening, Mr, Peter I ” said she, dropping me a curtsey 
with a grace that could not have been surpassed by any duchess 
in the land ; but, as for poor George, she did not even notice 
him, neither did he raise liis curly head nor glance toward her. 

” You come just when you are most needed, Prudence,” said 
I, relieving her of the heavy basket, ” for here be two hungry men/' 

” Three 1 ” broke in the Ancient ; ” so 'ungry as a lion, 
/ be I ” 

” Three hun^ men. Prudence, who have been hearkening 
for your step this half-hour and more.” 

Quoth Pnidence shyly : ” For the sake of my basket ? ” 

” Ay, for sure 1 ” croaked the Ancient ; ” so ravenous as a 
tiger I be 1” 
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No/' said I, shaking my head, basket or no basket, you 
arc equally welcome, Pradence— how say you, George ? " But 
George only mumbled in his beard. The Ancient and I now set 
to work putting up an extemporised table, but as for George, he 
stood staring down moodily into the yet glowing embers of the 
forge. 

Having put up the table, I crossed to where Prudence was 
busy unpaclang her basket. 

'' Prudence,'' said 1. ‘'are you still at odds with George ? 
Pnjdence nodded. 

But,” said I, ” he is such a splendid follow 1 His outburst 
the other day was quite natural, under the circumstances — surely 
y. u can forgive him. Prudence.” 

“ There be more nor that betw'ixt us, Mr. Peter,” sighed Prue. 
*' 'Tis his drinkin' ; six months ago he promised me never to 
touch another drop — an* he broke his word wi* me.” 

” But surely good ale, in moderation, will haim no man — nay, 
on the contrary ” 

“ But Jarge bean't like other men, Mr. Peter I ” 

“ No ; he is much bigger, and stronger I ** said I, ” and I 
never saw a handsomer fellow.” 

” Yes,” nodded the girl, “so strong as a giant, an* so weak as 
a little child 1 ” 

“ Indeed, Prudence,” said I, leaning nearer to her in my 
enrnestness, “ I think you are a little unjust tp him. So far as 
I know him, George is anything but weak-minded, or liable to 
be led into anything ” 

Hearing the Ancient chuckle gleefully, I glanced up to find him 
nodding and winking to Black George, who stood with folded 
arms and bent head, watching us jfrom beneath his brows, and, as 
his eyes met mine, I thought they gleamed strangely in the 
firelight. 

“ Come, Pnie,” said the Ancient, bustling forward, “ table's 
ready — diet's sit down an* eat— faintin' an’ famishin* away, I be I ” 

So we presently sat down, aU three of us, while Prudence 
carved, and supplied our wants, as only Prudence could. 

And after a while, our hunger being appeased, I took out my 
pipe, as did the Ancient and George theirs likewise, and together 
we filled them, slowly and carefully, as pipes should be filled, while 
; rudence folded a long, paper spill wherewith to light them, the 
V dch she proceeded to do, beginning at her grandfather's church- 
w rden. Now, while she was fighting mine Black George suddenly 
iwie, and, crossing to the forge, took tlience a glowing coal with 
till? tongs, thus doing the office for hims<^U. All at once I saw 
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Prue's hand was trembling, and the spill was dropped or ever my 
tobacco was well alight ; then, she turned swiftly away, and 
began replacing the plates and Imives and forks in her basket. 

" Be you'm a-goin', Prue ? '' inquired the Ancient mumblingly, 
for his pipe was in full blast. 

Yes. gran'fer." 

“ Then tell Simon as ru be along in 'arf an hour or so, will 
•ec, lass ? ” 

“ Yes, gran'fer I ” Always with her back to us. 

** Then kiss ye old gran dfeyther as loves 'ee, an' means for to 
see 'ee well bestowed, an' wed, one o' these fine days ! " Prudence 
stooped, and pressed her fresh, red lips to his wrinkled old cheek 
and, catching up her basket, turned to the door, yet not so quickly 
but that I had caught the gleam of tears beneath her lashes. 
Black George half rose from his seat, and stretched out his hand 
towards her burden, then sat down again as, with a had^ty “ Good- 
night,” she vanished through the yawning doorway. And, 
sitting there, we listened to her quick, light footstep cross tlie 
road to The Bull.” 

” She'll make some man a fine wife, some day ! ” exclaimed 
the Ancient, blowing out a cloud of smoke, ” ay, she'll mak' some 
man as fine a wife as ever was, some day.” 

” You speak my very thought, Ancient,” said I, ” she will 
indeed — ^what do you think, George ? ” But George's answer 
was to choke suddenly, and, thereafter, to fall a-coiighing. 

” Smoke go t' wrong way, Jarge ? ” inquired 'the Ancient, 
fixing him with his bright eye. 

” Ay,” nodded George. 

” Ha I ” said the old man, and we smt^ked for a time in 
silence. 

” So 'andsome as a picter she be ! ” said the Ancient suddenly. 

She is fairer than .any picture,” said 1 impulsively, ” and 
what is better still, her nature is as sweet and beautiful ’as her 
face ! ” 

” 'Ow do 'ee know that ? ” said George, turning sharply 
upon me. 

” My eyes and ears tell me so, as yours surely must have done 
long ago,” I answered. 

” Ye do think as she be a party lass, then, Peter ? ” inquired 
the Ancient. 

” I think,” said I, ” that she is the prettiest lass I ever saw — 
don’t you think so, George ? ” But again George's only answer 
was to choke. 

Smoke again, Jarge ? ” inquired the Ancient* 
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^ said George, as before. 

" Tie a fine thing to be young/' said the Ancient, after a some- 
what lengthy pause, and with a wave of his long pipe-stem, a 
very fine thing I " 

** It is/' said I, " though we generally realise it all too late.** 

As for George, he went on smoking. 

" When you are young/' pursued the Ancient, “ you eats well, 
an' enjys it, you sleeps well an' enjys it — ^your legs is strong, your 
rirms is strong, an' you bean't afeard o' nothin' nor nobody. Oh 1 
life's a very fine thing when you're young;^; but youth's tur'ble 
quick a-goin' — the years roll slow at first, but gets quicker'n 
quicker, till, one day, you wakes to find you'm an old man ; an' 
when you'm old, the way gets very 'ard, an' toilsome, an' lonely.” 

” But there is always memory/' said I. 

” You'm right thecr, Peter, so theer be — so theer be — why, I be 
a old, old man, wi' more years than 'airs on my 'ead, an' yet it 
feems but yesterday as I were a-holdin' on tu my mother’s 
f kirt, an' wonderin' 'ow the moon got lighted. Life be very short, 
Peter, an' while we 'ave it 'tis well to get all the 'appiness out of it 
we can/* 

”The wisest men of all ages preached the same,” said I, 
” only they all disagreed as to how happiness was to be gained/' 

” More fules they 1 ” said tlic Ancient, 

” Eh ? *' I exclaimed, silting up. 

” More fules they I '' repeated the old man with a solemn nod. 

"Why, then, do you know how true happiness may be 
found ? '' 

” To be sure I du, Peter.” 

” How ? ” 

” By marriage, Peter, an' 'ard work I — an' they alius goes 
togntlier.” 

” Marriage 1 ” said I. 

” Marriage as ever was, Peter.” 

” There 1 don't agree with you,” said !• 

” That,” retorted the Ancient, stabbing at me with his pip<> 
stem, ” that's because you never was married, Peter/' 

” Marriage 1 ” said I ; ” marriage brings care, and great, 
responsibility, and trouble for one's self means trouble for others.” 

” What o' that ? ” exclaimed the Ancient. ” 'Tis care and 
'sponsibility as mak' the man, an' if you marry a good wife she'll" 
share the burden wi' ye, an' ye'll find what seemed your troubles 
is* a blessin' arter all. When soirer comes, 'tis a sweet thing — 
oh t a very sweet thing — to *ave a woman to comfort ye an' 
old your 'and in the dark hour — an* theer's no sympathy so ' 




tender as a woman's, Pteter. Then, wien }^c be old, like me, an* 
tall 0* years — 'tis a fine thing to 'ave a son o' your own— like Simdo 
—an' a granddarter — ^like my Ptue — ^'tis worth 'aving lived for, 
Peter, ay, well worth it. It's a man's dooty to marry, Peter, 
is dooty to 'isseU an' the world. Don't the Bible say summat 
about it not bein' good for a man to live done ? Every man as 
is a man should marry — ^the sooner the better." 

" But," said I, " to every happy marriage there are scores of 
miserable ones." 

“ 'Cause why, Peter ? 'Cause people is in too much o' a 
hurry to marry, as a^ rule. If a man marries a lass arter knowin' 
'er a week — 'ow is 'e goin' to know if she'll suit 'im all 'is days ? 
Nohow, Peter, it aren't nat'ral — ^woman tak's a lot o' knowin'. 
* Marry in 'aste, an' repent in leisure 1 ' That aren't in the Bible, 
but it ought to be." 

" And your own marriage was a tnily happy one. Ancient ? " 

" Ah I that it vrere, Peter, 'appy as ever was — but then, ye 
see, there was a Providence in it. I were a fine young chap in 
them days, summat o' your figure only bigger — ah ! a sight bigger 
— an' I were sweet on several lassies, an' W'on't say as they wer'n't 
sweet on me — ^tliree on 'em, most especially so. One was a tall, 
bouncin' wench wi' blue eyes, an' golden 'air — ^like sunshine it 
were, but it w^er'n't meant as I should buckle up wi' 'er." 

" Why not ? " 

" 'Cause, it so 'appened as she married summun else." 

" And the second ? " 

" The second were a fine, pretty maid tu, but I couldn't 
marry she." 

" Wliy ? " 

“ 'Cause, Peter, she went an' took an' died afore I could ax 'er." 

" And the third, you married." 

" No, Peter, though it come to the same thing in the end — she 
married I. Ye see, though I were alius at 'er beck an' call, I 
could never pluck the courage to up an' ax 'er right out. So 
things went on for a year or so, maybe, till one day — she were 
rnakin' apple-dumplings, Peter — ' Martin,' says she, lookin' at 
me sideways out of 'er black eyes — ^just like Prue's they were — 

' Martin,' says she, ' you'm uncommon fond o' apple-dumplings ? ' 

' For sure,' says I, which I were, Peter. ‘ Martin/ says she, 

' shouldn't 'ee like to eat of 'em whenever you wanted to, at your 
very own table, in a cottage o' your own ? ' ' Ah ! if you'd 
mak' 'em I ' szys I, sharp like. ' I would if you'd ax me, Msurtin,' 
says she. An' so we was married, Peter, an' as you theer was 
a Providence in it, for, if the first one 'adn't married some'un 
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else, an' the second 'adn't died. I might ha’ married one o' they, 
an’ repented it all my days, for I were young then, an' fulish, 
Peter, fulish/' So saying, the Ancient rose, sighing, and knocked 
the ashes from his pipe. 

“ Talkin' 'bout Prue," said he, taking up his hat and removing 
his snuff-box therefrom ere he set it upon his head, "talkin' 
'bout Prue/' he repeated, with a pinch of snuff at his nostrils. 

“ Wv^ll ? " The word seemed shot out of George involuntarily. 

" T.ilkin' 'bout Prue," said the Ancient again, glancing at 
t-Hch oi us in turn, " theer was some folks as used to think she were 
sweet on Jarge theer, but I, bein' 'er lawful gran'feyther, knowed 
different-^idn't I, Jarge ? " 

" Ay," nodded the smith. 

" Many's the time IVe said to you a sittiT/ in this very comer, 
‘ Jarge,' I've said, ‘ mark my w'ords, Jarge — ^it ever my Prue 
does marry some'un — ^^^'hich she will — tliat tliere some'un won't 
be you.' Them be my very" words, bean't tJiey, Jarge ? " 

Your very words. Gaffer," nodded George. 

" Well then," continued the old man, " 'ere’s what I was 
a-comin' to — Pruc's Ix^cn an' h ll in love wi' some'un at last." 

Black George's piix' shivered to fragments on the floor, and 
as he U'.aned forward I saw tliat his great liaiids were tightly 
clenched. 

" Gaffer/* said he, in a strangled voice, " what do 'ee 
mean ? " 

" I mean what I says, Jarge." 

" I low" do 'ee know ? " 

" Bean't I the lass’s gran’feytlier ? 

Be 5^e sure. Gaffer — quite sure ? " 

" Ay — sartin sure — tw'ice tliis we ek, an' once the week afore 
she forgot to put any salt in the soup — an' that speaks wollums, 
Jarge, w"ollums I " Here, having replaced his snuff-box, the 
Ancient put on his hat. nodded, and hobbled away. As for 
Black George, he sat there, staring blindly before him long after 
tlie tapping of the Ancient's stick had died away, nor did he heed 
me wlien I spoke, w^hereforc I laid my hand upon his shoulder. 

" Come, George,” said I, " another hour, and the screen will 
be finished." He started, and, drawing from my hand, looked 
up at me very strangely. 

" No, Peter," he mumbled, " I aren't a-goin' to work no more 
to-night,” and as he spoke he rose to his feet. 

" What — are you going ? " said I, as he crossed to tne door, 

" Ay, I'm a-goin'." Now, as he went towards his cottage, 
I saw him reel, and stagger, like a drunken man. 
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CHAPTER XXXIII 

n» WHICH WE DRAW YET NEARER TO THE END OF THIS FIRST 

BOOK 

It is not my intention to chronicle all those minor happenings 
that befell me, now or afterward, lest this history prove wearisome 
to the reader (on the which head I begin to entertain giave doubts 
akeady). Suffice it then that as the days grew int(^ weeks, and 
the weeks into months, by perseverance I became reasonably 
expert at my trade, so that, some two months after my meeting 
with Black George, I could shoe a horse with any smith in the 
country. 

But, more than this, the people with whom I associated day 
by day — honest, loyal, and simple-hearted as they were, contented 
with their lot, and receiving all things so imqueslioniiigly and 
thankfully, tilled my life, and bronght a great calm to a mind 
that had, hitherto, been sojiuwiiat self-centred and troubled by 
pessimistic doubts and phantasiic dreams culled from musty 
pages. 

What book is there to comjmc with the great Book of Life 
— ^whose pages are for over a-turning, wlierein are marvels and 
WT)nders undreamed ; things to w'eep over, and some few to 
laugh at, if one but has eyes in one's head to see withal ? 

To w^alk through the whispering cornfields, or the long, green 
alleys of the hop-gardens witli Simon, who combines iimkeeping 
with farming, to hear him tell of fruit and flower, of bird emd beast, 
is better than to read the Georgies of Virgil. 

To sit in the sunshine and watch the Ancient, pipe in mouth, 
to hearken to his animadversions upon Life, and Death, and 
Humanity, is better than the c>iucal wit <»f Kochefoucauld, or a 
page out of honest old Montaigne, 

To see the proud poise of sweet Prue's averted head, and 
the tender look in her e3^es when George is near, and the surge 
of the mighty chest and the tremble of the strong man's hcind 
at the sound of her light footfall, is more enthralling than any 
written romance, old or new. 

In regard to these latter, I began, at this time, to contrive 
schemes and to plot plots for bringing them together — ^to bridge 
over the difficulty which separated them, for, being happy, I 
would iain see them happy also. Now, how I succeeded in this 
self-imposed task, the reader (if he trouble to read far enough^ 
shall see for himself. 
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Geoifie,** said I, on a certain Saturday morning, as I wash^ 
the ^me from my face and hands, ** m you going to the Fair 
thb afternoon ? " 

••No. Peter. I aren't” 

••But Prudence is going,” said I, drying myself porously 
upon the towel. 

"And how,” inquired the smith, bending in turn above the 
bucket in which we performed our ablutions, ” and how might 
you know that, Peter ? ” 

” Because she told me so.” 

” Told you so. did she ? ” said George, and immediately 
plunged his head qjto the bucket. 

” She did,” I answered. 

And supposing,” said George, coming up very red in the 
face, and with the water streaming from his sodden curls, ” sup- 
posing she is goin' to the Fair, what's that to me ? I don't care ' 
wheer she comes, no, nor wheer slie goes, neither 1 ” and he shook 
the water from him as a dog might. 

*' Are you quite sure, George ? ” 

” Ah 1 sartin sure. I've been sure of it now ever since she 
caUed me ” 

” Pooh, nonsense, man ! she didn't mean it — ^women— 
cs^ciaDy young ones — often say things they do not mean — ^at 
least,' so I am given to understand.” 

” Ay, but she did mean it,” said George, frowning and 
nodding his head, ” but it ain't that, Peter, no, it aren't 
that, it's the knowin' as she spoke truth when she called me 
' coward,' and despisin' me for it in 'er lieart, that's wiieer it is, 
Peter.” 

” Nevertheless, I'm sure she never meant it. George,” 

” Then let 'er come and tell me so.” 

” I don't think she’ll do that,” said I. 

“•No more do I, Peter,” saying which he fell to Work with the 
towel even as I had done. 

” George,” said I after a silence. 

“ Well, Peter ? ” 

•• Has it ever struck you that Prudence is an uncommonly 
handsome girl ? ” 

•• To be sure it 'as, Peter — I were blind else.” 

” And that other men may see this too ? ” 

” Well, Peter ? ” 

” And someone — even tell her su ? ” His answer was a long 
time coming, but come it did at last : 

” Well. Peter ? ” 
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** And — risk her to mar^ him, George ? " “ttus time he was 
silent so long that I had tied my neckerchief and drawn on my 
coat ere he spoke, very heavily and slowly, and without looking 
at me. 

‘‘ Why, then, Peter, let 'im. Tve told 'ee afore, I don't care 
wheel she comes nor wheer she goes, she bean't nothin' to me no 
more, nor I to she. If so be some man 'as a mind to ax 'er for 
'isself, all open an' alx)ve board, I say again — let 'im. And now, 
let's talk o' summat else." 

"V/illingly. Tiiere's to be boxing, and single-stick, and 
wrestling at the Fair, I understand." 

" Ay." 

" And, they tell me tliere is a famous wrestler coming all the 
way from Cornwall to wrestle the best man for ten guineas." 

“ Ay, so there he.” 

" Well ? " 

" Well, Peter ? " 

" They were talking about it at * The Bull ' last night " 

" * The Bull ' — ^to be sure — you was at ' The Bull ' last night 
—well ? " 

" They were saying that you were a mighty wrestler, G^sorge, 
That you were the only man in these parts who could stand up 
to this Comishman." 

"Ay, I can wrastle a bit, Peter," he replied, si)fiaking in the 
same heavy, listless manner ; " what then ? " 

" Why then, George, get into your coat, and let's be off." 

" Wlieer to ? " 

" Tlie Fair." Black George shook his head. 

" What, you won't ? " 

" No, Peter." 

" And why not ? " 

" Because I aren't got the mind to — because I aren't never 
goin' to wrastle no more, Peter — so theer's an end on't.'' Yet, 
in the doorway I paused and looked back, 

" George." 

" Peter ? " 

Won’t you come — ^for friendship's sake ? " 

Black George picked up his coat, looked at it, and put it down 
again. 
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CHAPTER XXXIV 

WHl^il DESCRlBSS SUNDRY HAPPENINGS AT THE FAIR, AND ENOS 
THIS FIRST BOOK 

I SAY, young cove, where are you a-pushing of ? 

The speaker was a very tall individual whose sharp-pointed 
elbow had, more than once, obtruded itself into my ribs. He was 
extremely thin and bony, vvith a long, drooping nose set very 
much to one side, and was possessed of a remarkable pair of 
eyes — that is to say, one eyelid hung continually lower than 
the other, thus lending to his otherwise sinister face an air 
of droll and unexpected waggery that was quite startling to 
behold. 

All about us were jostling throngs of men and women in 
snowy smock frocks, and holida}^ gowns, who pushed, or were 
pushed, laughed, or frowned, according to their several natures ; 
while above the merry hubbub rose the blare of trumpc^ts, tlie 
braying of honis, and the crash, and rattle of drums — ^in a word, 
I was in the middle of an English Country Fair. 

'' Now then, young cove," repeated the man I have alluded to, 
" where are you a-pushing of ? Don't do it again, or mind your 
eye ! " And, saying this, he glared balefuily at me vnth one eye 
and leered jocosely with the other, and into my ribs came his 
elbow again. 

" You seem to be able to do something in that w^ay yourself," 
I retorted. 

" Oh— do I ? " 

" Yes," said I ; "suppose you take your elbow out of my 
waistcoat." 

" ‘ Elber,' " repeated the man, " w^hat d'ye mean by ‘ elber ' ? " 

" Xhis," said 1, catching his arm in no very gentle grip. 

" If it's a fight you’re wrantin' " began the man, 

" It isn't I " said I. 

" Then leggo my arm I " 

" Then keep your elbow to yourself." 

" 'Cod I I never see such a hot-headed cove ! " 

" Nor I a more bad-tempered one." 

Tiiis altercation had taken place as wre swayed to and fro in 
the crowd, from which we now slowly won free, owing chiefly 
to the dexterous use of the man's bony elbows, until we presently 
foimd ourselves in a veritable jungle of carts and waggons of aU 
kinds and sorts, where we stopped, facing each other* 
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I'm inclined to think, young cove, as you'd Ije short-t<?m- 
pered if you been shied at by your feller-man from your youth 
up," said the man. 

" What do you mean by 'shied at ' ? " , 

" What I sez I — some perfessions is easy; and some is 'ard— 
like mine." 

" And what is yours ? " 

" I'm a perfessional Sambo." 

" A what ? " 

" Well — ^a * Nigger-head,' then — blacks my face — sticks my 
'ead through a 'ole, and let's 'em shy at me — three shies a penny — 
them as 'its me gets a cigar — a big 'un — them as don't — don't 1 " 

" Yours is a veiy unpleasant profession," said I. 

" A man must live 1 " 

" But," said I, " supposing you get hit ? " 

" Them as 'its me gets a cigar ! " 

" Doesn't it hurt you ? " 

"Oh I you gets used to it — thougl), to be sure, they don't 
'it me very often, or it would be a loss ; cigars is expensive — 
leastways, they costs money." 

" But surely a wooden image would serve your turn just 
as well." 

" A wooden image 1 " exclaimed the man disgustedly, 
" James ! — ^you must be a fool, you must I Who wants to throw 
at a wooden image — you can't 'urt a wooden image, can you — 
if you throwed 'eavens 'ard at a wooden image that there wooden 
image wouldn't flinch, would it ? When a man throws at any- 
thing 'e likes to 'it it — that's 'uman — ^and wlien 'e 'its it 'e likes 
to see it flinch — that's 'uman too, and when it flinches, w'hy — *e 
rubs 'is 'ands, and takes another shot — ^and that's the 'umanest 
of all. So you see, young cove, you're a fool with your wooden 
image." 

Now, as he ended, I stooped, very suddenly, and caught, hold 
of his wrist — ^and then I saw that he held my purse in his hand. 
It was a large hand with bony knuckles, and very long fingers, 
upon one of which, was a battered ring. He attempted, at fiist, 
to free himself of my grip, but, finding this useless, stobd glowering 
at me with one eye and leering with the otlier. 

" Ha 1 " said I. 

" HaUo I " said he. 

“ A purse I " said I. 

" Why, so it is," he nodded ; " leastways, it looks un- 
commonly like one, don't it ? 

" What's more, it looks like mine I " 

F 
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“ DodFUV 

“ I could to it anywhere/* 

“ Could yoi If ** 

“ I could/* , 

“ Then p'r'ap».J^*d better take it, young cove, and very 
welcome. I'm sure. 

So you've been picking my pocket ! " said I. 

“ Never picked a pocket in my life — should scorn to/' 

I put away jny n'covertd pioptity, and straightway shifted 
my giip to the fellow's collar. 

** Now/' said I, “ come on." 

" Why, wliat are you a-doing of ? " 

" W'hat does one generally do with a pickpocket ? ” 

But I had hardly uttered tJie words w'hen, with a sudden, 
cunning twist, he broke my hold, and, my foot catching in a 
guy-rope, I tripped, and fell heavily, and ere I could rise he liad 
made good liis escape. I got to my feet, somewiiat shaken by 
the fall, yet congratulating myself on the recovery of my purse, 
and, tlireading my way among the tents, was soon back among 
the croW'd. Here were circuses and shows of all kinds, whore 
one might behold divers strange beasts, the usual Fat Women and 
Skeleton Men (who over heard of the order being reversed ?) ; 
and before the shows were fellows variously attired, but each 
being purplish of visage, and each possessing the lungs of a Stentor 
— ^more especially one, a round-bellied, bottle-nosed fellow in a 
white hat, who alternately roared and Ixiat upon a drum — a red- 
haired man he was, with a fiery eye, which eye, chancing to single 
me out in the crowd, fixed itself pertinaciously upon me, thence- 
forth, so that he seemed to address himself exclusively to me, 
thus : 

" O my stars I [young man].” (Bang goes the drum.) " The 
wonderful wild, 'airy, and savage man from Bonhoola, as eats 
snakes alive, and dresses hisself in sheeny serpents I O my eye ! 
step up 1 (young man]." (Bang !) " Likewise the ass-tonishin' 

and beautiful Lady Paulinolotti, as will swaller swords, sabres, 
bay'nets, also chewin' up glass, and bottles quicker than you can 
wink [young man].” (Bang I) " Not to mention Catamaplasus, 
the Fire Fiend, what bums hisself with red-hot irons, and likes it, 
drinks liquid &e with gusto — ^playfully spittin' forth the same, 
together with flame and sulphurous smoke, and all for sixpence 
(y'oung man]/' (Bang I) " O my stars I step up [youiig man] 
and all for a tanner." (Bang I) 

Presently, his eye being off me for the moment, I edged my 
way out of the throng and so came to where a man stood mounted 
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upon a cart. Beside him was a fellow in a cloi|ip^^bit who 
blew loudly three times upon a trumpet, wh|j||J^,.the man 
took off liis hat and began to harangue sc^ething in 

thiswise: ' 

I come before you, ladies and gentj^^!^, not for vulgar 
gain — or, as I might say — kudos, which is E;jfet&an for the same — 
n^ot to put my hands into your pc^ckets and rifle 'em of yuui 
honestly earned money ; no, I come before you for the good of 
each one df you, for tlKi easing of suffering mankind — as I might 
say — the ha-rnelioratioii of stricken humanity. In a word, I am 
here to introduce to you what I call my Elixir Anthropos — 
i\ntliropo3, ladies and gentlemen, is an old and very ancient 
Egyptian word meaning man — or woman, for that niatter," 
etc- 

During this exordium I had noticed a venerable man in a fine 
blue surtout and a wide-brimmed hat, who sat upon the shaft 
(d a cart and puflcd slowly at a gloat pipe. And as he puffed, 
’ne listened intently to the quack-sal ver's adcEess, and horn time 
to time Ills eyes would twinkle and his lips curve in an ironic 
smile. The cart, upon tlic shaft of which he sat, stood close to a 
very small, dirty, and disreputable-looking tent, towards which 
llie old gentleman's back w^as turned. Now, as I M'atciied, I saw 
the point of a knife gleam through the dirty canvas, wdiich* 
vanishing, gave place to a hand protruded through the slit thus 
made — a very large hand with bony knuckles, and long fingers, 
upon one of wliicli was a battered ring. For an instant the hand 
hovered undecidedly, then dailed forward — the long skirts of 
ilie old gentleman’s coat hardly stirred, yet, even as I watched, 
I saw the hand vanish with a fat purse in its dutches. 

Skirting the tent, I came round to the opening, and stooping, 
peered cautiously inside. There, sure enough, was my pick- 
pocket gazing intently into the open purse, and chuckling as he 
gazed. Tlien he slipped it into his pocket, and out he caJne — 
where I immediately pinned him by the neckerchief. 

And, after a while, finding he could not again break my hold, 
he lay still, beneath me, panting, and, as he lay, his one eye 
glared more balefully and his other leered more waggislJj^ than 
ever, as I, thrusting my hand into liis pocket, took thence the 
purse, and transferred it to my own. 

'' Halves, mate I " he panted, “ halves, and we'll cry ' quits.' " 
By no means," said I, rising to my feet, but keeping my gi ip 
upon him. 

Then what's your game ? ” 

" I intend to hand you over as a pickpocket.” 
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' ' That tnesiis * Transportation ' I ” said he, wiping the blood 

from his fiwejfoif file struggle, though short, had been sharp enough. 
^‘WenB. "s^d t 
It^U go 'arS with the babby.'* 

“ Baby I " I exd^ed. 

” Ah I — or the liitifant, if you like it better — one as I found 
in a shawl, a-laying on the steps o* my van one night, sleeping 
like a alderman — ^and it were snowing too.” 

” Yet you are a thief I ” 

** We calls it ' faking/ ” 

And ought to be given up to tlie authorities/' 

” And who's to look arter the babby ? ” 

“ Are you married ? ” 

”No/' 

” Where is the baby ? ” 

" In my van/' 

And where is that ? ” 

Yonder 1 ” and he pointed to a gaily-painted caravan that 
stood near-by. ” 'E's asleep now, but if you'd like to take a 
peep at 'im ” 

'' I should,” said L Whereupon the fellow led me to his van, 
and, following him up the steps, I entered a place which, though 
confined, was wonderfully neat and clean, with curtains at the 
<^pen windows, a rug upon the floor, and an ornamental brass 
lamp pendant from the roof. At the far end was a bed, or rather, 
berth, curtained with chintz, and upon this bed, his chubby face 
{billowed upon a dimpled fist, lay a very small man indeed. 
And, looking up from him to the very large, bony man, bending 
over him, I surprised a look upon tiie hardened face — a tender- 
ness that seemed very much out of place. 

” Nice and fat, ain't 'e ? ” said the man, touching the baby's 
apjde-like cheek with a grimy finger, 

” Yes.” 

'* Ah — and so 'e sliould be, James I But you should see 'iin 
eat, a alderman's nothing to Lewis — I calls 'im Lewis, for 'twere 
at Lewisham I found 'im, on a Christmas Eve — snowing it was, 
but, t>y James 1 it didn't bother 'im — not a bit." 

And why did you keep him ? — ^there was the parish.” 

” Parish i ” repeated the man bitterly, I were brought up 
by the parish myself — ^and a nice job they made o' me J ” 

" Don't you find him a great trouble ? ” 

** Trouble I ” exclaimed the man. ‘‘ Lewis ain't no trouble — 
not a bit — ^never was, and he's great company when I'm on the 
move from one town to another — laming to talk a'ready.” 
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" Now,” said I, when we had descended from t!he van, “ 1 
propose to return this purse to the owner, if he is to be found ; 
if not, I shall hand it to the projifer authorities/' 

" Walker I " exclaimed the man. 

“ You shaU yourself witness the restitution," said I unheeding 
his remark, " after which " 

''Well!" said he, glancing back toward his caravan, and 
moistening his lips as I tightened my grip upon his arm, '* v\hat 
about me,?." 

" You can go— for Lewis's sake — ^if you will give me your word 
to live honestly henceforth/' 

" You have it, sir — I swear it — on the Bible if you like.” 

" Then let us seek the owner of this purse." So, coming in a 
while to wiiere the quack doctor was still holding forth — there, 
;.et seated upon the shaft of the ciirt, pufTmg at Ms great pipes 
.vas the venerable man. At sight of him the pickpocket stopped 
and caught my arm. 

'* Come, master," said he, " come, you never mean to give up all 
♦)*at good money — there's fifty guineas, and more, in that purse 1 " 

" All the more reason to return it," said I. 

" No, don't — don't go a-wasting good money like that— it's 
/ike 1 Mowing it away i " But shal^g off the fellow's imp( r lu- 
nate hand, I approached, and saluted the venerable man. 

" Sir," said I, you have had your pocket picked." 

He turned and regaided me with a pair of deep-set, very biight 
lycs, and blew a whif! of smoke slowly into the air. 

" Sir," he replied, " I found that out five minutes ago/' 

" The fact seems to trouble you very little," said I. 

"There, sir, being young, and judging exteriorly, you are 
wTong. There is recounted somewheie in the classics an ak()^' iher 
.ncredible story of a Spartan youth and a fox : the boy, \wlth the 
animal hid beneath his cloak, preserved an unruffled demeanour 
despite the animal's tearing teeth, until he fell dovm and died. 
In the same way, young sir, no man can lose fifty-odd guineas 
from his pocket and remain unaffected by the loss." 

" Then, sir," said I, " I am happy to be able to return your 
purse to you." He took it, opened it, glanced over its contents, 
looked at me, took out two guineas, looked at me again, put the 
money back, closed the purse, and, dropping it into his pocket, 
bowed his acknowledgment. Having done wliich, he made room 
for me to sit beside him. 

" Sir," said he, chuclding, " hark to that lovely rascal in the 
cart, yonder — ^hark to him, Galen was an ass and Hippocrates a 
dunce beside this fellow — hark to him." 
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" There*s nothing like pills I the Quack-salver was saying at 
the top of his voice ; " place one upon the tip o* the tongue — in 
this fashion — ^take a drink o* water, beer, or wine, as the case may 
be, give a couple o* swaUers, and there you are. Oh, there^s 
nothing in the world like pills, and there's nothing like my Elixir 
Anthropos — for coughs, colds, and the rheumatics — ^for sore 
throats, sore eyes, sore backs — ^good for the croup, measles, 
and chicken-pox — a certain cure for dropsy, scurvy, and the 
king’s evil — there's no disease or ailment, discovered or invented, 
as my pills won't soothe, heal, ha-meliorate, and charm away, 
and ail I charge is one shilling a box. Hand 'em round, Jonas.” 
Whereupon the fellow in the clown's dress, stepping down from 
the cart, began handing out the boxes of pills and taking in the 
shillings as fast as he conveniently could. 

A thriving trade!” said my venerable companion, “it 
always has been, and always will, for Humanity is a many-headed 
fool, and loves to be ‘ bamboozled.' These honest folk are 
probably paying for bread pellets compounded with a little soap, 
yet will go home, swallow them in all good faith, and think 
themselves a great deal better for them.” 

“ And therefore,” said I, “ probably derive as much benefit 
from them as from any drug yet discovered.” 

“ Young man,” said my companion, giving me a sharp glance, 
” what do you mean ? ” 

“ I’lainly, sir, that a man who believes himself cured of a 
disease is surely on the high road to recovery.” 

“ But a belief in the efficacy of that rascal’s bread pellets 
cannot make them anything but bread pellets.” 

“ No,” said I, “ but it may effect great tliings with the 
disea.se.” 

“ Young man, don't tcH me that you are a believer in Faith 
Healing, and such-like tomfoolery — disease is a great and tenible 
reality, and must be met, and overcome, by a real means.” 

“ On the contrary, sir, may it not be rather tJie outcome of a 
preconceived idea — of a belief that has been held universally 
for many ages and generations of men ? I do not deny disease — 
who could ? but suffering and disease have been looked upon 
from the earliest da3?^s as punishments wrought Qut upon a man 
for his sins. Now, may not the haunting fear of this retri- 
butive justice be greatly responsible for suffering and disease 
of ail kindo — ^since the mind unquestionably reacts upon the 
body ? ” 

“ Probably, sir, probably, but— since disease is with us, how 
would you propose to remedj^ it ? ” 
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" By disbelieving in it ; by regarding it as something abnormal 
and utterly foreign to the divine order of things/' 

" Pooh I " exclaimed my venerable companion. Bah ! — 

quite, quite impracticable I " 

“ They say the same of * The Sermon on the Mount/ sir,” 
I retorted. 

“ Can a man, wasting away in a decline, discredit the fact tiiat 
he is dying with every breath he draws ? ” 

” Had you, or I, or any man, the Clirist-power to teach him 
a disbelief in his sickness, then would he be hale and well. Tlie 
Great Physician healed all diseases thus, without the aid of drugs, 
seeking only to implant in the mind of each sufferer the knowledge 
that he was whole and sound — that is to say, a total disbelief in 
his malady. How many times do we read the words : ' Thy 
faith hath made thee whole ' ? All He demanded of tlicm was 
faith — or, as I say, a disbelief in their disease/' 

” Then the cures of Christ were not miracles ? ” 

” No more so than any great and noble work ts a 
miracle/' 

” And do you,” inquired my companion, removing his pipe 
from his lips, and staring at me very hard, ” do you believe that 
Jesus Christ was the Son of God ? ” 

” Yes,” said I, ” in the same way that you and I are, and the 
Quack-salver, yonder.” 

” But was He divine ? ” 

” Surely a mighty thinker — great teacher whose hand 
points the higher way, whose words inspire Humanity to nobler 
ends and aims, is, of necessity, divine.” 

"You are a very bold young man, and talk, I think, a little 
wildly.” 

" Heterodoxy has been styled so before, sir.” 

" And a very j^oung, young man.” 

" That, sir, will be amended by time.” Here, puffing at his 
pipe, and finding it gone out, he looked at me in surprise. 

" Remarkable I ” said he. 

” What is, sir ? ” 

” While I listened to you I have actually let my pipe go out — 
a thing which rarely happens with me.” As he spoke he thrust 
one hand into his pocket, when he glanced slowly all round, and 
back once more to me. 

" Remarkable I ” said he again. 

” What now, sir ? ” 

" My purse has gone again ! ” 

^ What I — gonej ” I ejaculated. 
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" Vanished 1 " said he, and, to prove his words, turned inside 
Dut first one pocket and then the other. 

" Come with me,*' said I, springing up, " there is yet a chance 
that we may possibly recover it." Forthwith I led him to where 
had stood a certain gaily-painted caravan, but it was gone — 
vanished as utterly as my companion's purse. 

Most annoying I " said he, shaking his venerable head, 
" reaDy most exasperating — I particularly wished to secure a 
sample of that fellow's pills — the collection of quack remedies is 
a fad of mine — as it is " 

" My purse is entirely at your disposal, sir," said I, " though 

to be sure, a very " But there I stopped, staring, in my turn, 

blankly at him. 

" Ila ? " he exclaimed, his eyes twanlding. 

" Yes," I nodded, " the rascal made oft with my purse also — 
we are companions in misfortune." 

" Then as such, young sir, come and dine with me, my 
habitation is but a little way off." - 

" Thank you, sir, but I am half expecting to meet with certain 
good friends of mine, though I am none the less honoured by your 
offer." 

"So be it, young sir, then permit me to wish you a 
very " Good-day,' " and, touching the brim of liis hat with 
the long stem of his pipe, the Venerable Man turned and 
left me, 

Howbeit, though I looked diligently on all hands, I saw 
nothing of Simon or the Ancient ; thus evening was falling as, 
bending my steps homeward, I came to a part of tlie Fair where 
drinking- booths had been set up, and where they were preparing 
to roast an ox whole, as is the immemorial custom. Drinking 
was going on, with its usual accompaniment of boisterous merri- 
ment and rough horseplay— the vulgarity of wliich ever annoys 
me. .Two or three times I was rudely jostled as I made my way 
along, so tliat my temper was already something the worse, when, 
turning aside to avoid all this, I came full upon two fellows, well- 
to-do farmers, by their look, who held a struggling girl between 
them — to each of whom I reached out a hand, and, gripping them 
firmly by their collars, brought their two heads together with a 
soun^g crack — ^and then I saw that the girl was Prudence. 
Next moment we were running, hand in hand, with the two 
fellows roaring in pursuit. But Prudence was wonderfully fleet 
and light of foot, wherefore, doubling and turning among carts, 
tents, and booths, we had soon outstripped our pursuers, and rid 
ourseh^s of them altogether. In spite of which Prudence still 
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ran on till, catching her foot in some obstacle, she tripped, and 
would have fallen, but for my arm. 

And looking down into her flushed face, glowing through tlie 
sweet disorder of her glossy curls, I could not but tliink how 
lovely she was. But, as I watched, the colour fled from her 
cheelcs, her eyes dilated, and she started away from me. 

Now, turning hastily, I saw that we were standing close by a 
certain small, dirty, and disreputable-looking tent, the canvas 
of which had been slit with a knife — ^and my movement had 
been quick enough to enable me to see a face vanish through the 
canvas. And, fleeting though the glimpse had been, yet, in 
the lowering brow, the baleful glare of the eye, and the set of 
the great jaw, I had seen — Death. 

And, after we had walked on a w'hile together, looking at 
Prue, I noticed that she trembled. 

“ Oh, Mr. Peter,’' she whispered, glancing back over her 
shoulder, did ye see ? ’’ 

“ Yes, Prudence, I saw." And, speaking, I also glanced back 
towards the villainous little tent, and tliougli the face appeared 
no more, I was aware, nevertheless, of a sudden misgiving that 
was almost like a foreboding of evil to come ; for in those features, 
disfigured though they were with black rage and passion. I had 
recognised the face of Black George. 


A WORD TO THE READER 

Remembering the very excellent advice of my friend the Tinker 
as to the wTiting of a good " nov-el,’' I am perturbed, and not 
a little discouraged, upon looking over these pages, to find that 
I have, as yet, described no desperate hand-to-hand encounters, 
no hairbreadth escapes (unless a bullet through one's hat n;ay be 
justly so regarded), and, above all — ^not one word of Love ! 

You, sir, who have expectantly borne with me thus far, 
may be tempted to close the book in a huff, and, hurling it fiom 
you, with a deep- voiced anathema, clap on your hat, and sally 
forth into the sunshine. 

Or you, madam, breathing a sigh o’er hopes deferred, may take 
up needle and silk, and turn you, once again, to that embroidery 
which has engaged your dainty fingers this twelvemonth and more, 
yet which, like Penelope's Web, would seem no nearer completion. 

Ah well, sir I exercise, especially walking, is highly beneficial 
to the liver, they tell me — and nothing, madam, believe me 
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(unless it be playing the harp); can show off a ptetty hand, or the 
delicate curves of a shapely wrist and arm to such advantage as 
that self-same embroidery. But since needlework (like books 
and all sublunary things) is apt to grow monotonous, you may, 
perchance, for lack of better occupation, be driven to address 
yourself, once more, to this, my Narrative. 

And since you, sir, no matter how far you walk, must, of 
necessity, return to your chair and chimney-corner, it is possible 
that, having dined adequately, and lighted your pipe (and Ixung 
tlierefore in a more charitable and tempirate frame of mind), 
you may lift my volume from the dusty comer w'here it has lain 
all this while, and (though probably with sundry grunts and 
snorts, indicative tliat the thing is done under protest, as it were) 
reopen these pages. 

In the which hope, dear madam, and you, noble sir, I here 
commence this, my Second Book — ^w^hich, as you see, is headed 
thus 3 


THE WOMAN 



BOOK IL— -THE WOMAN 


CHAPTER I 

OF STORM, AND TEMPEST, AND OF THE COMING OF CHARMIAN 

1 WAS at sea in an open boat. Out of the pitch black heaven there 
ruslied a mighty wind, and the pitch black seas above me rose 
high, and ever higher, flecked with hiosnr.g white ; wherefore I 
cast me face downwards in my little boat, tlial I might not 
beliold the horror of the waters ; and abc»ve their ceaseless, 
surging thundca* there rose a long-drawn cry ; 

“ Charmian I 

I stood upon a desolate moor, and the pitiless rain lashed me, 
and the fierce wind buffeted me ; and, oat of the gloom where 
frowTiing eartli and heaven met — there rose a long-drawTi cry : 

Charmian ! " 

I started up in bed, broad awake, and listening ; yet the 
tumult was all about me still — the hiss and beat of rain, and tlio 
sound of a rushing, mighty wind — a wind that SfXTned to fill the 
earth — a wind that screamed about me, Uiat howled above me, 
and filled the wtjods, near and far, with a deep booming, pierced, 
now and then, by llie sphntering crash of snapinng bc^ugh (..r 
falling tree. And yet, somewdiere in tliis frightful pandemonium 
of sound, blended in with it, yet not of it, it seemed to me that the 
cry still faintly echoed : 

Charmian ! " 

So appalling was all tliis to my newly-awakened sensed, that 
I remained, for a time, staring into the darkness as one dazed. 
Presently, however, I rose, and, donning some clothes, mended tlie 
fire which still smouldered upon the hearth, and, having filled and 
lighted my pipe, sat down to listen to the aw'ful voices of the 
storm. 

What brain could conceive — what pen describe that elemental 
chorus, like the mighty voice of persecuted Humanity, past and 
present, crying the woes, and ills, the sorrows and tormenis, 
endured of all the ages ? To-night, surely, the souls of the un- 
numbered dead rode within the storm, and this was the voice of 
their lamentation. 
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From the red mire of battlefields are they come, from the flame 
and ravishment of fair cities, from dim and reeking dungeons, 
from the rack, the stake, and the gibbet, to pierce the heavens 
once more with the voice of their agony. 

Since the world was made, how many have lived and suffered, 
and died, unlettered and unsung — ^snatched by a tyrant’s wliim 
from Life to Death, in the glory of the sun, in the gloom of 
night, in blood and flame, and torment ? Indeed, their name is 
Lepon.” 

But t}:ere is a great and awful Book, whose leaves are count- 
less, yet every leaf of which is smirched with blood, and fouled 
with nameless sins, a record, howsoever brief and inadequate, 
of human suffering, wherein as "through a glass, darkly," we 
may beheld horrors unimagined ; where Murder stalls, and 
rampant Lust, where Treachery creeps with curving back, smiling 
mouth, and sudden, deadly hand, where Tyranny, fierce-eyed, and 
iron-lipped, grinds the nations beneath a bloody heel. Truly, 
Man hath no enemy like man. And Christ is there, and Socrates, 
and Savcriarola — and there, too, is a cross of agony, a bowl of 
hen dock, and a consuming &e. 

O noble mart5ns 1 by whose blood, and agony, the world is 
become a purer and better place for us, and those who shall come 
after us — O glorious, innumerable hos I thy poor, maimed 
bodies were dust ages since, but thy souls live on in paradise, and 
thy memory abides, and shall abide in the earth, for ever. 

Ye Purblind, ye IPessimists, existing with no hope of a Resurrec- 
tion, bethink you of these matters ; go, open the great and awful 
B<x»k, and read and behold these things for yoursedves — for what 
student of History is there but must be persuaded of Man’s 
Immortality — ^that, though this poor flesh be mangled, tom 
asunder, burned to ashes, yet the soul, rising beyond the tyrant’s 
reach, soars triumphant above Death and this sorry world, to 
the refuge of " the everlasting arms " ; for God is a just God ! 

Novv’, in a while, becoming conscious that my pipe was smoked 
out and cold, I reached up my hand to my tobacco-box upon the 
inanteLsiicif. Yet I did not reach it down, for, even as my fingers 
closed upon it, above the wailing of the storm, above the hiss and 
patter of driven rain, there arose a long-drawn cry ; 

“ Charmian I " 

So, remembering the voice I had seemed to hear calling in 
my di’eam, I sat there with my hand stretched up to my tobacco- 
box, and my face screwed round to the clement biehind me, 
that, as I watched, shook and rattled beneath each wind-gust, 
as if s(;me hand strove to pluck it open. 
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How long I remained thus, with my hand stretched up to my 
tobacco-box, and my eyes upon this window; I am unable to say, 
but, all at once, the door of the cottage burst open with a crash, 
and immediately the quiet room was full of rioting wind and 
tempest ; such a wind as stopped my breath, and sent up a swirl 
of smoke and sparks from the fire. And, borne upon this wind, 
like some spirit of the storm, was a woman with flying draperies 
and long, streaming hair, who turned, and with knee and shoulder, 
forced to the door, and so leaned there, panting. 

Tall she was, and nobly shaped, for her wet gown clung, 
disclosing the sinuous lines of her waist and the bold, full curves 
of hip and thigh. Her dress, too, had been wrenched and torn 
at the neck, and, through the shadow of her fallen hair, I caught 
the ivory gleam of her shoulder, and the heave and tumult of 
licr bosom. 

Here I ' reached down my tobacco-box and mechanically 
began to fill my pipe, watching her the while. 

Suddenly she started, and seemed to listen. Then, with a 
swift, stealthy movement, she slipped from before the door, and I 
noticed that she hid one hand behind her. 

Charmian I 

The woman crouched back against the wall, with her eyes 
towards the door, and alwa3^s her right hand was hidden in the 
lolds of her petticoat. So we remained, she watching the door, 
and I, her. 

Charmian I ” 

The voice was very near now, and, almost immediately after, 
there came a loud \new hallo,'' and a heavy fist pounded upon 
the door. 

" Oh, Charmian, you're there — ^yes, yes — ^inside — I know you 
are. I swore you should never escape me, and you sha'n't — 
by God I " A hand fumbled upon the latch, the door swung 
open, and a man entered. As he did so I leapt foiward, and 
caught the w^oman's wrist. There was a blinding flash, a loud 
report, and a bullet buried itself somewhere in tlie rafters over-* 
liead. With a strange, repressed cry, she turned upon me so 
fiercely that I fell back before her. 

The new-comer, meantime, had closed the door, latching it 
very carefully, and now, standing before it, folded his arms, 
staring at her with bent head. He w^as a very tall man, with a 
ra,in-sodden, bell-crowned hat crushed low upon his brows, and 
wrapped in a long, many-caped overcoat, the skirts of which were 
woefully mired and tom. All at once he laughed, very softly and 
musically. 
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" So, yon would have killed me, would you, Charmian — shot 
me — ^hke a dog ? " His tone was soft as his laugh and equally 
musical, and yet neither was good to hear. " So you thought you 
had lost me, did you, when you gave me the slip, a while ago ? 
Lose me ? Escape me ? Wiy, I tell you, I would search for 
you day and night — hunt the world over until I found you, 
Charmian — ^until I found 3 ^ 011 ," said he, nodding his head and 
speaking almost in a whisper. ‘‘ I would, by God 1 " 

The woman neither moved nor uttered a word, only her breath 
came thick and fast, and her eyes gltamed in the shadow of her 
hair. 

They stood facing each other, like two adversaries, each 
measuring the other's strength, without appearing to be conscious 
of m^’’ presence ; indeed, the man had not so much as looked 
toward me even wiien I had struck up the pistol. 

Now, with every minute I w^as becoming more curious to see 
this man's face, hidden as it was in the shadow of his dripping 
hat-brim. Yet the fire had burned low. 

** You alwaj^'s were a spitfire, weren't you, Charmian ? " he 
w'ent on in the same gentle voice ; hot, and fierce, and proud — 
the flame beneatli the ice — I knew that, and loved the better, 
for it ; and so I determined to win you, Charmian — to win you 
wiiether you would or no. And — ^you are so strong — ^so tall, 
and glorious, and strongs Charmian 1 " 

His voice had sunk to a murmur again, and he drew a slow 
step nearer to her. 

‘‘ How w^onderful you arc, Ch.armian 1 I alwa^^s loved your 
sliouldcrs and that round, white throat. Loved ? Worshipped 

them, w'orshipped them I And to-iiiglit ? " He paused, 

and I felt, rather than saw% that he w^as smiling. “ And to-nigln 
you would have killed me, Charmian — shot me — ^like a dog i 
But I would not have it difierent. You have flouted, coquetted, 
scorned, and mocked me — for three years, Charmian , and to-night 
you would have killed me — ^and I — w'ould not have it otherwise, 
for surely you can see that this of itself must make your final 
surrender — even sw^eeter.” 

Witli a gesture utterly at variance with his voice, so sudden, 
fierce, and passionate was it, he sprang toward her with out- 
stretched arms. But, quick as he, she eluded him, and, before 
he could reach her, I stepped between them. 

Sir," said I, “ a word with you." 

" Out of my way, bumpkin 1 " he retorted, and, brushing me 
aside, made after her. I caught him by the skirts of his long, 
loose coat, but, with a dexterous twist, he had left it in my grasp. 
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Yet the check, momentary though it was, enabled her to slip 
through the door of that room which had once been Donal's, and, 
before he could reach it, I stood upon the threshold. He regarded 
me for a moment beneath his hat-brim, and' seemed undecided 
how to act. 

My good fellow,” said he at last, ” I will buy yom cottage 
of you — ^for to-night — ^name your price.” 

I shook my head. Hereupon he drew a thick purse from his 
pocket, and tossed it, chinking, to my feet. 

“ There are two hundred guineas, bumpkin, maybe more — 
pick them up, and — ^go,” and turning, he flung open the door. 

Obediently I stooped, and, taking up the purse, rolled it in 
the coat which I still held, and tossed both out of the cottage. 

” Sir,” said I, ” be so very obliging as to follow your propertj^.” 

” Ah I ” he murmured, ” very pretty, on my soul I ” And. 
in that same moment, his knuckles caught me fairly between the 
eyes, and he was upon me swift, and fierce, and lithe as a pantluT. 

I remember the glint of his eyes and the flash of liis bared 
teeth, now to one side of me, now to the other, as we swayed to 
and fro, overturning the chairs, and crashing into unseen obstacles. 
In that dim and narrow place smaD cliance was there for feint or 
parry, it was blind, brutal work, fierce, and giiin, and silent. 
Once he staggered, and fell heavii}^ canying the table crashing 
with him, and I saw him wipe blood from his face as he rose ; 
and once I was beaten to my knees, but was up before he could 
reach me again, though the fire upon the hearth spun giddily 
round and round, and the floor heaved oddly beneath my feet. 

Then, suddenly, hands were upon my throat, and I could feol 
the hot pant of his breath in my face, breath that hissed and 
whistled between clenched teeth. Desperately I stro^^e to brc<ik 
his hold, to tear liis hands asunder, and could not, only the fingers 
tightened and tightened. 

Up and down the room we staggered, grim and voiceles5-~out 
through the open door — out into the wliiiling blackness of the 
storm. And there, amid the tempest, lashed by driving rain and 
deafened by the roaring rush of wind, we fought — ^as our savage 
forefathers may have done, breast to breast, and knee to knee — 
stubborn and wild, and merciless — the old, old struggle for 
supremac;/ and life, 

I beat him with my fists, but his head was down between Ins 
arms ; I tore at liis wrists, but he gripped my throat the tighter ; 
and now we were down, rolling upon the sodden grass, and now we 
were up, stumbling and slipping, but ever the gripping fingers 
sank the deeper, choking the strength and life out of me. My 
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eyes stared up into a heaven streaked vrith blood and fire, thei« 
was the taste of sulphur in my mouth, my arms grew weak and 
nerveless, and the roar of wind seemed a thousand times more 
loud. Then — something clutched and dragged us by the feet, we 
tottered, swayed helplessly, and plunged down together. But, 
as we fell, the deadly, gripping fingers slackened for a moment, 
and, in that moment, I had broken free,and, rolling clear, stumbled 
up to my feet. Yet, even then I was still encumbered, and 
stooping down, found the skirts of the overcoat twisted tightly 
about my foot and ankle. Now, as I loosed it, I inwardly blessed 
that tattered garment, for it seemed that to it I owed my life. 

So I stood, panting, and waited for the end. I remember 
a blind groping in the dark, a wild hurly-burfy of random blows, 
a sudden sharp pain in my right hand — ^a groan, and I was stand- 
ing with the swish of tlie rain about me, and the moaning of the 
wind in the woods beyond. 

How long I remained thus I cannot tell, for I was as one in a 
dream, but the cool rain upon my face refreshed me, and the 
strong, clean wind in my nostrils was wonderfully grateful. 
Prcf ently, raising my arm stiffly, I brushed the wet hair from my 
e\Ts, and stared round me into the pitchy darkness, in quest of 
mj" opponent. 

Where are you ? " said I atiast, and this was the first word 
uttered during the struggle ; " where are you ? " 

Receiving no answer I advanced cautiously (for it was, as I 
have said, black dark), and so, presently, touched something 
yielding with my foot. 

Come — get up I " said I, stopping to lay a hand upon him, 
get up, I say." But he never moved ; he was lying upon liis 
face, and, as I raised his head, my fingers encountered a smooth, 
round stone, buried in the grass, and the touch of that stone 
tiirilicd me from head to foot with sudden dread. Hastily, I tore 
open waistcoat and shirt, and pressed my hand above his heart. 
In that one moment I lived an age of harrowing suspense, then 
breathed a sigh of relief, and, rising, took him beneath the arms 
and began to half drag, half carry him towards the cottage. 

I had proceeded thus but some dozen yards or so when, during 
a momentary lull in the storm, I thought I heard a faint “ Hallo," 
and h>oking about, saw a twinkling light that hovered to and fro, 
coming and going, yet growing brighter each moment. Setting 
down my burden, therefore, I hollowed my hands about my 
mouth, and shouted. 

'* This way I " I called ; this way I " 

•* Be that you, sir ? " cried a man's voice at no great distance. 
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This way I ” I called again, " this way I " The words seemed 
to reassure the fellow, for the light advanced once more, and as 
he came up, I made him out to be a postilion by his dress, and the 
light he carried, the lanthom of a chaise. 

“ Why — sir I he began, looking me up and down, by the light 
of his lanthom, “ strike me lucky if I'd ha' knowed ye I you looks 
as if — oh. Lord I " 

** What is it ? " said I, wiping tlie rain from my eyes again. 
The Postilion's answer was to lower his lanthom towards the 
face of him who lay on the ground between us, and point. Now, 
looking where he pointed, I started suddenly backwards, and 
shivered, with a strange stirring of the flesh- 

For I saw a pale face with a streak of blood upon the cheek — 
there was blood upon my own ; a face framed in lank hair, thick 
and black — as was my own ; a pale, aquiline face, with a promi- 
nent nose, and long, cleft chin-— even as my own. So, as I stood 
looking down upon this face, my breath caught, and my flesh 
crtjpt, for indeed, I might liave been looking into a mirror — ^tiie 
face was the face of myself. 


CHAPTER II 

THE POSTILION 

Good Lord 1 " exclaimed the Postilion, and fell back a step. 

“ Well ? " said I, meeting his astonished look as carelessly as 
I might. 

“ Lord love me I " said the Postilion. 

“ What now ? " I inquired. 

“ I never see such a thing as this 'ere," said he, alternately 
glancing from me down to the outstretched figure at my feet, 
“ if it's bewitchments, or only enchantments, I don't like it — 
strike me pink if I do I " 

" What do you mean ? " 

“ Eyes,” continued the Postilion slowly and heavily, and with 
his glance wandering still — ” eyes, same — ^nose, i-dentical — ^moutli, 
when not bloody, same — ^hair, same — figure, same — ^no, I don't 
like it — ^it's onnat'ral 1 that's what it is.” 

” Come, come,” I broke in, somewhat testily, ” don't stand 
there staring like a fool — you see this gentleman is hurt.” 

” Onnat'ral's the word I ” went on the Postilion, more as 
though speaking his thoughts aloud than addressing me, “it's 
a onnat'ral night to begin with — seed a many bad 'uns in my time. 
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but nothing to ekal this 'ere, that I lost my way aren't to be 
wondered at ; then him, and her a-jumping out o' the chaise and 
a-nmning off into the thick o' the storm — that's onnat'ral in tlie 
second place I and then, his face, and your face — that's the most 
onnat'rallest part of it all — ^likewise, I never see one man in two 
suits o' clothes afore, nor yet a-standing up, and a-laying down 
both at the same i-dcntical minute — onnal'ral's the word — ^and — 
I'm' a-going." 

" Stop ! " said I, as he began to move away. 

" Not on no account ! " 

" Then I must make you," said I, and doubled my fists. 

The Postilion eyed me over from head to foot, and paused, 
irresolute. 

" What might you be wanting with a peaceable, civil-spoke 
cove like me ? " he inquired. 

" Where is your chaise ? " 

" Up in the lane, som'eres over yonder," answered he, witli a 
vague jerk of his tiiiimb over liis shoulder. 

" Then, if 3^ou vill take this gentleman's heels we can carrv 
him -well enough between us — ^it's no great distance." 

" Easy 1 " said the Postilion, backing away again, “ easy, 
now — what might be the matter with him, if I might make so 
bold — ain't dead, is he ? " 

" Dead — ^no, fool I " I rejoined angrily, 

" Voice like his, too ! " muttered the Postilion , backing away st ill 
farther ; yes, onnat'ral’s the word — ^strike me dumb if it ain't ! " 

" Come, will you do as I ask, or must I make you ? " 

" Why, I ain't got no objection to taking the gent's 'eels, 
if that's all 3 T)u ask, though mind ye, if ever I see such damned 
onnat'ralncss as this 'ere in all my days, why — drownd me I " 

So, after some delay, I found the overcoat and purse (which 
latter I thrust into the pocket ere wrapping the garment about 
him), .and lifting my still unconscious antagonist ^tween us, we 
started for the lane ; which we eventually reached, with no little 
labour and difficulty. Plere, more by good fortune than anything 
else, we presently stumbled upon a chaise and horses, drawn up 
in the gloom of sheltering trees, in which we deposited our limp 
burden as comfortably as might be, and where I made some shift 
to tie up the gash in his brow. 

" It would be a fine thing," said the Postilion moodily as I, at 
length, closed the chaise door, " it would be a nice thing if 'e was 
to go a-dying." 

" By the looks of him," said I, “ he will be swearing your headf 
of! in the next ten minutes or so." 
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Without another word the Postilion set the lanthorn back in 
its socket, and swung himself into the saddle. 

Your best course would be to make for Tonbridge, bearing to 
the right when you strike fhe high road/' 

The Postilion nodded, and, gathering up tlie reins, turned to 
stare at me, once more, while I stood in the gleam of the lanthorn. 

“ Well ? " I inquired. 

“ Eyes," said he, rubbing his chin very hard, as one at a loss, 
eyes, identical — nose, same — mouth, when not bloody, same — 
'air, same — everything, same — Lord love me ! 

“ Pembry would be nearer," said I, " and the sooner he is 
between the sheets the better." 

Ah I " exclaimed the Postilion with a slow nod, and drawing 
out the word unduly, " and Urlking o' sheets and beds — what 
about my second passenger ? I started wi' two, and 'ere's only 
OIK — what about Number Two — wiiat about — 'er ? " 

" Her I " I repeated. 

“ 'Er as was wath 'im — Number One — 'er what was a-quarrel- 
ling wi' Number One all the w^ay from London — 'cr as run away 
from Number One into the wood, yonder, what about Number 
Two— 'er ? " 

" Why, to be sure — I had forgotten her 1 " 

Forgotten ? " repeated the Postilion, '' Oh, Lord, yes I " 
and leaning over, he winked one eye, very deliberately ; '' for- 
gotten 'er — ah 1 — to be sure — of course 1 " and he winked again. 

" What do you mean ? " I demanded, nettled by the fellow's 
manner. 

“ Mean ? " said he, “ I means as of all the damned onnat'ral* 
ness as come on a honest, well-meaning, civil-spoke cove — why. 
I'm that there cove, so 'elp me ! " Saying which, he cracked his 
wliip, the horses plunged forward, and, almost immediately, as it 
s(‘emed, horses, chaise, and Postilion had lurched into the black 
murk of the night, and vanished. 


CHAPTER in 

WHICH BEARS AMPLE TESTIMONY TO THE STRENGTH OF THE 

gentleman's fists 

* 

Considering all that had befallen, during the last half-hour or so, 
it was not very surprising, I think, that I should have forgotten 
the very existence of this v/oman Charmian, even though she had 
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been chiefly instrumental in bringing it all about, and to have her 
recalled to my recollection thus suddenly (and, moreover, the 
possibility that I must meet with and talk to her) perturbed me 
greatly, and I remained, for some time, quite oblivious to wind and 
rain, all engrossed by the thought of this woman. 

“ A dark, fierce, Amazonian creature I " I told myself, who 
had (abhorrent thought) already attempted one man's life to- 
night ; furtliermore, a tall woman, and strong (therefore un- 
maidenly), with eyes that gleamed wild in the shadow of her hiair. 
And yet my dismay arose not so much from any of these as ir(>m 
the fact that she was a woman, and, consequently, beyond :ny 
ken. 

Hitherto I had regarded the sex very much from a distance, 
and a little askance, as creatures naturally illogical, and given 
to unreasoning impulse ; delicate, ethereal beings whose lives 
were made up of petty trifles and vanities, who were sent into t:hs 
gross world to be admired, petted, occasionally worshipped, and 
frequently married. 

Indeed, my education, in tins direction, had been shockingly 
neglected, tlius far, not so much from lack of inclination (for 
who can deny the fascination of the Sex ?) as for lack of time and 
opportunity ; for, when, as a young gentleman of means, and great 
expectations, I should have been writing sonnets to the eye- 
brow of some ** lad^^e fa5T:e,'' or surreptitiously wooing some 
farmer's daughter, in common with my kind, I was hearkening 
to the plaint of some Greek or Roman lover, or chuckling c,‘ver 
old Brantfime. 

Thus, women were to me practically an unknown quantity, as 
yet, and hence it w^as with no little trepidation that I now su^.led 
out for the cottage and this truly Amazonian Charmian, unle ss 
she liad disappeared as suddenly as she had come (w’^liich I found 
myself devoutly hoping). 

As I went, I became conscious that I was bleeding copiously 
above tlie brow, that my throat was much swollen, and that ihe 
tliumb of my right hand pained exceedingly at the least toiicli ; 
added to which was a dizziness of the head, and a general soreness 
of body, that testified to the strength of my opponent's fists. 

On I stumbled, my head bent low against the stinging rain, 
and with uncertain, clumsy feet, for reaction had come, and with 
it, a deadly faintness. Twigs swung out of the darkness to ksh 
at and catch me as I passed, invisible trees creaked and groaned 
above and around me, and once, as I paused to make more 
certain of my direction, a dim, vague mass plunged down athwart 
my path with a rending crash. 
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On I went (wearily enough, and with the faintness growing 
upon me, a sickness that would not be fought down), guiding my 
Cvjurse by touch rather than sight, until, fcding myself at fault, 
I stopped again, staring about me teneath my hand. Yet, feeling 
the faintness increase with inaction, I started forward, groping 
before me as I went ; I had gone but a few paces, however, when 
I tripped over some obstacle, and fell heavily. It wanted but 
this to complete my misery, and I lay where I was, overcome by a 
deadly nausea. 

Now presently, as I lay thus, spent and sick, I became aware 
of a soft glow, a brightness that seemingly played all around me, 
wherefore, lifting my heavy head, I beheld a ray of light tJiat 
pierced the gloom, a long, gleaming vista jewelled by falling rain- 
drops, whose brilliance was blurred, now and then, by the flitting 
shapes of wind-tossed branches. At sight of this my strength 
revived, and rising, I staggered on towards tliis welcome light, and 
tlius I saw that it streamed from the window of my cottage. 
Even then, it seemed, I journeyed miles before I felt the latch 
beneath my fingers, and fumbling, opened the door, stumbled in 
and closed it alter me. 

For a space I stood dazed by the sudden light, and then, little 
by little, noticed that the table and chairs had been righted, that 
the fire had been mended, and that candles burned brightly upon 
tlie mantel. All this I saw but dimly for there was a mist before 
my eyes, yet I was conscious that the girl had leapt up on my 
entrance, and now stood fronting me across the table. 

You 1 " said she, in a low, repressed voice — “ you ? ” 

Now, as she spoke, I saw the glitter of sted in her hand. 

Keep back I she said, in the same subdued tone, “ keep 
back — I warn you I '' But I only leaned there against tlie di>oi', 
even as she had done ; indeed, "l doubt if I could have moved 
just then, had I tried. And, as I stood thus, hanging my head, 
and not answering her, she stamped her foot suddcijly/ and 
laughed a short, fierce laugh. 

So — he has hurt you ? " she cried ; " you are all blood — 
it is running dowm your face — tJic Country Bumpkin has hurt 
you I Oh, I am glad 1 glad ! glad I '' and she laughed again. 
“ I might have run away,'' she WT,nt on mockingly, “ but you see — 
I was prepared for you," and she held up the laiife, " prepared for 
you — and now — ^you are pale, and hurt, and faint — ^yes, you are 
iaint — ^the Country Bumpkin has done his work well. I shall not 
need this, after all, — ^scc 1 " And she flung the knife upon the table. 

" Yes — ^it is better — ^there," said I, " and I tiiink — madam — 
is — ^mistaken," 
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*' Mistaken ? " she cried, vnth a sudden catch in her voice, 
what — what do you mean ? 

That I-— am — the Bumpkin ! " said I. 

Now, as I spoke, a black mist enveloped all things, my knees 
loosened suddenly, and stumbling forward, I sank into a chair. 

I am — verj' — tired 1 " I siglied, and so, as it seemed, fell 
asleep. 


CHAPTER IV 

WTIICII, AMONG OTIir.R MATTERS, HAS TO DO WITH BRUISES AND 

BANDAGES 


She was on her knees beside me, bathing my battered face, talkiv g 
all the while in a soft voice that 1 lliought wonderiuh wsweet to ht .d'. 
Poor boy I " slie was saving, over ajid o^Tr again, poor 
boy 1 And after she had said it, periiaps, a dozen times, I 
opened my e3^cs, and looked at her. 

“ Madam, I am twenty-live 1 said I. Ikreiipon, sponge 
in liand, she drew back and looked at me. 

A wonderful fnc^ -low-lTowcd, decp-cjrd, fnlMipped. The 
'f3^es were dark, and swifify changeful, and there \va,s a subtle 
wjtchcr3^ in the slanting shadow of thiar lashes. 

“ Twent3"-five 1 " she repeated, can it really be ? ** 

** Wln^ not, madam ? " 

So vfiy 3Tmng ? " 

** Why ” I began, greatly taken aback. “ Indeed, 

I — that is ” 

But here she laughed and then she siglied, and sigliing, shook 
her head, 

** Poor boy I " said she, poor boy I And, when I would 
Lave Tetorted, she stopped me with the sponge. 

"'-Your mouth is cut,” said she, after a while, “ and there is a 
great gash in 3T>ur brow.” 

” But the water feels delicious ! ” said I. 

” And your throat is all scratched and swollen 1 ” 

But 3^our hands are very gentle and soothing I ” 

” I don't hurt 5^ou, then ? ” 

” On the contrary, the — the pain is very trifling, thank 3"ou.” 
Yet you fainted a little while ago.” 

” Then it was very foolish of me.” 

" Poor ” she hesitated, and looking up at her through 

the trickling water, I saw that she was smilmg. 
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•• — ^fellow 1 " said she. And her lips were very sweet, and her 
eyes very soft and tender — ^for an Amazon. 

And, when she had washed the blood from my face, she went 
to fetch clean water from where I kept it in a bucket in the 
corner. 

Now, at my elbow, upon the tabic, lay the knife, a heavy, 
clumsy contrivance, I had bought to use in my carpentry, and I 
now, mechanically, picked it up. As I did so the light gleamed 
evilly upon its long blade. 

Put it down 1 " she commanded, “ put it away — ^it is a 
hateful thing 1 " 

“ For a woman's hand," I added, " so liideously unfeminine ! " 

" Some men arc so hatefully — hideously — masculine 1 " she 
retorted, her lip curling. “ I expected — him — and you are 
terribly like him." 

“ As to that," said I, " I may have the same coloured eyes, 
and hair, and be something of the same build " 

" Yes," she nodded, " it was your build, and the colour of 
your eyes and hair, that — startled me." 

" But, after all," said I, " the similarity is only skin-deep, 
and goes no farther." 

" No," she answered, kneeling beside me again ; " no, you 
are — only twenty-five I " And, as she said this, her eyes were 
hidden by her lashes. . 

" Twenty-five is — twenty-five 1 " said I, more sharply than 
before. " Why do you smile ? " 

" The water is all dripping from your nose and chin I — stoop 
lower over the basin." 

“ And yet," said I, as well as I could on account of the trickling 
water, for she was bathing my face again, " and yet, you must be 
years younger than I," 

“ But then’ some women always feel older than a man — more 
especially if he is hurt." 

" Thank you," said I, " thank you ; with the exception of a 
scratch, or so, I am very well ! " But, as I moved, 1 caught my 
thumb clumsily against the table-edge, and winced with the 
sudden pain of it. 

" What is it — ^your hand ? " 

" My thumb." 

" Let me see ? " Obediently I stretched out my liand to 
her. 

" Is it broken ? " 

" Dislocated, I think." 

" It is greatly swollen 1 " 
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Yes," said I, and taking firm hold of it, with my left hand, 
I gave it a sudden puU which started the sweat upolf my temples, 
but sent it back into joint. 

- Poor " 

" Well ? " said I, as she hesitated. 

" — ^man ! " said slie, and touched the swollen hand very 
tenderly with her fingers. 

" You do not fear me any longer ? " 

"No.'' 

" In spite of my eyes and hair ? " 

" In spite of you# eyes, and hair — ^you see, a woman knows 
Snstinctively whom she must fear and whom not to fear." 

" Well ? " 

" And you are one I do not fear, and, I think, never should." 

" Hum 1 " said I, rubbing my chin, " I am only twenty- 
five ! " 

" Twenty-five is — twenty-five I " said she demurely. 

" And yet, I am very like — him — ^you said so yourself ! " 

" Him 1 " she exclaimed, starting. " I had forgotten aD 
alx)ut him. Where is he — what has bc*come of him ? " and she 
glanced apprehensively towards the door. 

" Half way to Tonbridge — or should be by now." 

" Tonbridge 1 " said she, in a tone of amazement, and turned 
to look at me again. 

" Tonbridge I " I repeated. 

" But he is not the man to — ^to run away," said slie doubtfuDy 
— " even from you." 

" No, indeed I " said I, shaking my head, " he certainly did 
not run away, but circumstances — and a stone, were too much — 
even for him." 

" A stone ? " 

" Upon which he — ^happened to fall, and strike his head — very 
fortunately for me.” 

" Was he — ^miich hurt ? " 

" Stunned only," I answered. 

She was still Imeeliiig beside my chair, but now she sat back, 
and turned to stare into the fire. And, as she sat, I noticed how 
full and round and white her arms were^for her sleeves were rolled 
high, and that the hand, which yet held the sponge, was likewise 
very white, neither big nor little, a trifle wide, perhaps, but with 
long, slender fingers. Presently, with a sudden gesture, she raised 
her head and looked at me again — a long, searching look. 

" Who are you ? " she asked suddenly, 

" My name/' said I, " is Peter." 
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•• Yes," she nodded, with her eyes still on mine. 

•• Peter — ^Smith," I went on, " and, by that same token, 
I am a blacksmith — ^very humbly at your service." 

" Peter — ^Smith I " she repeated, as though trying the sound 
of it, hesitating at the surname exactly as I had done. " Peter — 
Smith I — and mine is Charmian, Charmian — Brown," and here 
again was a pause between the two names. * 

Yours is a very beautiful name,'' said I, " especially the 
Charmian I " 

" And yours," she retorted, " is a beautifully — ^ugly one 1 " 

" Yes ? " 

" Especially tlie — Peter 1 " 

" Indeed, I quite agree with you," said I, rising, " and now, 
if I may trouble you for the towel — thank you I " Forthwith 
I began to dry my face as well as I might on account of my 
injured thumb, while she watched me with a certain elusive 
m^jrriment peeping from her eyes, and quivering at me round her 
lij>s, an expression half mocking, half amused, that I had seen 
there more than once already. Wherefore, to liide from her my 
consciousness of tliis, I fell to toweUing myself vigorously, so 
much so, that, forgetting the cut in my brow, I set it bleeding 
faster than ever. 

" Oh, you are very clumsy I " she cried, springing up, and 
snatching the towel from me she began to stanch the blood with 
it. " If you will sit down, I will bind it up for you." 

" Really, it is quite unnecessary," I demurred. 

" Quite 1 " said she ; " is there anything will serve as a 
bandage ? " 

" There is the towel I " I suggested. 

" Not to be thought of 1 " 

" Then you might tear a strip off the sheet," I said, nodding 
towards the bed. 

“ Ridiculous 1 " said she, and proceeded to draw a handker- 
chief from the bosom of her dress, and having folded it with 
gieat nicety and moistened it in the bowl, she tied it about my 
temples. 

Now, to do this, she had, perforce, to pass her arms about my 
neck, and this brought her so near that I could feel her breath 
upon my lips, and there stole to me, out of her hair, or out of her 
bosom, a perfume very sweet, that was like the fragrance of 
\dolets at evening. But her hands were aU too dexterous, and, 
quicker than it takes to write, the bandage was tied, and Sie was 
standing before me, straight, and tall. 

" There — that is more comfortable, isn't it ? " she inquired. 
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and with the words, she bestowed a final little pat to the bandage, 
a touch so light— so ineffably gentle — ^that it might almost 
have been the hand of that long-dead mother whom I had never, 
known. '' That is better, isn't it ? ” she demanded. 

“ Thank you — yes, very comfortable ! " said I. But, as the 
word left me, my glance, by accident, encountered the pistol 
near by, and at sight of it a sudden anger came upon me, for I 
remembered that, but for my intervention, this girl was a 
murderess ; wherefore, I would fain have destroyed the vile 
thing, and reached for it impulsively, but she was before me, 
and snatching up the weapon, hid it behind her as she had done 
once before. 

'' Give it to me," said I, irovming, " it is an accursed thing ! " 

" Yet it has been my friend to-night," she answered. 

Give it to me ! " I repeated. She threw up her head, and 
regarded me with a disdainful air, for my tone had been imperative. 

" Come," said I, and held out my hand. So, for a while, we 
looked into each other's eyes, then, all at once she dropped the 
weapon on the table before me, and turned her back to me. 

" I think " she began, speaking with her back still turned 

to me. 

" Well ? " said I. 

" — that you have 

" Yes ? " said I. 

" — very unpleasant — eyes ! " 

" I am very sorry for that," said I, dropping the weapon out 
of sight, behind my row of books, having done which, I drew 
lK>th chairs nearer the fire, and invited her to sit dowm, 

" Thank you, I prefer to stand," said she loftily. 

" As you will," I answered, but, even while I spoke, she seemed 
to change her mind, for she sank into the nearest chair, and, chin 
in hand, stared into the fire, 

" And so,” said she, as I sat down opposite her, " and so your 
name is Peter Smith, and you are a blacksmith ? " 

" Yes, a blacksmith," 

" And make horseshoes ? 

" Naturally, yes.” 

" And do you live here ? '* 

“ Yes " 

" Alone ? " 

** Quite alone I ” 

" And how long have you lived here alone ? " 

" Not so long that I am tired of it." 

" And is this cottage yours ? " 
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** Yes — ihot is, it stands on the Sefton estates, I believe, but 
nobody hereabouts would seem anxious to dispute my right of 
.occupying the place/' 

Why not ? " 

** Because it is generally supposed to be haunted/* 

Oh I " 

It was built by some wanderer of the roads," I explained, 
" a stranger to these parts, who lived alone here, and eventually 
died alone here." 

" Died here ? " 

" Hanged himself on the staple above the door, yonder." 

" Oh 1 " said she again, and cast a fearful glance towards the 
4oep-drivcn, rusty staple. 

“ The country folk believe his spirit still haunts the place," 
I wont on, and seldom, or never, venture foot within the Hollow." 

" And are you not afraid of this ghost ? " 

No," said I. 

" It must be very loneiv here." 

Delightfully so." 

Are you so fond of solitude ? " 

" Yes, for solitude is thought, and to think is to hve," 

" And what did you do with the — pistol ? " 

" I dropped it out of sight behind my books, yonder." 

" I wonder why I gave it to you." 

" Because, if you remember, I asked you for it." 

" But I usually dislike doing what I am asked, and your 
manner was — scarcely courteous." 

" You also objected to my eyes, I think ? " 

Yes," she nodded, 

" Hum 1 ” said L 

The dark night, outside, was filled with malignant daemons 
r ow, wdio tore at the ratthng casements, who roared and bellowed 
down the chimney, or screamed furiously round the cottage ; 
but here, in tj\e warm firelight, I heeded them not at all, watching 
rather, this woman, where she sat, leaning forward, gazing deep 
into the glow. And where the light touched her hair it wok<; 
strange fires, red and bronze. And it was very rebellious hair, 
with little tendrils that gleamed, here and there, against her 
temples, and small, defiant curls that seemed to strive to hide 
behind her ear, or, bold and wanton, to kiss her snow>’' neck — out 
of sheer bravado. 

As to her dress, I, little by little, became aware of tw'o facts, 
for whereas her gown was of a rough, coarse material such as 
domestic servants wear, the stockinged foot that peeped at me 
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beneath its hem (her shoes were drying on the hearth) was clad 
in a silk so fine that I could catch, through it, the gleam of the 
white flesh beneath. From tliis apparent inconsistency I deduce^ 
that she was of educated tastes, but poor — ^probably a governess, 
or, more likely still, taking her hands into consideration, with 
their long, prehensile fingers, a teacher of music, and was going 
on to explain to myself her present situation as the outcome of 
Beauty, Poverty, and the Devil, when, she sighed, glanced 
toward the door, shivered slightly, and reaching her shoes from 
the hearth prepared to slip them on. 

" They are still very wet I '* said I dcprecatingly. 

Yes," she answered. 

" Listen to the wind ! " said I. 

It is terribly high." 

" And it rains very hard I " said L 

" Yes," and she shivered again. 

" It will be bad travelling for anyone to-night," said I. 

Charmian stared into the fire. 

" Indeed, it would be madness for the strongest to stir abroad 
on such a night." 

Charmian stared into the fii'e. 

" What with the wind and the rain the roads would be utterly 
impassable, not to mention the risks of falling trees or shattered 
boughs." 

CJiarmian shivered again, 

" And the inns are all shut, long ago ; to stir out, therefore, 
would be the purest folly." 

Charmian stared into the fire. 

" On the other hand, here are a warm room, a good fife, and a 
very excellent tx^d." 

Slie neither spoke nor moved, only her eyes were raised sud- 
denly and swiftly to mine. 

" Also," I continued, returning her look, ‘‘ here, most con- 
venient to your hand, is a fine sharp knife, in case you are afraid 
of the ghost or any other inidniglit visitant — ^and so — good-night, 
madam I " Sa3dug which, I took up one of the candles and 
crossed to the door of that room which had once been Donahs, 
but here I paused to glance back at her. " Furthermore," said 
1, snuffing my candle with great nicety, " madam need have no 
further qualms regarding the colour of my hair aud eyes — ^none 
whatever." 

Whereupon I bowed somewhat stiffly on account of my bruises, 
and going into my chamber, closed the door behind me. 

Having made the bed' (for since Donahs departure I had 
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occuped my two beds alternately) I undressed slowly, for my 
thumb was very painful, also I paused frequently to catch the 
lound of the light, quick footstep beyond the door, and the whisper 
of her garments as she walked. 

“ Charmian I " said I to m 5 rself when at length all was still, 
“ Charmian 1 And I blew out my candle. 

Outside, the souls of the unnumbered dead still rode the 
storm, and the world was Med with their woeful lamentation. 
But, as I lay in the dark, there came to me a faint perfume as of 
violets at evening-time, elusive and very sweet, breathing of 
Cliarmian herself ; and putting up my hand, I touched the 
handkerchief that bound my brow. 

Charmian 1 " said I to myself again, and so, fell asleep. 


CHAPTER V 

IN WHICH I HEAR ILL NEWS OF GEORGE 

The sun was pouring in at my lattice when I awoke next morning 
t«; a general soreness of body that at first puzzled me to account 
f )r. But as I lay in that delicious state between sleeping and 
wviL'ing I became aware of a faint, sweet perfume, and, turning 
my head, espied a handkerchief upon the pillow beside me. 
And immediately I came to my elbow, with my eyes directed 
t'. the door, for now indeed I remembered all, and beyond that 
(i -r, sleeping or waking, lay a W'oman. 

In the early morning things are apt to lose something of the 
gl / rnour that was theirs over night ; thus I remained propped 
upon my elbow, gazing apprehensively at the door, and witli my 
eors on the stretch, hearkening for any movement from the room 
beyond that should tell me she was up, but I heard only* the 
early chorus of the birds, and the gurgle of the brook, swollen 
with last niglit’s rain. In a while I rose and began to dress 
s omewhat awkwardly, on account of my thumb, yet with rather 
m re than my usual care, stopping occasionally to hear if She was 
yoi. astir. Being at last fully dressed, I sat down to wait until 
i sb.ould hear her footstep. But I listened vainly, for minute 
after minute elapsed until, rising at length, I knocked softly. 
And having knocked thrice, each time louder than before, without 
effect, I lifted the latch and opened the door. 

My first glance show'ed me that the bed had never even been 
slept in, and that save for myself the place was empty. And yet 
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the breakfast-table had been neatly set, though with but one 
cup and saucer. 

Now beside this cup and saucer was one of my few books, 
and picking it up, I saw that it was my Virgil. Upon the fly-loaf, 
at wliich it was open, I had, years ago, scrawled my name thus : 

Peter Vibart 

But lo ! close under this, written in a fine Italian hand, were 
the following words : 

** To Peter Smith, Esq. [the ** Smith ’* undcilincd] Blacksmith. 
Charmian thrown [“ Brown ** likewise underlined] desires to 
thank Mr. Smith, yet because thauks are so poor and small, add 
his. service so great, needs must she romem]')er him as a gcnlU man, 
yet oftencr as a blacksmith, and most of all, as a man. Charmian 
Brown begs him to accept this little trinkc'l in memory of her ; 
it is all she has to oiler him. He may also keep her handkerchief.'* 

Upon the tabic, on the very spot whore the b(u)k had lai3\ 
was a gold heart-shaped lucket, very quaint and old-fashioned, 
ui-xm one side of which was engraved tlie following posy » 

** Hee who myne heart would keepe for long 
Shall be a geulil man and strong.’* 

Attached to the locket was a narrow blue riband, wherefore, 
passing this riband over my head, I hung the locket about my 
neck. And having read thruugli the message once moie, I clo^ed 
tlie Virgil, and, replacing it on the shelf, set about brewing a cup 
of tea, and so presently sat down to breakfast. 

I had scarcely done so, however, wlten there came a timid 
knock at the door, whereat I rose expectantly, and immediately 
sat down again. 

' • Come m I " said I. The latch w^as slowly raised, the door 
swung open, and the Ancient appeared. If I was surprised to 
see him at such an hour, he was even more so, for at sight of me, 
his mouth opened, and he stood staling speeclilessly, leaning upon 
his stick. 

Why, Ancient," said I, " you are early abroad this morning 1 " 

Lord I " he exclaimed, scarcely above a whisper. 

“ Come in and sit down," said I. 

Lord 1 Lord 1 " he murmured, “ an' a-eatin' 'is breakfus' 
tu. Lordy, Lord I " 

'' Yes," I nodded, and, such as it is, you are heartily welcome 
to share it-^it down," and I drew up my other chair. 



I hear lU News of George i8i 

A-eatin’ 'is breakfus' as ever was 1 " repeated the old man. 
without moving. 

“ And why not, Ancient ? ” 

“ Why not ? " he repeated disdainfully. ** 'Cause breakfus' 
can't be ate by a corp', can it ? " 

A corpse. Ancient, what do you mean ? " 

I means as a corp' aren't got no right to eat a breakfus' — 
no ! " 

** Wliy, I — ^no, certainly not.” 

” Consequently, you aren't a corp', you'll be tellin' me.” 

” I ? — ^no, not yet, God be thanked 1 ” 

” Peter,” said the Ancient, shaking his head, and mopping 
his brow with a corner of his neckerchief, “ you du be for ever 
a-givin' of me turns, that ye du.” 

” Do I, Ancient ? ” 

” Ay — that ye du, an' me such a aged man tu — ^such a very 
aged man. I wonders at ye, Peter, an' me wi' my white 'airs — 
oil, I wonders at ye I ” said he, sinidng into the chair I had placed 
for liim and regarding me with a stern, reproving eye. 

” If you will tell me what I have been guilty of ? ” I 

began. 

” I come down 'ere, Peter — so early as it be, lu — I come dowm 
'ere to look for your corp', arter the storm an' what 'appened 
last night, I comes downi 'ere, and what does I fmd ? — I finds 
)’e a-eatin' your breakfus' — ^just as if theer never 'adn't been no 
storm at all — no nor nothin' else.” 

” I'm sure,” said I, pouring out a second cup of tea, ” I'm 
sure I would sooner j^-ou should find my corpse than anyone 
else, and am sorry to have disapjioinied you again, but really, 
Ancient ” 

” Oh, it aren't the disapp'intment, Peter — I found one corp', 
ail' that’s enough, I supp-osc, for an aged man like me — ^no, 
it aren't that — ^it's findin' ye eatin' your breakfus' — ^just es if 
tlieer 'adn't been no storm — ^no, nor yet no devil, wi' 'oriis, an' 
a tail, a-ruimin' up an' down in the 'Oiler 'ere, an' a-roarin' an' 
a-bellerin', as Jolui Pringle said, last night.” 

” Ah ! and what else did John Pringle say ? ” I inquired, 
setting down my cuj). 

” \Vliy, 'e come into ‘ The Bull ' all w^et an' wild like, an' wi' 
'is two eyes a-stickin' out like gooseberries ! 'E comes a- 
bustin' into the ' tap ' — ^an' never says a word till 'e's emptied 
Old Amos's tankard — that bein' nighest. Then — ' By Goles 1 ' 
says 'e, lookin’ round on us all, ' by Goles I I jest seen the ghost I ' 

* Ghost 1 ' all on us, sit tin' up, ye may be sure, Peter. ‘ Ay,' 
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says John, looldn’ over 'is shoulder, scared-like, ‘ seed on wi' my 
two eyes, I did, an* what's more, I heerd un tu 1 ' ‘ \^eer ? ^ 
says all on us, beginnin' to look over our shoulders likewise. 
‘ Where ? ' says John, ‘ wheer should I see un but in that theer 
ghashly 'Oiler. I see a light, fust of all, a-leapin' an' a-dancin' 
about 'mong the trees — ah ! an' I 'eerd shouts as was enough to 
curdle a man's good blood.' ‘ Pooh 1 what's lights ? ' says Jcel 
Amos, cockin' 'is eye into 'is empty tankard ; ' that be^'t much 
to frighten a man, no, nor shouts neither.' ' Aren't it ? ' says 
John Pringle, fierce-like ; ' what if I tell ye the place be full o' 
ilamin' fire — ^what if I tell ye I see the devil 'isself, all smoke, an' 
sparks, an' brimston’ a-floatin' an' a-fl 3 nn', an' draggin' a bccly 
through the tops o' the trees ? ' ' Lord ! ' says everybody, an' 

well they might, Peter, an' nobody says nothin' for a while, ' I 
wonder,* sa 3 rs Joel Amos at last, ' I wonder who 'e was a-draggin' 
tlirough the tops o' the trees — ^an' whj^ ? ' ' That'll be pcjor 

Peter bein' took awaj^' says I, * I’ll go an’ find the poor lad's corp* 
in the mornin' ^an' 'ere I be." 

" And you find me not dead, after all \"our trouble," said I. 

" If," said the Ancient, sighing, " if 3 ^our arms was broke, 
or your legs was broke, now — or if j^our 'air was singed, or your 
face all burned an' blackened wi' sulphur, I could ha' took it 
kinder ; but to find ye a-sittin' eatin', an' drinkin' — ^it aren't what 
1 expected of ye, Peter, no." Shaking his head moodily, he took 
from his hat his never-failing snuff-box, but, having extracted a 
pinch, paused suddenly in the act of inhaling it, to stare at me 
very hard. " But," said he, in a more hopeful tone, " but 
3 'our face be all bruised, an' swole up, to be sure, Peter." 

" Is it. Ancient ? " 

" Ah I that it be — tJiat it be," he cried, liis eyes brightening, 
** an' your thumb all bandaged tu," 

" Why, so it is. Ancient." 

" An' — Peter ! " The pinch of snuff fell, and made a 

little brown cloud on the snow of his smock-frock as he lose, 
trembling, and leaned towards me, across the table. 

" Well, Ancient ? " 

" Your throat I " 

" Yes — what of it ? " 

" It — be all marked — scratched it be — tore, as if — as if — 
claws 'ad been at it, Peter, long — sharp — claws 1 " 

" Is it. Ancient ? " 

" Peter — oh, Peter I " said he, with a sudden quaver in his 
voice, " who was it — ^what was it, Peter ? " and he laid a beseech- 
ing hand upon mine. " Peter I " his voice had sunk almost to a 
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whisper, and the hand plucked tremulously at my sleeve, while in 
the winkled old face was a look of pitiful entreaty, “Oh, 
Peter ! oh, lad ! 'twere Old Nick as done it — 'twere the devil 
as done it, weren't it— oh ! say 'twere the devil, Peter." And, 
seeing that hoary head all a-twitch with eagerness as he waited 
my answer, how could I do other than nod ? 

“ Yes, it w^as the devil, Ancient." Tlie old man subsided into 
his chair, embracing himself exultantly. 

“ I Imowed it 1 I knowed it I " he quavered. “ ' Twere 
the devil flyin' off wi' Peter,' says I, an' they fules laughed at me, 
Peter, ay, laughed at me they did, but they won't laugh at the 
old man no more — ^not they ; old I be, but they w^on't laugh at 
me no more, not when they see your face an* I tell 'em.'* Here 
he paused to fumble for his snuff-box, and, opening it, held it 
towards me. 

" Tak' a pinch wi' me, Peter." 

“ No, thank you, Ancient.” 

“ Come, 'twould be a wonnerful thing to tell as I'd took 
snufi out o* my very own box wi' a man as 'ad fou't wi' the devil 
— come — tak' a pinch, Peter," he pleaded. Whereupon, to please 
him, I did so, and immediately fell most violently a-sneezing. 

“ And," pursued the old man when the paroxysm w^as over, 
“ did ye see 'is 'orns, Peter, an' 'is " 

“ Why, no, Ancient ; you see, he happened to be wearing a 
bell-crowiied hat, and a long coat." 

" A 'at an' coat 1 " said the old man in a disappointed tone — 
“ a 'at, Peter ? " 

“ Yes," I nodded. 

“ To be sure, the Scripters say as 'e goeth up an' down like 
a ravening lion seekin' whom 'c may devour." 

“ Yes,” said I, ” but more often, I think, like a fine gentle- 
man 1 ” 

“ I never heerd tell o' the devil in a bell-crowned 'at afore, 
but p'r'aps you'm right, Peter — ^tak' another pinch o' snuff.” 

” No more,” said I, shaking my head. 

" Why, it's apt to ketch you a bit at first, but. Lord ! Peter, 
for a man as 'as fou't w^i' the devil " 

“ One pinch is more than enougii. Ancient." 

“ Oh, Peter, 'tis a wonnerful thing as you should be alive tins 
day j ” 

“ And yet, Ancient, many a man has fought the devil before 
now and lived — ^nay, has been the better for it." 

“ Maybe, Peter, maybe, but not on sech a tur'ble wild night as 
last night was," Sajung which, the oldlnan nodded emphatically 
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and, rising, hobbled to the door, yet there he turned and cam-c 
back again. “ I nigh forgot, Peter, I have noos for ye/' 

News ? " 

“ Noos as ever was—noos as'li surprise ye, Peter." 

Well ? " I inquired. 

Well, Peter, Black Jarge be ' took ' again.” 

” What ? ” I exclaimed. 

” Oh I I knowed 'twould come — I knowed 'e couldn't last 
much longer. I says to Simon, day afore yesterday it were, 

‘ Simon,' I says, ‘ mark my words, 'e'U never last the month out- 
no.' " 

” How did it happen, Ancient ? ” 

“ Got tur'ble drunk, 'e did, over to Cranbrook — ^throwed 
Mr. Scrope, the Beadle, over the churchyard wall — ktiocked down 
Jeremy Tullinger, the Watchman, an’ then — went to sjeep. 
While 'e were asleep they managed, cautious-like, to tie 'is legs 
an’ arms, an' locked 'im up, mighty secure, in the vestry. 
'Ows'ever, when 'e woke up 'e broke the door open, an' walked 
out, an' nobody tried to stop 'im — ^not a soul, Peter.” 

” And when was all this ? ” 

” Why, that's the very p'int,” chuckled the Ancient, ” that's 
tJie wonnerful part of it, Peter. It all 'appened on Sat 'day 
night, day afore yesterday as ever was — ^the very same day as I 
says to Simon, ‘ mark my words, 'e won't last the mouth oat/ " 

” And where is he now ? '' 

” Nobody kitows, but thcer’s them as says they see *im 
niakin' for Sefton Woods.” Hereupon, breakfast doiie, I rose, 
and took my hat,^ 

Wliccr away, Peter ? ” 

” To the forge ; tliere is much work to be done. Ancient.” 

” But Jarge bcan't theer to elp ye.” 

” Yet the work remains, Ancim^/' 

” Why then, if you'm goin' I’ll go wi' ye, Peter/' So we 
presently set out together. 

All about us, as we walked, were mute evidences of the fury 
of last riglit’s storm : trees had been uprooted, and great brandies 
torn from others as if by the hands of angry giants ; and the 
brook was a raging torrent. Down here, in tlie Hollow, the 
destruction had been less, but in the woods, above, the giants 
had w(Tked their will, and many an empty gap showed wiiere, 
erstwhile, had stood a tall and stately tree. 

” Trees be very like men,” said the Ancient, nodding to one 
that lay prone beside the path, ” 'ere to-day an' gone to-morrer, 
Peter — ^gone to-morrer. The man in the Bible, 'im as waa 
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cured of 'is blindness by our blessed Lord, 'e said as men was like 
trees walkin', but, to my mind, Peter, trees is rnucli more like 
men a-standing still. Ye see, Peter, trees be such companionable 
things ; it's very seldom as you see a tree growin' ail by itstlf, 
an' when you do, if you look at it you can't 'elp but notice 'ow 
lonely it do look — ^why, its very leaves seem to 'ave a down- 
'earted sort o' droop. I knowed three on 'em once — elm-trccs 
they was — ^growin' all close together, so close that their brandies 
used to toucli each other when the wind blew, jest as if they was 
a-$liakin' 'ands wi' one another, Peter. You could see as tiiey 
was uncommon fond of each other, wi' ludf an eye. Well, one 
day, along comes a storm and blows one on 'em down — kills it 
duad, Peter ; an' a little while later, thc}^ cuts d('*wn anotht.'r — 
L‘rd knows why — an' Ihcer was the last one, all alone an' solitary. 
Now, I used to watcli that Lhecr ti ee — iin* here'j, tho ciir'us liiing, 
Peter — day b\ day 1 see that tree a-droopin' an' droopin', a- 
witiiering — an' a-jiinin' for them otlicr Iw’o — brothers you ini/^rht 
say — till one day I come by, an' thecr it were, Peter, a-sta3:dia' 
up so big an' tall as ev'er — but dead I Ay, Peter, dead it were, 
an’ never put forth ancaher leaf, an' never will, Peter — never. 
An', if you was to ax me, I should say as it died because its 'eart 
were bre^ke, Peter. Yes, trees is very like men, an' the older 
you grow iht; more you’ll see it." 

It was thus we talked, or TatlieT, the Ancient talked and 1 
listened, until we reached Sissmgiiur&t. At Uie door of the 
Bmitlw we sU.»ppcd. 

" Peter," said the old man, staring very hard at a button on 
my coat. 

" Well, Ancient ? " 

" What about tiiat theer— poor, old, rusty — stapil ? " 

" Why, it is still above the door. Ancient, you must have seen 
it this morning." 

" Oh, ah ! I seed it, Peter, I sted it," ansVvXTcd tlie old ijian, 
slhfting his gaze to a nulling wiiite cloud above. " I give it a 
glimp' over, Peter, but what do 'ee think of it ? " 

“ Well," said I, a\vaie of the fixity of his gaze and the wistful 
note in his voice, " it is certainly older and rustier than it was." 

'' Rustier, Peter ? " 

" Much rustier ! " Very slowly, a smile dawned on tlie 
wrinkled old face, and very slowly the eyes were lowered till 
they met mine. 

" Eh, ^ lad ! but I be glad o' that — ^we be all growin' older, 
Peter, an’ — though I be a w'onnerful man for my age, an' so strong 
as a cart-'orse, Peter, still, I du sometimes feel like I be growlin' 
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rustier vd* length o* days, an* 'tis a comfort to know as that 
theer stapil's a-giowin* rustier along wi' me. Old I be, but t’ 
stapil’s old too, Peter, an' I be waitin' for the day when it shall 
rust itself away altogether ; an' when that day comes, Peter, 
then I'll say, like the patriarch in the Bible : ‘ Lord, now lettest 
thou thy servant depart in peace ! ' Amen, Peter ! " 

Amen ! " said I. And so, having watched the old man totter 
across to " The Bull," I turned into the smithy and set about 
lighting the fire. 


CHAPTER VI 

IN WHICH I UKARN OR AN IMPENDING DANGER 

I AM at the forge, watching the deepening glow of the coals as 
I ply the bellows ; and, listening to their hoarse, not unmusical 
drone, it seems like a familiar voice (or the voice of a familiar), 
albeit a somewhat wheezy one, speaking to me in stertorous gasps, 
something in this wise : 

" Charmian Brown— desires to thank — Mr. Smith — but 
l)ecause thanks — are so poor and small — ^and his service so great 

— ^needs must she remember him " 

" Remember me ! " said I aloud, and, letting go the shaft 
of the bellows the better to think tliis over, it naturally followed 
that the bellows grew suddenly dumb, whereupon I seized the 
handle and recommenced blowing with a will. 

— ^remj?mber him as a gentleman," wheezed the familiar. 
Psha ! " I exclaimed. 

" — yet oftener as a smith " 

" Hum 1 " said I. 

" — and most of all — as a man." 

" As a man I " said I, and, turning my back upon the bellows, 
I sat down upon the anvil and, taking my chin in my hand, stared 
awny to where the red roof of old Amos's oast-house peeped 
tlirough the sw^aying green of leaves. 

" As a man ? " said I to mj^self again, and so fell a-dreaming 
of this Charmian. And, in my mind, I saw her, not as she had 
lust appeared, tall and fierce, and wild, but as she had been when 
she stot)ped to bind up the hurt in my brow — with her deep eyes 
brimful of tenderness, and her mouth sw^eet and compassionate. 
Beautiful eyes she had, though wiicther they were blue, or brown, 
c.v black, I could not for the life of me remember ; only I knew 
1 could never forget the look they had held when she gave that 
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final pat to the bandage. And here I found that I was turning 
a little locket round and round in my fingers, a little, old-fashioned 
heart-shaped locket with its quaint inscription : 

*' Hee who myne heart would keepe for long 
Shall be a gcntil man, and strong." 

I was sitting thus, plunged in a reverie, when a shadow fell 
across the floor, and looking up I beheld Prudence, and straight- 
way, slipping the locket back into the bosom of my shirt, I rose 
to my feet, somewhat shamefaced to be caught thus idle. 

Her face was troubled, and her eyes red, as from recent tears, 
while in her hand she held a crumpled paper. 

'' Mr. Peter ** she began, and then stopped, staring at me. 

'' Well, Prudence ? " 

“ You — ^you've seen him I " • 

" Him — ^whom do you mean ? ” 

Black Jarge I " 

“ No ; what should make you think so ? " 

“ Your face be all cut — 3‘ou've been fightin' 1 " 

" And supposing I have — that is none of George’s doing ; 
he and I are very good friends — w’hy should we quaiTcl ? 

" Then — then it weren’t Jarge ? ” 

No — I have not seen him since Saturday/' 

Thank God ! ” she exclaimed, pressing her hand to her 
bosom as if to stay its heaving. But you must go/’ she went 
on breathlessly. Oh, Mr. Peter I I’ve been so fearful for ’ce, 
and — ^and — ^you might meet each other any time, so — so you 
must go away.” 

” Prudence,” said I, ” Prudence, what do you mean ? ” 

For answ^er, she held out the crumpled paper, and, scrawled 
in great, straggling characters, I read these words : 

” Prudence, — I’m going aw^ay, I shall kill him else, but 
I shall come back. Tell him not to cross my path, or God help 
him, and you, and me. George.” 

” Wliat does it all mean. Prudence ? ” said I, like a fool. 

Now, as I spoke, glancing at her I saw her cheeks, that had 
seemed liitherto more pale than usual, grow suddenly scarlet, 
and, meeting my eyes, she hid her face in her two hands. Then, 
seeing her distress, in that same instant I found the answer to 
my question, and so stood, turning poor George’s letter over and 
over, more like a fool than ever. 

” You must go away — must go away 1 ” she repeated. 



i88 The Broad Highway 

" Hum I ” said I. 

You must go soon, he means it, I — I've seen death in his 
face," she said, shuddering ; go to-day — the longer you stay 
here the worse for all of us — ^go now." 

" Prudence I " said I. 

" Yes, ]\Ir. Peter ! " from behind her hands. 

" You always loved Black George, didn't you ? " 

" Yes, Mr. Peter." 

" And 3^ love him still, don't you ? " A moment's silence, 
then : 

" Yes, Mr. Peter." 

" Excellent ! " said I. Her head was raised a trifle, and one 
tearful eye looked at me over her fingers. " I had always hoped 
you did," I continued, " for his sake, and for yours, and in my 
way, a VK^ry blundering way as it seems now, I have tried to 
bring you two together." Prudence only sobbed, " But things 
are not hopeless yet. 1 think I can see a means of straightening 
out thL«i tangle." 

Oh, if wc onty could 1 " sobbed Prudence. Ye see, I were 
very cruel to him, Mr. Peter I " 

" Just a little, perhaps," said I, and, while she dabbed at her 
pretty eyes with her snowy apron, I took pen and ink from the 
shelf where I kept them, wliich, together with George's letter, 

I set upon the anvil. " Now," said I, in answer to her questioning 
look, " VNTite down just here, below where George signed his 
name, what yo\x told mo a moment ago." 

“ You mean, that I " 

" That 3*ou love liim, 3"cs." 

" Oh, Mr. Peter I " 

“ Prudence," said I, " it is the onty w’ay, so far as I can see, 
of saving George from himv^clf ; and no sw^eet , pure maid need 
bi» ashamed to trll lu*r love, especially to such a man ns this, who 
worships tlie veiy ground that little shoe of yours has once 
prcsst»d." 

She glanced up at me, under her wTt lashes, as I said this, 
and a soft light beamed in her eyes, and a smile hovered upon her 
red lips. 

" Do he — real!}’', Mr. Peter ? " 

" Indeed he does, Prudence, though I think you must know . 
that without my telling you." So she stooped above the anvil, 
blusliing a little, and sighing a little, and crying a little, and, with 
fingers that trembled somew'hat, to be sure, wrote these four 
words : 


" George, I love j^ou." 



I learn of an Impending Danger 189 

** What now, Mr. Peter ? " she inquired, seeing me begin to 
unbuckle rny leather apron. 

** Now," I answered, “ I am going to look for Black George.” 

** No !— no ! ” she cried, la 3 dng her hands upon my arm, 
” ho 1 no ! if 'ee do meet him he — he*ll kill 'ee ! " 

” I don't think he will,” said I, shaking my head. 

” Oh, don't go I—don't go ! ” she pleaded, shaldng my arm 
in her eagerness ; ” he be so strong, and wild, and quick — he'll 
give 'ee no chance to speak — 'twill be murder 1 ” 

“ Prudence,” said I, ” my mind is set on it. I am going — for 
your sake, for his sake, and my own," saying which I loosed her 
hands gently and took down my coat from its peg. 

” I)ear God ! ” she exclaimed, staring down at the floor wdth 
wide eyes, ” if he were to kill 'ee ! ” 

" Well,” said I, ‘‘ my search would be ended and I should be 
a deal wiser in all things than I am to-day.” 

” And he — would be lianged I ” said Prudence, shuddering. 

” Probably — poor fellow ! ” said I. At this she glanced 
quickly up, and once again the crimson dj^ed her clieeks, 

” Oh, Mr. Peter, forgive me 1 I — I were only thinkin' of 
Jarge, and ” 

” And quite right too, Prudence,” I nodded ; he is indeed 
worth any good woman's thoughts ; let it be your duty to think 
of him, and for him, henceforth.” 

” Wait ! ” said she, ” w^ait 1 ” And turning, she fled through 
the doorway and across the road, swift and graceful as any bird, 
and presently was back again, with something hidden in her 
apron. 

” He be a strong man, and terrible in his wrath,” said she, 
” and I — ^love him, but — ^take this wi' you, and if it— must be — 
use it, because I do love him.” Now, as she said this, sh.e drew 
from her af)ron that same brass-bound pistol that had served 
me so well against the “ghost” and thrust it into my hand. 
“ Take it, Mr. Peter — take it, but — oh ! ” — ^licre a greaj: sob 
choked her voice — “don't — don't use it — ^if — if you can help 
it, for my sake.” 

“ Why, Prue ! ” said I, touching her bowed head very tenderly, 
'' how can you think I would go up against my friend with death 
in my hand — Heaven forbid I ” So I laid aside the weapon and, 
clapping on my hat, strode out into the glory of the summer 
morning, but left her weeping in the shadows. 
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CHAPTER VII 

WHICH NARRATES A SOMEWHAT REMARKABLE CONVERSATION 

To find a man in Camboume Woods, even so big a man as Black 
George, would seem as hard a matter as to find tlie needle in the 
proverbial “ bottle of hay " ; the sun crept westwards, the day 
declined into evening, yet, hungry though I was, I persevered in 
my search, not so much in the hope of finding him (in the which 
I knew I must be guided altogether by chance) as from a dis- 
inclination to return, just yet, to the cottage. " It would be 
miserable there at this hour," I told myself, “ miserable and 
lonely," 

Yet why should I be lonel}^ I, who had gloried in my solitude 
liiiherto. Whence then had come this change ? 

WHiile I stood thus, seeking an answer to tliis self-imposed 
question and finding none, I heard someone approach, whistling, 
and, looking about, beheld a fellow with an axe upon his shoulder, 
who strode along at a good pace, keeping time to his whistle. 
He gave me a cheery greeting as he came up, but without 
stopping. 

“ You seem in a hurry,*' said I. 

" Ah 1 " grinned the man, over his shoulder, " ’cause why ? — 
'cause I be goin' 'ome." 

" Home i " said I. 

To supper," he nodded, and, forthwith, began to whistle 
again while I stood listening till the clear notes had died away. 

“ Home ! " said I for the second time, and there came upon 
me a feeling of desolation such as I had never known even in my 
neglected boyhood's days. 

Home ! truly a sweet word, a comfortable word, the memory 
of which has been as oil and wine to many a sick and weary 
traveper upon this Broad Highway of life ; a little word, and yet 
one which may come betwixt a man and temptation, covering 
him like a shield. “ Roof and walls, be they cottage or mansion, 
do not make home," thought I, "rather is it the atmosphere 
of mutual love, the intimacies of thought, the joys and sorrows 
endured together, and the never-failing S3’mpatliy — ^that bond 
invisible y^t stronger than death." 

And, because I had, hitherto, known nothing of this, I was 
possessed of a great envy for this axe-fellow as I walked on through 
the wood. 

Now as I went, it was as if there were two voices arguing 
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together within me, whereof ensued the following triangular 
conversation : 

Myself. Yet I have my books — I will go to my lonely 
cottage and bury myself among my books. 

First Voice. Assuredly ! Is it for a philosopher to envy 
a whistling axe-fellow — go to I 

Second Voice. Far better a home and loving companionship 
than •all the philosophy of all the schools ; surely Happiness is 
greater than Learning, and more to be desired tlian Wisdom ! 

First Voice. Better rather than Destiny had never sent her 
to you. 

Myself (rubbing my chin very hard, and staring at nothing 
in particular). Her ? 

Second Voice. Her ! — ^to be sure, she who has been in your 
thoughts all day long. 

First Voice (with lofty disdain). Crass folly I — a woman 
utterly unknotviii W'ho came heralded by the roar of wind and the 
rush of rain — a creature bom of the tempest, with flame in lier 
eyes and hair, and fire in the scarlet of her mouth ; a fierce, 
passionate being, given to hot impulse — even to the taking of a 
man's life ! 

(“ But/' said I, somewhat diffidently, ** the fellow was a 
proved scoundrel ! ") 

First Voice (bellowing), ’Soptiihiryl sophistry! — even 
supposing he was the greatest of villains, does that make her less 
a murderess in intent ? 

Myself. Hum ! 

First Voice (roaring). Of course not I Again, can this 
woman even faintly compare with your ideal of w^hat a woman 
should be — this shrew 1 — ^this termagant ! Can a woman whose 
hand has the strength to level a pistol, and wiiosc mind the will 
to use it, be of a nature gentle, clinging, sweet 

Second Voice (sotto). And sticky 1 

First Voice (iiowling). Of course not I — preposterous I 

(Hereupon, finding no answ^cr, I strode on tlirough the alleys 
of the wood ; but, wiien I liad gone some distance, I stopped 
again, for there rushed over me the recollection of the tender 
pity of her eyes and the gentle touch of her hand as when she had 
bound up my hurts. 

“ Nevertheless," said I doggedly, " her face can grow more 
beautiful with pity, and surely no woman's hand could be lighter 
or more gentle.") 

First Voicte (with withering contempt). Our Peter fellow la 
like to become a preposterous ass. 
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(But, unheeding, I thrust my hand into my breast, and drew 
out a small handful of cambric, whence came a faint perfume of 
\iolets. And, closing my eyes, it seemed that she was kneeling 
before me, her arms about my neck, as when she had bound this 
handkerchief about my bleeding temples. 

“ Truly/' said I, “ for that one sweet act alone, a woman might 
be worth dying for ! ") 

Second Voice. Or better still — living for I 

First Voice (in high indignation). Balderdash, sir ! — 
sentimental balderdash ! 

Second Voice. A truth incontrovertible ! 

(“ Folly I " said I, and threw the handkerchief from me. But 
next moment, moved by a sudden impulse, I stooped and picked 
it up again.) 

First Voice. Our Pcier fellow is becoming the fool of fools f 

Myself. No, of that there is not the slightest fear, because 
— she is — ^gone. 

And thus 1 remained staring at the handkercliief for a great 
while. 


CHAPTER VIII 

IN WHICH I SEE A VISION IN THE GLORY OF THE MOON, AND EAT 
OF A POACHED RABBIT 

The moon was rising as, hungry and weary, I came to that steep 
descent I have mentioned more than once, wliicli leads down into 
the Hollow, and her pale radiance W'as already upon the world 
— a sleeping world wherein I seemed alone. And as 1 stood to 
gaze upon the wonder of the heavens, and the serene beauty "of 
the earth, the clock in Cran brook Church chimed nine. 

Ail about m(*. was a soft stirring of leaves, and the rustle of 
things unseen, wliich was as the breathing of a sleeping host. 
Borne to my nostrils came the scent of wood, and herb, and dewy 
earth, while up-stealing from the shadow of tlie trees below, the 
voice of the brook reached me, singing its never-ending song — 
now loud and clear, now sinking to a rippling murmur — a melody 
of joy and sorrow, of laughter and tears, like the greater melody 
of Life. 

And, presently, I descended into the shadows, and walking 
on beside the brook, sat me down upon a great boulder ; and, 
straightwaj’, my weariness and hunger were forgotten, and I fell 
a-dreaming. 
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Truly it was a night to dream in — a white night, full of the 
moon and the magic of the moon. Slowly she mounted upwards, 
peeping down at me through whispering leaves, checkering the 
shadows with silver, and turning the brook into a path of silver 
for the feet of fairies. Yes, indeed, the very air seemed fraught 
with a magic whereby the unreal became the real and things 
impossible the manifestly possible. 

And so, staring up at the moon's pale loveliness, I dreamed the 
deathless dreams of long-dead poets and romancers, wherein svere 
the notes of dreamy lutes, the soft whisper of trailing garments, 
and sighing voices tJiat called bcncatli the bn atli. 13c twee :i 
Petrarch's Laura and Dante's Beatrice came one ^is proud, and 
gracious, and beautiful as they, dcop-tK)somed, broad-hipped, 
with a red, red mouth, and a subtle witclxTV of tlie eyes, f 
dreamed of nymplis and satyrs, of fauns and dryads, and of the 
young Endymion who, on just such anotlier rngUt, in just sucli 
another leafy bower, waitecl tlie coming of his goddess. 

Now as I sat thus, chin in hand, I heard a little soiiiul beliind 
me, the rusthng of leaves, and, turning my head, beheld one wlio 
stood half in shadow, iiaif in moonlight, looking down at me 
beneath a shy languor of drooping lids, with eyes hidden by their 
lashes — a woman tall, and fair, and strong as Dian's self. 

VY‘ry still she stood, and half wistful, as if w^aitiiig for me to 
speak, and very silent I sat, staring up at her as she had Ix^eu tlie 
embodiment of my dreams conjured up by the magic of the night, 
while, from the mysteries of the woods, stole the soft, sweet song 
of a nightingale. 

“ Charmian ? " said I at last, speaking ahnost in a whisper. 
Surely this was tlie street goddess herself, and I, tlic w'ondning 
shepherd on Mount Ida's si;liludc. 

Charmian ! ” said I again, “ you — liave come then ? " 
With the w'ords I rose. “ You have come, then ? ” I repeated. 

But now she sighed a little, and turning her head away, 
laughed very sweet and low — and sighed again. 

Were you expecting me ? " 

I — I think 1 was-^that is — I — I — don't know ! I stam- 
mered. 

Then you were not — ^very surprised to see me ? " 

“ No." 

" And you are not — very sorry to see me ? " 

“ No." 

And — ^are you not very — ^glad to see me ? " 

** Yes." 

Here there fell a silence between us, yet a silence that was 
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full of leafy stirrings, soft night noises, and the languorous murmur 
of the brook. Presently Charmian reached out a hand, broke off 
a twig of willow and began to turn it round and round in her 
white fingers, while I sought vainly for something to say. 

When I went away this morning,” she began at last, looking 
down at the twig, ” I didn't think I should ever come back again.” 

” No, I — I supposed not,” said I awkwardly. 

” But, you see, I had no money.” 

” No money ? ” 

” Not a pennj". It was not until I had walked a long, long 
way, and was very tired, and terribly hungry, that I found I 
hadn't enough to buy even a crust of bread.” 

‘‘ And there was tliree pounds, fifteen shillings, and sixpence 
in Donal’s old shoe,” said I. 

“ Sevenpence ! ” she corrected. 

” Sevenpence ? ” said I, in some surprise. 

” Three pounds, fifteen shillings, and sevenpence. I counted 
it.” 

” Oh I ” said I. 

She nodded- ” And in the other I found a small, very curiously 
shaped piece of wood.” 

'' Ah — yes. I've been looking for that all the week. You see, 
when I made my table, by some miscalculation, one leg persisted 
in coming out shorter than the others, which necessitated its 
being shored up by a book until I made that block.” 

“ Mr. Peter Vibart's Virgil book ! ” she said, nodding to the 
twig. 

” Y-e-s ! ” said I, somewhat disconcerted. 

” It was a pity to use a book,” she went on, still very intent 
upon the twig, ” even if that book does belong to a man with 
such a name as Peter Vibart.” 

Now presently, seeing I was silent, she stole a glance at me, 
and looking, laughed. 

But,” she continued more seriously, “ this has nothing to 
do with you, of course, nor me, for that matter, and I was trying 
to tell you how hungry — ^how hatefully hungry I was, and I 
couldn’t beg, could I, and so — and so I — I ” 

“ You came back,” said I. 

I came back.” 

” Being hungrj^” 

” Famishing ! ” 

” Three pounds, fifteen shillings, and — sevenpence is not a 
great sum,” said I, “ but perliaps it will enable you to reach 
your famity.” 
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Fm afraid not ; you see I have no family." 

" Your friends, then." 

" I have no friends ; I am alone in the world." 

" Oh ! " said I, and turned to stare dowTi into the brook, for 
I could think only that she was alone, and solitary, even as I, 
which seemed like an invisible bond between us, drawing us each 
nearer the other, whereat I felt ridiculously pleased that tins 
should be so. 

" No," said Charmian, stiU intent upon the twig, “ I have 
neither friends, nor family, nor money, and so — ^being hungry — 
I came back here, and ate up all the bacon." 

" Wliy, I hadn't left much, if I remember." 

" Six slices 1 " 

Now, as she stood, half in shadow, half in moonlight, I could 
not help but be conscious of her loveliness. She was no pretty 
woman ; beneath the high beauty of her face lay a dormant power 
that is ever at odds with prettiness, and before which I felt vaguely 
at a loss. And yet, because of her warm beauty, because of the 
elusive witchery of her eyes, the soft, sweet column of the neck 
and the sway of the figure in the moonlight — because she was no 
goddess, and I no shepherd in Arcadia, I clasped iny hands behind 
me, and turned to look down into the stream. 

Indeed," said I, speaking my thoughts aloud, ** this is no 
place for a woman, after all." 

" No," said she very softly. 

" No — ^although, to be sure, there are worse places." 

" Yes," said she, ‘‘ I suppose so." 

" Then again, it is very far removed from tlie world, so that 
a woman must needs be cut off from all those little delicacies and 
refinements that are supposed to be essential to her existence." 

“ Yes," she sighed. 

" Though what," I continued, *'* what on earth would be the 
use of a — ^harp, let us say, or a pair of curling-irons in this wilder- 
ness, I don't imow." 

"" One could play upon the one and curl one's hair with the 
other, and there is a deal of pleasure to be had from both," said she. 

" Then also," I pursued, " this place, as I told you, is said to 
be haunted — ^not," I went on, seeing that slie was silent, “ not 
that you believe in such things, of course ? Hut the cotlago 
is very rough, and ill and clumsily fiirnislied — tljough, to be sure, 
it might be made comfortable enough, and " 

“ Well ? " she inquired, as I paused. 

" Then " said I, and was silent for a long time, watching 

the play of the moonbeams on the rippling water. 
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" Well ? ” sp-id she again at last. 

''Then/' said I, “if you are friendless, God forbid that I 
should refuse you tlie shelter of even such a place as this — so- 
il you are homeless, and without money — stay here — ^if 3"ou will 
— so long as it pleases 3"oii.” 

I kept my eyes directed to the running water at my feet as I 
waited her answer, and it seemed a very long time before she 
spoke. 

“ Arc fond of stewed rabbit ? " 

“ Rabbit ! said I, staring. 

With onions ! “ 

" Onions ? ” 

Oh, 1 can cook a little, and supper is waiting.'* 

“ Supper ? “ 

“ So if 3-ou are luingr}’ “ 

“ I am ravenous 1 

“ Tlicn w1j 3' not come home and eat it ; 

“ Home ? 

“ Instead of echoing m3’ words and staring the poor moon out 
of countenance ? Come,'' and, witli the word, she turned and 
led the way to the cottage. And behold, the candles were lighted, 
the table was spread wilh a snow3’ cloth, and a pot simmered 
upon the hob ; a p(»t that gave tenth an odour delectable, and over 
which Charmian bent fortiiwilli, and inlo wliich she gazed with 
an anxious brow and thrust an inquiring fork. 

“ 1 think it's all right ! " 

I'm sure of it," said 1 , inhaling the appetising aroma— “ but 
pra}?-, where did you get it ? " 

“ A man sold it to me — he had a lot of them." 

I'him ! " said I, “ probably poaclied." 

“ I bought tliis for sixpence — out of tlie old slioe." 

“ Sixjieiice ? — then tlie3’’ certainly were poached. These are 
the Camboiirne Woods, and ever3d]ung upon them, fish, flesh, 
or fowl, hving or dead, belongs to the Lad}’ Sophia Sefton of 
Cambourne," 

“ Tlieii — ^perhaps we had Ixdter not eat it," said she, glancing 
at me over her shoulder — but, meeting nn- e\^e, she laughed. 
And so we presently sat down to sui>per and, poached though it 
may have been, that rabbit made a truly noble end, notwith- 
standing. . 
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CHAPTER IX 

WHICH RELATES SOMEWHAT OF CHARMIAN BROWN 

We were sitting in the moonliglit. 

“ Now/' said Charmian, staring up at the luminous heaven, 
let us talk/' 

Willingly/' I answered ; let us talk of stars.” 

" No — let us talk of ourselves." 

** As you please.” 

” Very well, you begin.” 

WclVl am a blacksmith.” 

" Yes, you told me so before.” 

“ And I make horseshoes ” 

“ He is a blacksmitli, and makes horseshoes ! ” said Charmian, 
nodding at the moon. 

‘‘ And I live here, in this solitude, very contentedly ; so that 
it is onty reasonable to suppose that I shall continue to live here, 
and make horseshoes — though, really,” I broke off, letting my 
eyes wander from my companion's uptunicd face back to the 
glowing sky, once more, there is little T could tell you about so 
commonplace a person as myself that is likcl}^ to interest you.” 

” No,” said Charmian, ” evidently not!” Here my /;n/.e 
came down to her face again so quickly that I fancied I detected 
the ghost of a smile upon her lips. 

“Then,” said I, “by all means let us talk of something 
else.” 

“ Yes,” she agreed ; “ let us talk of the woman Charmian — 
Charmian — Brown.” A tress of hair had come loose, and iiung 
low above her brow, and in its shadow her eyes seemed more 
elusive, more mocking than ever, and, w'liile our glances met, she 
put up a hand and began to wind tins glossy tress round and 
round her finger. 

“ Well ? " said she. 

“ Well,” said I, “ supposing you begin.” 

“ But is she likely to interest you ? " 

“ I think so — 

“ Aren't you sure, then ? ” 

“ Quite sure — certainty.” 

“ Then why don't you say so ? " 

“ I thought you would take that for granted.” 

“ A woman should take notliing for granted, sir.” 

“ Then/' said I, “ supposing you begin.” 
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I've half a mind not to/' she retorted, curling the tress of 
hair again, and then, suddenly: ‘‘What do you think of 
Charmian Brown ? " 

“ I think of her as little as I can." 

“ Indeed, sir I " 

" Indeed," said I. 

" And why, pray ? " 

“ Because," said I, knocking the ashes trorn my pipe, " because 
the more I think about her the more incomprehensible she 
becomes." 

Have you known many women ? " 

*' Very few," I confessed, " but " 

" But ? " 

" I am not altogtilher unfamiliar vith the sex — for I have 
Icnown a great number — in books.” 

” Our blacksmith,” said Charmian, addressing the moon 
again, ” has Imown many women — in books ! His knowledge 
is, therefore, profound ! " and she laughed. 

May I ask why you laugh at me ? ” 

" Oh I ” said she, ” don't you Imow that women in books 
and women out of books are no more tlie same than day and 
night, or summer and winter ? " 

” And yet there are thousands of women who exist for us in 
books only, Laura, Beatrice, Trojan, Helen, Aspasia, the glorious 
Phr^Tie, and hosts of otliers,” I demurred. 

” Yes ; but they exist for us only as their historians permit 
them, as their biographers saw, or imagined them. Would 
Petrarch ever have permitted Laura to do an ungracious act, or 
anything which, to his masculine understanding, seemed un- 
feminine : and would Dante have mentioned it had Beatrice 
been guilty of one ? A man can no more understand a woman 
from the reading of books Uian lie can learn Latin or Greek from 
staring at the sky.” 

" Of that,” said I, shaking my liead, " of that I am not so sure." 

Then — personall}" — ^you know very little concerning 
women ? ” she inquired. 

“ I have always lieen too busy,” said 1. Here Charmian 
turned to look at me again. 

” Too busy ? ” she repeated, as though she liad not heard 
aright ; " too busy ? " 

” Much too busy ! " Now, when I said this, she laughed, and 
then she frowned, and then she laughed again. 

"You would much rather make a — horseshoe than talk with 
a wnman, perhaps ? " 
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“Yes, I think I would.” 

** Oh 1 " said Charmian, frowning again, but this time she did 
not look at me. 

“ You see," I explained, turning my empty pipe over and 
over, rather aimlessly, " when I make a horseshoe I take a piece 
of iron and, having heated it, I bend and shape it, and with 
every hammer-stroke I sec it growing into what I would have it 
— I am sure of it, from start to finish ; now, with a woman it is 
— different." 

" You mean that you cannot bend, and shape her, like your 
horseshoe ? " still without looking towards me. 

" I mean that — ^that I fear I should never be quite sure of a 
— ^woman, as I am of rny horseshoe." 

" Why, you see," said Charmian, beginning to braid tlie tress 
,()f hair, "a woman cannot, at any lime, be said to resemble a 
liorseshoc — very much, can she ? " 

" Surely," said I, " surely you know what I mean ? " 

" There is Laura, ancf Beatrice, and Helen, and Aspasia, and 
Phryne, and hosts of otliers," said Charmian, nodding to the 
moon again. " Oh yes — our blacksmith has read of so many 
women in books that lie has no more idea of women out of books 
than I of Sanscrit." 

And, in a little while, seeing I was silent, she condescended 
to glance toward.s me : 

" TJien I suppose, under the circumstances, you have never 
been — ^in love ? " 

" In love ? " I repeated, and dropped my pipe. 

" In love." 

" The Lord forbid ! ** 

Why, pray ? " 

" Because Love is a disease — 3 . madness, coming between a 
man and liis life's work. Love I " said I, " it is a calamity 1 " 

" Never having been in love himself, our blacksmith, very- 
naturally, knows all about it I " said Charmian to the moon. 

“ I speak only of such things as I have read " I lx*gan. 

" More books I " she sighed. 

" — ^words of men, much wiser than I — ^poets and philosophers, 
written " 

" Wlien they were old and greydieaded," Charmian broke in ; 

" when they were quite incapable of judging the matter — ^though 
many a grave philosopher loved ; now didn't he ? " 

“ To be sure," said I, rather hipped, " Dionysius Lambienus, 

I think, somewhere, that a woman with a big mouth is 
infinitely sweeter in the kissing — ^and " 
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** Do you suppose he read that in a book ? " she inquired, 
glancing at me sideways, 

'‘Why, as to that," I answered, "a philosopher may love, 
but not for the mere sake of loving." 

" For whose sake then, I wondtT ? " 

" A man who esteems trifles for their own sake is a trifler, 
but one who values them, rather, for the deductions that may be 
drawn from them — ^lie is a philosopher." 

Charmian rose, and stood looking down at me very strangely. 
" So ! " said she, throwing back her head, " so, throned in 
lofty might, superior Mr. Smith thinks Love a trifle, does he ? " 
" My name is Vibart, as I think you know," said I, stung by 
her look, or her tone, or both. 

" Yes," she answered, seeming to look down at me from an 
immeasurable altitude, " but I prefer to laiow him, just now, as 
Superior Mr. Smith." 

“ As you will," said I, and rose also ; but, even then, though 
she had to look up to me, I had the same inward conviction that 
her eyes were regarding me from a great height ; wherefore I 
attempted — qmte unsuccessfully — to light 

And after I had struck flint and steel vainly, perliaps a dozen 
times, Charmian took the box from me, and, igniting the tinder, 
held it for me while I lighted my tobacco. 

" Thank you ! " said I, as she returru‘d the box. and then I 

saw that she was smiling. " Talking of Charmian Brown " 

I began. 

But we are not." 

" Then suppose you begin ? " 

" Do you really vish to hear about that— humble person ? " 

" Very much ! " ’ ' 

“ Then you must know, in the first place, that she is old, sir, 
dreadfully bid I " 

"But," said I, "she really cannot be more than — twenty- 
threcn— ()r four at the most." 

" She is just twenty-one 1 " returned Charmian, rather hastily, 
I thought, 

" ^ite a child 1 " 

" No, indeed — ^it is experience that ages one — and by experi- 
ence she is quite — two hundred 1 " 

" The wonder is that she still lives." 

" Indeed it is I " 

" And, being of such a ripe age, it is probable that she at 
any rate has — ^been in love." 

" Scores of times ! " 
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“ Oh ! " said I, puffing very hard at my pipe. 

" Or fancied so," said Charmian. 

" That/' I replied, that is a very different thing I’’ 

“ Do 5^ou think so ? " 

“ WeU— isn't it ? " 

" Perhaps." 

Very well, then, continue, I beg." 

" Now, this w'oman," Cliarmian went on, beginning to curl the 
tress of hair again, " hating the world about her with its shams, 
its hypocrisy, and cruelty, ran away from it all, one day, vnth a 
villain." 

" And why with a villain ? " 

" Because he was a villain I " 

" That," said I, turning to look at her, " that I do not under- 
stand I " 

" No, I didn't suppose you would," she answered. 

'* Hum I " said I, rubbing my chin. “ And why did you run 
away/fow liim ? " 

" Because he was a villain." 

" Tiiat was very illogical 1 " said I. 

** But very sensibl(\ sir." Here there fell a silence betw^een 
us, and, as wo walked, now and then her gown would brush 
my knee, or her shoulder touch mine, for the path was very 
narrow. 

" And — did 3^011 " I began suddenly, and stopped. 

" Did I~what, sir ? " 

" Did you love him ? " said I, staring straight in front 
of me. 

" I — ran away from him." 

And—- do 3’oi; — ^love him ? " 

" I suppose," said Cjiarmian, speaking very slowly, " I suppose 
3a)U cannot understand a woman hating and ](.)ving a man, 
admiring and despising him, both at the same time ? " 

" No, I can't." • 

" Can you understand one gloiying in the tempest that may 
destroy her, riding a fierce horse that ma}^ crusJi her, or being 
attracted by a will strong, and masterful, before which all must 
yield or break ? ” 

I think I can." 

" Then," said Charmian, " this man is strong, and vnld, and 
very masterful, and so — I ran awa}’ with him." 

And do 5^011 — ^love him ? " We walked on some distance 
ere she answered : 

" I^on't know." 
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Not sure, then ? ” 

'' No.” 

After this we fell silent altogether, yet once, when I happened 
to glance at her, I saw that her eyes were very bright beneath 
the shadow of her drooping lashes, and that her lips were smiling ; 
and I pondered very deeply as to why this should be. 

Re-entering the cottage, I closed the door, and waited the 
while she lighted my candle. 

And, having taken the candle from her hand, I bade her 
“ Good-night,” but paused at the door of my chamber. 

” You feel — quite safe liere ? ” 

” Quite safe ! ” 

" Despite the colour of my hair and eyes — ^j^ou have no fear of 
— Peter Smith ? ” 

” None I ” 

” Because he is neither fierce nor wild, nor masterful 1 ” 

” Because he is neither fierce nor wild,” she echoed. 

” Nor masterful ! ” said 1. 

” Nor masterful I ” said Charmian, with averted head. So 
I opened the door, but, even then, must needs turn back again. 

” Do you think I am so veiy—^ifferent — ^from him ? ” 

” As different as day from night, as the lamb from the wolf,” 
said she, without looking at me. ” Good-night, Peter I ” 

” Good-night I ” said I, and so, going into iiiv room, I closed 
the door behind me. 

” A lamb ! ” said I. tearing off my neckcloth, and sat, for some 
time, listening to her footstej? and the soft rustle of her petticoats 
going to and fro. 

” A lamb I ” said I again, and slowly drew off my coat. As I 
did so, a little cambric handkercliief fell to the floor, and I kicked 
it, forthwith, into a corner. 

” A lamb I ” said I, for the third time, but, at this moment, 
came a light tap upon the door. 

" ”’Yes ? ” said I, without moving. 

” Oh, how is your injured thumb ? ” 

” Thank you, it is as well as can be expected.” 

” Does it pain you very much ? ” 

*' It is not unbearable 1 ” said I. 

” Good-night, Peter ! ” and I Iieard her move away. But 
presently she was back again. 

Oh, Peter ? ” 

” Well ? ” 

” Are you frowning ? ” 

” I — I think I was — wh}- ? ” 
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“ When you frown, you are very like — ^him, and have the 
same square set of the mouth and chin, when you are angry — 
so don't, please don't frown, Peter — ^Good-night ! " 

“ Good-night, Charmian I " said I, and stooping, I picked up 
the little handkerchief and thrust it under my pillow. 


CHAPTER X 

I AM SUSPECTED OF THE BLACK ART 


“ ViBART ! ” 

The w'ord had been uttered close behind me, and very softly, 
j’et I started at this sudden mention of my name and stood for 
a moment with my hammer poised above the anvil ere I turned 
and faced the sjjeaker. He >vas a tall man with a stubbly growth 
of grizzled hair about his lank jaws, and he was leaning in at that 
window of the smithy which gave upon a certain grassy back 
lane. 

You spoke, I think ! " said I. 

I said, ^ Vibart ' 1 " 

“ Well ? " 

Well ? '' 

" And why should you say * Vibart ' ? " 

" And why should you start ? " Beneath the broa.d, flapping 
hat his eyes glowed with a sudden intensity as he waited my 
answer. 

“ It is familiar,” said I. 

** Ha 1 famihar ? ” he repeated, and his features were suddenly 
contorted as with a strong convulsion, and his teeth gleamed 
between his pallid lips. 

My hammer was yet in my grasp, and, as I met this baleful 
look, my fingers tightened instinctively about the shaft. 

” Familiar ? ” said he again, 

“ Yes,” I nodded ; “ like your face, for it would almost seem 
that I have seen you somewdiere before, and I seldom forget 
faces.” 

” Nor do 1 1 ” said the man. 

Now, while we thus fronted each other, there came the sound 
■f»f approaching footsteps, and John Pringle, the Carrier, appeared, 
followed by the pessimistic Job. 

” Matin', Peter — ^them 'orseshocs,” began John, pausing just 
outside the sinithf ^ door, was to finish 'em 's artemoon : 

if so be as they bean't done, you bein' short-'anded wi out Jarge, 
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why, I can wait." Now, during this speech, I was aware that 
both his and Job's eyes had wandered front my bandaged thumb 
to my bare throat, and become fixed there. 

** Come in and sit down," said I, nodding to each, as I blew 
up the fire, ‘'come in." For a moment they hesitated, then 
John stepped gingerly into the smithy, closely followed by Job, 
and watching them beneath my brows as I stooped above t]ic 
shaft of the bellows, I saw each of them furtivety cross his fingers. 

“ Wliy do you do that, Jolm Pringle ? " said I. 

** Do what, Peter ? " 

“ Cross your fingers." 

" Why, ye see, Peter," said John, glancing in tuni at the floor, 
the rafters, the fire, and the anvil, but never at me, " ye see, it 
be just a kind o' way o' mine." 

“ But why does Job do the same ? " 

" An' why do 'ee look at a man so sharp an' sudden-like ? " 
retorted Job sullenly ; " dang me I if it aren’t enough to send 
cold shivers up a chap's spine — I never see such a pair o' eyes 
afore — ^no — ^nor don't want to again." 

" Nonsense 1 " said L; “ my eyes can't hurt you/* 

“ An' 'ow am I to know that, 'ow am I to be sure o' that, an' 
you wi' your throat all torn vi' devil’s claws an' demon's clutches 
— it bean't riat’ral— Old Amos says so, an' I soz so." 

" Pui'e folly ! " said I, plucking tlie iron from the fire, and 
beginning to beat and shai^e it watli my hammer, but presently, 
remembering the strange man who had spoken iny name, I looked 
up, and then I saw tlrat lie was gone, " Where is he ? " said I 
involuntarily. 

" Where’s who ? " inquired Jolm Pringle, glancing about 
uneasily. 

" The fellow who w'as talldng to me as 3'ou came up ? " 

" I didn't see no fellow ! " said Job, looking at Jolm and edging 
nearer, the door. 

" Nor me neither ! " chimed iti John Pringle, looking at Job. 

" Why he was k^anirig in at the window, here, not a minute 
ago," said I, and plunging the half-finished horseshoe back into 
the fire I stepped out into the road, but the man was nowhere 
to be seen. 

" Very strange I " said I. 

" What might 'e 'ave been like, now ? " inquired John, 

" He was tall and thin, and wore a big flapping hat*" 

John Pringle coughed, scratched his chin, and coughed 
again. 

“ What is it, Jolm ? " I inquired. 
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Why, then, you couldn't 'appen to notice — 'im rearin' 'is 
'at — ^you couldn't 'appen to notice if 'e 'ad ever a pair o' 'oms, 
Peter ? " 

** Horns ! " I exclaimed. 

" Or a— tail, Peter ? " 

** Or even a — 'oof, now ? " suggested Job. 

“ Come," said I, looking from one to the other, “ what might 
you l>e driving at ? ” 

" Why, ye see, Peter," answered John, coughing again, and 
scratching his chin liarder than ever, ye see, Peter, it aren't 
nat'ral for a 'uman bein' to go a-vanishin' away like this 'ere — 
if 'twere a man as you was a-lalkm' to '' 

" Which I doubts 1 " muttered Job. 

If 'twac a man, Peter, then I axes you — ^where is that 
man ? " 

Before I could answer tliis pointed question, old Joel Amos 
hobbled up, w'ho paused on the threshold to address someone 
over his shoulder. 

" Come on, James, 'ere 'e be — come for'ard, James, like 
a man.” 

Tims adjured, another individual appeared : a somewhat 
flaccid-looking individual, with colourless hair and eyes, one who 
seemed to exhale an air of apol(>gj% as it were, from the hobnailed 
boot upon the floor to the grimy forefinger that touched the 
straw-like hair in salutation. 

Marniii', Peter 1 " said Old Amos, ‘‘ this yere is — Dutton." 

“ How do you do ? " said I, acknowledging the introduction,, 
" and what can I do for Mr. Dutton ? " The latter, instead of 
replying, took out a vivid Ix'lcher handkerchief, and apologetically 
mopped his face. 

“ Speak up, Janies Dutton,'' said Old Amos. 

" Lord I " exclaimed Dutton, Lord 1 1 du be that 'ot f — 
you speak for 1, Amos, du." 

" Well," began Old Amos, not ill-pleased, “ tliis 'ere Dutton 
wants to ax 'ee a question, 'c du, Peter," 

“ I shall be glad to answer it, if I can," I returned. 

“ You 'ear that ? — ^well, ax your question, James Dutton," 
commanded the old man. 

“ W'y, yc see, Amos," began Dutton, positively reeking 
apology, ‘‘ I du be that on-conimon 'ot — ^you ax un." 

“ W'y, then, Peter," began Amos, with great unction, “ it's 
'is pigs ! " 

" Pigs ? ” I exclaimed, staring, 

** All I pigs, Peter," nodded Old Amos, “ Dutton’s pigs ; 
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'is sow farrowed last week — ^at three in the marnin' — ^nine of 
'em I " 

'' Well ? *' said I, wondering more and more. 

“ Well, Peter, they was a fine 'earty lot, an' all a-doin well— 
till last Monday." 

Indeed I " said 1. 

Last Monday night, four on 'em sickened, an' died I 

Most unfortunate I " said I. 

** An' the rest 'as never been the same since." 

" Probably ate something that disagreed with them," said I, 
picking up my hammer and laying it down again. Old Amos 
smiled and shook his head, 

" You know James Dutton's pigsty, don't ye, Peter ? " 

“ I really can't say that I do." 

** Yet you pass it every day on your way to the 'Oiler — ^it ’ 
lays just be'ind Simon's oast-'ouse, as James 'isself will tell 'ee." 

So it du," interpolated Dutton, with an apologetic nod, 
" which, leastways, if it don't, can't be no'ow ! " having 
delivered himself of which, he buried Lis face in the belcher 
handkerchief. 

** Now, one evenin', Peter," continued Old Amos, " one 
evenin' you leaned over the fence o' that theer pigsty an' stood 
adookin' at they pigs for, p'r'aps, ten minutes." 

" Did I ? " 

" Ay, that ye did — James Dutton see ye, an' 'is wife, she see 
ye tu, and I see ye." 

" Then," said I, ‘‘ probably I did. WeU ? " 

" Well," said the old man, looking round upon his hearers, 
and bringing out each word with the greatest unction, “ that 
theer evenin' were last Monday evenin' as ever was — ^the very 
same hour as Dutton's pigs sickened and died ! " Hereupon 
John Pringle and Job rose simultaneously from where they had 
been dtting, and retreated precipitately to the door. 

" Lord 1 " exclaimed Joiin. 

" I might ha' knowed it I " said Job, drawing a cross in the 
air with his finger. 

" An' so James Dutton wants to ax ye to tak' it off, Peter," 
said Old Amos. 

" To take what off ? " 

** Why, the spell, for sure.” Hereupon I gave free play to 
my amusement, and lauglied, and laughed, while the others 
watched me with varying expressions. 

And so you think that I bewitched Dutton's pigs, do you ? " 
said I, at last, glancing from Old Amos to the perspiring Apology 
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(who immediately began to mop at his face and neck again). 

And why," I continued, seeing that nobody appeared willing 
to speak, " why should you think it of me ? " 

"W'y, Peter, ye bean't like ordinary folk, your eyes goes 
through an' through a man. An* then, Peter, I mind as you 
come a-walkin' into Siss'n'urst one night from Lord knows wheer, 
all covered wi' dust, an' wi' a pack on your back." 

"You are wrong there, Amos," said I, "it was afternoon 
when I came, and the Ancient was with me." 

" Ah I an' wheer did 'e find ye, Peter ? — come, speak up an’ 
teU us." 

" In the Hollow," I answered, 

" Ay, 'e found 'ee in the very spot wheer the Wanderer o’ 
the Roads *ung 'isself, sixty an' six years ago." 

" There is nothing very strange in that ! " said I. 

" What's more, you come into the village an' beat Black 
Jarge throwin' th* 'ammer, an' 'im the strongest man in all the 
South County’ I " 

" I beat him because he did not do his best — so there is nothing 
strange in that cither." 

" An' then, you lives all alone in that theer ghashly 'Oiler 
—an' you fights, an' struggles wi' devils an' demons, all in the 
wind, and rain, an' tcarin' tempest — ^an' what's most of all — ^you 
comes back — alive, an' what's more yet, wi' devil-marks upon 
ye an' your throat all tore wi' claws. Old Gaffer be over proud 
o' findin' ye, but old Gaffer be dodderin' — dodderin' 'e be, an' 
fulish wi' years ; 'e'd ha' done much better to ha' let ye alone — 
I've heerd o' folk sellin' theirselves to the devil afore now, I've 
likewise heerd o' the ' Evil Eye ' afore now — ^ah I an' knows one 
when I sees it." "" 

" Nonsense ! " said I sternly, " nonsense I This talk of 
ghosts and devils is sheer folly. I am a man, like the rest of you, 
and could not wish you ill — even if I would — come, let us all 
shake hands, and forget tliis folly I " and I extended my hand to 
Old Amos. 

He glanced from it to my face, and immediately, lowering his 
eyes, shook his head. 

" 'Tis the ' Evil Eye ' I " said he, and drew a cross upon the 
floor with his stick, " the ' Evil Eye ' ! " 

" Nonsense ! " said I again ; " my eye is no more evil than 
yours or Job's. I never wished any harm yet, nor wronged one, 
and I hope I never may. As for Mr. Dutton's pigs, if he take 
better care of them, and keep them out of the damp, they will 
probably thrive better than ever — come, shake hands I " 
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But, one by one, they edged their way to the door after Old 
Amos, until only John I^gle was left ; he, for a moment, stood 
hesitating, then, suddenly reaching out, he seized my hand, anji' 
shook it twice. 

" I'll call for they 'orseshoes in the marnin’, Peter," said he, 
and vanished. 

Arter all," I heard him say, as he joined the others, 'tis 
summat to ha' shook 'ands wi' a chap as fights wi' demons 1 " 


CHAPTER XI 

A SHADOW IN THE HEDGE 

Over the uplands, to my left, the moon was peeping at me, very 
broad, and yellow, as yet, casting long shadows athwart my way. 
The air was heavy with the perfume of honeysuckle abloom in 
the hedges — ^a warm, still air wherein a deep silence brooded, and 
in which leaf fluttered not and twig stirred not ; but it was none 
of this I held in my thoughts as I strode along, whistling softly 
as I went. Yet, in a while, chancing to lift my eyes, I beheld 
the object of my reverie coming towards me through the shadows. 

" Why — Charmian 1 " said I, uncovering my head. 

Why— Peter I " 

** Did you come to meet me ? " 

It must be nearly nine o'clock, sir." 

Yes, I had to finish some work." 

“ Did anyone pass you on the road ? " 

“ Not a soul." 

" Peter, have you an enemy ? " 

" Not that I know of, unless it be myself. Epictetus sa3rs 
somewhere that " 

“^Oh, Peter, how dreadfully quiet everything is ! " said she, 
and shivered. 

" Are you cold ? " 

" No — but it is so dreadfully — still." 

Now in one place the lane, narrowing suddenly, led between 
high banks crooned with bushes, so that it was very dark there. 
As we entered this gloom Charmian suddenly drew closer to my 
side and slipped her hand beneath my arm and into my clasp, 
and the touch of her fingers was like ice. 

" Your hand is very cold I " said I. But she only laughed, 
yet I felt her shiver as she pressed herself close against me. 
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now it was she who talked and I who walked in silence, 
or answered at random, for I was conscious only of the clasp of 
!?^er fingers and the soft pressure of hip and shoulder. 

So we passed through this place of shadows, walldng neither 
fast nor slow, and ever her cold fingers clasped my fingers, and her 
shoulder pressed my arm wlule she talked, and laughed, but of 
what, I know not, until we had left the dark place behind. Then 
she sighed decpty and turned, and drew her arm from mine, almost 
sharply, and stood looking back, with her two hands pressed 
upon her bosom. 

“What is it?" 

“ Look I " she whispered, pointing, “ there — ^u^here it is darkest 
— ^look ! " Now, following the direction of her finger, I saw some- 
thing that skulked amid the shadows — something that slunk 
away, and vanislicd as I watciiod. 

“ A man 1 “ I exclaimed, and would have started in jmrsuit, 
but Cliarmian’s hands were upon my arm, strong and com- 
pelUng. 

“ Are you mad ? " cried she angrily ; “ would you give him 
the op].wtunity I prevented ? He was waiting there to — ^to 
shoot you, I think 1 " 

And, after we had gone on some httle v/ay, I spoke. 

“ Was that why you — came to meet me ? " 

“ Yes." 

“ And — kept so close I eside me ? " 

“ Yes." 

“ Ah yes, to be sure ! ' said I, and walked on in silence l 
and now I noticed that she kept as far from rue as the path would 
allow. 

“ Are you thinking me very — ^unmaidenly again, sir ? " 

“ No," I answered ; no." 

“ You see, I l)ad no oilier way. Had I told you that there 
was a man hidden in llie heilge you would have g(.)ne to look, 
and then — ^soinuthing dreadful would liave liappened." 

“ How came 3Tni to know he was there ? " 

“ Wh\^ after 1 had prepared supper I climbed that steep path 
which leads to the road and sat down upon the fallen tree that 
lies there, to watch for j-cai, and, as 1 sat there, I saw a man come 
hurr^dng down the road." 

“ A Viiry big man ? " 

“ Yes, very tall he seemed, and, as I watched, he crept in 
behind the hedge. While 1 was wondering at this, I heard your 
step on the road, and you were whistling," 

f‘ And yet I seldom whistle." 
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It was you — I knew your step." 

" Did you, Charmian ? " 

" I do wish you would not interrupt, sir." 

" I beg your pardon," said I humbly. 

" And then I saw you coming, and the man saw you too, for 
hr crouched suddenly ; I could only see him dimly in the shadow 
of the hedge, but he looked murderous, and it seemed to me that 
if you reached liis hiding-place before I did — sometliing terrible 
would happen, and so " 

" You came to meet me." 

" Yes." 

" And walked close beside me, so that you were between me 
and the shadow in the hedge ? " 

" Yes." 

" And I thought " I began, and stopped. 

" Well, Peter ? " Here sl}e turned, and gave me a svdft 
glance beneath her lashes. 

" — that it was because — ^you were — perhaps — ^rather glad 
to see me." Charmian did not speak, indeed she was so very 
silent that I would have given much to have seen her face just 
then, but the light was very dim, as I have said, moreover she 
had turned her shoulder tow^ards me. " But I arp grateful to you 
I went on, " very fateful, and — ^it was very brave of 3 rou I " 

" Thank you, sir," she answered in a very small voice, and 1 
more than suspected that she was laughing at me. 

" Not," I therefore continued, " that tliere was any real 
danger.” 

" What do you mean ? " she asked quickly. 

" I mean that, in all probability, the man you saw was Black 
George, a very good friend of mine, who, though he may imagine 
he has a grudge against me, is too much of a mah to lie in wait to 
do me hurt." 

" Then why should he hide in the hedge ? " 

'^Because he committed the mistake of tiiro\ring the town 
P.radle over the churchyard wall, and is, consequently, in hiding, 
h r the present." 

" He has an ill-sounding name." 

"And is;the manliest, gentlest, truest, and worthiest fellow 
that ever wore the leather api on." 

Seeing how perseveringly she kept the whole breadth of the 
path between us I presently fell back and walked behind her ; 
now her head was bent, and thus I could not but remark the 
little curls and tendrils of hair upon her neck, whose sole object 
seemed to be to make the white skin more white by contrast. 
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Peter/' said she suddenly, speaking over her shoulder, of 
what are you thinking ? " 

Of a certain steak past}- that was promised for my supper/' 
I answered immediately, mendacious. 

Oh ! " 

And what," I inquired, " what were you thinking ? " 

I was thinking, Peter, that the — ^shadow in the hedge may 
not have been Black George, after all." 


CHAPTER XII 

W^HO COMES ? 

" This table wobbles I " said Charmian. 

*‘ It does," said I, " but then I notice that the block is mis- 
placed again." 

" Then wliy use a block ? " 

" A book is so clumsy " I began. 

" Or a book ? Why not cut down the long legs to match the 
short one ? " 

" That is really an excellent idea." 

" Then why didn't you before ? " 

" Because, to be frank with you, it never occurred to me." 

" I suppose you are better as a blacksmith than a carpenter, 
aren't you, Peter ? " And, seeing I could find no answer worthy 
c.;f retort, she laughed, and, sitting down, watched me wliile I 
took my saw, forthwith, and shortened the three long legs as 
she had suggested. Plaving done w^hich, to our common satis- 
faction, seeing the moon was rising, w^e w^ent and sat down on 
the bench beside the cottage door, 

" And — are you a very good blacksmith ? " she pursued, 
turning to regard me, chin in hand. 

I can swung a hammer or shoe a horse wdth any smith in 
Kent — except Black George, and lie is the best in all the South 
Countr5\” 

" And is that a very great achievement, Peter ? " 

It is not a despicable one," 

" Are you quite satisfied to be able to shoe horses well, sir ? " 

" It is far better to be a good blacksmith than a bad poet or 
an incompetent prime minister." 

" Meaning that you would rather succeed in the little thing 
than fail in the great ? " 



212 


The Broad Highway 

" With your permission, I will smoke/' said I. 

"Surely," she went on, nodding her permission, "surely it 
is nobler to be a great failure ratlier than a mean success ? " 

" Success is very sweet, Charmian, even in the smallest 
thing ; for instance," said I, pointing to the cottage door 
that stood open beside her, " when I built that door, and saw 
it swing on its hinges, I was as proud of it as though it liad 
been " 

"A really good door," interpolated Charmian, "instead of 
a bad one ! " 

" A bad one, Chariniaii ? " 

" It is a very clumsy door, and has nc iLher bolt nor k/ck." 
"There are no thieves hereabouts, and, oven if there were, 
they would not dare to set foot in the Hollow after dark." 

" And then, unless one close it with great care, it sticks — very 
tight ! " 

" That, obviating the necessity of a latcii, is rather to be com- 
mended," said I. 

" Besides, it is a very ill-htting door, Peter/' 

" 1 have seen worse." 

" And will be very draughty in cold weather/* 

" A blanket ljung acrojis will remedy that." 

" Still, it can hardly be called a very good door, can it, Peter ? " 
Here 1 lighted my pipe without answering. " I su}>pose you make 
horseshoes much better than you make dooi‘5 ? " I puffed at 
my pipe in silence. " You are not angry because I found fault 
with your door, are you, Peter ? " 

" Angry ? " said I ; " not in the least/' 

" I am soiTy for that/' 

" Why sorry ? " 

" Are you never angiy, Peter ? " 

" Seldom, I hope." 

" I should like to see you so — ^just once." Finding nothing to 
say in answer to this, I smoked my negro-head pipe and stared 
at the moon, which was looking down at us through a maze of 
tree-trunks and branches, 

" Referring to horseshoes," said Charmian at last, " are you 
content to be a blacksmith all your days ? " 

" Yes, I think I am." 

" Were you never ambitious, then ? " * 

" Ambition is like rain, breaking itself upon what it falls on 

least, so Bacon says, and " 

" Oh, bother Bacon ! Were you never ambitious, Peter ? '* 

" I was a great dreamer." 
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A dreamer 1 " she exclaimed with fine scorn ; '' are dreamers 
ever ambitious ? " 

“ Indeed, they are the most truly ambitious,” I retorted ; 
their dreams are so vast, so infinite, so far beyond all puny 
human strength and capaejity that they, perforce, must remain 

dreamers always. Epictetus himself ” 

” I wish,” sighed Charmian. ” I do wish ” 

” What do you wish ? " 

" That you were not 

“ That I was not ? ” 

” Such a — pedant ! ” 

” Pedant I ” said I. somewhat disconcerted. 

And you have a way of echoing my w’ords that is very 
irritating.” 

” I beg your pardon,” said I, feeling much hke a chidden 
schoolboy ; ” and I am sorry you should think me a pedant.” 

“ And you are so dreadfully precise and serious,” she con* 
tinned. 

” Am I, Charmian ? ” 

” And so very solemn, and austere, and so ponderous, and 
egotistical, and calm — you are hatefully calm and placid, 
aren't you, Peter ? ” 

And, after I had smoked thoughtfully awhile, I sighed. 

” Yes, I fear I may seem so.” 

** Oh, I forgive you 1 ” 

” Thank you.” 

” Though you needn’t be so annoyingly humble about it/* 
said she, and frowned, and, even while she frowned, laughed and 
shook her head. 

” And pray, why do you laugh ? ” 

Because — oh, Peter, you are such a — boy ! ” 

” So you told me once before,” said 1, biting my pipe-stem 
viciously, 

” Did I, Peter ? ” 

” You also called me a — lamb, I remember — ^at least, you 
suggested it.” 

” Did I, Peter ? ” and she began to laugh again, but stopped 
all at once and rose to her feet. 

“ Peter ! ” said she, with a startled note in her voice, “ don't 
you hear sometliing ? ” 

” Yes,” said I. 

Someone is cuuiing I ** 

Yes.” 

** And — ^they are coming this way I ” 
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“ Yes." 

“Oh — how can you sit there so quietfy? Do vou think — 
she began, and stopped, staring into the shadows with nvide 
eyes. 

‘‘ I think," said I, knocking the ashes from my pipe, and 
laying it on the bench beside me, " that, all things considered, 
you were wiser to go into the cottage for a while." 

" No — oh, I couldn't do that I " 

** You would be safer perhaps." 

I am not a coward. I shall remain here, of course.” 

“ But I had rather you went inside." 

** And I much prefer staying where I am." 

** Then I must ask you to go mside, Charmian.'^ 

** No, indeed, my mind is made up." 

Then I insist, Charmian." 

" Mr. Vibart I " she exclaimed, throwing up her head, " you 
forget yourself, I think. I perimt no one to order my going and 
coming, and I obey no man's command." 

" Then — I beg of you." 

" And I refuse, sir — my mind is made up." 

** And mine also I " said I, rising. 

" Wliy, what — ^what arc you going to do ? " she cried, retreat* 
irg as I advanced towards her. 

" I am going to carry you mto the cottage." 

" You would not dare I " 

" If you refuse to walk how else can you get Uieie ? " said I. 

Anger, amazement, indignation, all tliese I saw in her ejes 
as she faced me, but anger most of all. 

" Oh — you would not daie I " she said agam, and with a 
stamp of her foot. 

" Indeed, yes," I nodded. And now her glance wavered 
beneath mine, her head drooped, and, with a strange httle sound 
that ..was neither a laugh nor a sob, and yet something of each, 
she turned upon her heel, ran into the cottage, and slammed the 
door behind her. 


CHAPTER XIII 

A PEDDLER IN ARCADIA 

The cottage, as I have said, was entirely hidden from the chance 
observer by reason of the foliage : ash, alder and bramble 
flourished luxuriantly, growing very thick and high, with here 
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aiiid there a great tree ; but, upon one side, there was a little 
grassy glade, or clearing rather, some ten yards square, and it 
was towards this that my eyes were directed as I reseated mysc if 
upon the settle beside the door, and wafted the coining of t:*e 
unknown. 

‘ Though the shadows were too deep for my eyes to serve me, 
yet I could follow the new-comer's approach quite easily l.y 
the sound he made ; indeed I was particularly struck by the 
prodigious rustling of leaves. Wlioever it was, must be big 
and bulky, I thought, and clad, probably, in a long, trailing 
garment. 

All at once I knew I was observed, for the sounds ceased, and 
I heard nothing save the distant bark of a dog and the ripple cf 
the brook near by. 

I remained tlicrc for, maybe, a full minute, very still, only 
my fists clenched themselves as I sat listening and waiting — and 
I licit minute was an hour. 

You won't be wantin’ ever a broom, now ? ” 

The relief was so sudden and intense tliat I had much ado 
to keep from laughing outright. 

You won't be wantin' ever a broom, now ? " inquired ti.e 
voice again. 

“ No,*' I answered, nor yet a fine leatlicr belt with a steel 
buckle made in Brummagem as ever was." 

" Oh, it's you, is it ? " said the Peddler, and forthwith Gabbing 
Dick stepped out of the sliadows, brooms on sliouldcr and bulging 
pack upon his back, at sight of wiiich the leafy tumult of Lis 
approach was immediately accounted for. " So it's you, is it ? " 
he repeated, setting down his brooms and spitting lugubriously 
at llic nearest patch of shadow’. 

" Yes," I answered, " but what brings you here ? " 

" I be goin' to sleep 'ere, my chap." 

" Oh 1 — you don’t mind the ghost, then ? " 

" Oh, Lord, no ! Theer be only two things as I can't abide 
— trees as ain't trees is one on 'em, an' w’omcn's l' other." 

" Women ? " 

Come, didn't I once tell vou I w^ere married ? " 

" You did.” 

" Very well then ! Trees as .ain't trees is bad enough. Lord 
knows! — but women’s W’orse — ah!" said the Peddler, shaking 
liis head, " a sight worse ! Ye see, trees ain't got tongues — least- 
ways not as I ever heerd tell on, an' a tree never told a lie — or ate 
a apple, did it ? " 

" Wliat do you mean by ' ate an apple ' ? " 
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"I means as a tree can't tell a lie, or 'eat a apple, but a 
woman can tell a lie — which she does — ^frequent, an* as for 

api>les " 

But " J began. 

** Eve ate a apple, didn't she ? ** 

“ The Scriptures say so," 1 nodded. 

An' lOld a lie arlerwards, didn't she ? " 

So we are given to, understand." 

" Very well then I "’said the Peddler, " there y' are I " and 
he turned to spit into the shadow again. “ Wot's more," he 
contmued, 'twcie a woman as done me out o' my birtliright." 
How so ? " 

" Why, 'Iwcre Eve as got us druv out o' tlie Gardin o' Eden, 
wt ren't it ? If it 'adn't l^eii for Eve I might ha' been livin' on 
miik an' 'oney, ah 1 an' playin' wi' butterflies, 'stead o' bein' 
married, an' peddlm' these 'ere brooms. Don't talk to me o* 
w<jnieu, my cliap, 1 can't abide 'cm — bah ! if theer's any trouble 
afoot you ma}’ take yom Bible oath as theer's a woman about 
bome'cies — theer alius is I " 

" Do you think so ? " 

" I knows so ; ain't I a-'earin' an' a-secin' such all day, an’ 
every day — ^theer's Black Jaige, for one." 

" Wliat about him ? " ^ 

" Wliat about 'im ! " repeated the Peddler ; " w'y, ain't 'is 
life been ruined, broke, wore away by one o' them Eves ? — vi^xf 
well then ! " 

“ What do you mean — ^liow has his life been ruined ? " 

" Oh ! the usual way of it ; Jarge loves a gcU — gcU loves 
Jarge — ^sugar ain't sweeter — ^very well then ! Along comes 
another cove — a strange cove — a cove wi' nice wliite 'ands an' 
soft, talcin' ways — 'e talks wi' 'er — walks wi' ’er — smiles at 'er 
— ^an' poie Jarge ain't nowhecres — pore‘Jarge's cake is dough— 
ah 1 an' doughy dough at that ! " 

How’ do you come to know aU this ? " 

’Ow should I come to know it but from the man 'isself ? 

* Dick,' says 'e (baptismal name Richard, but Dick for short), 

* Dick,' says 'e, ‘ d'3"e see this 'ere stick ? ’ an' 'e shows me a good, 
stout cudgt'l cut out o' th' 'edge, an' very neatly trimmed it were 
loo. ‘ All ! I sees it, Jarge,' sayB I. ‘ An' d'ye see this un ? ' 
says 'e, 'oldin' up another as like the first as one pea to its fellow. 

‘ All ! I sees that un too, Jarge,' says I. ‘ Well,' says Jarge, 

‘ one's for 'im an' one's for me — 'e can take 'is cliice,' 'e s&y^, 

* an' wlien we do meet, it's a-goin' to be one or t' otlier of us,' 'e 
says, an* wot's more — 'e looked it I ‘ If I *ave to wait, an' wait, 
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an' foller 'im, an' foller 'im/ sa 3 ^ Jarge, ' I'll catch 'im alone, one 
o* these fine nights, an' it'll be man to man/ " 

■" And when did he tell you all this ? " 

" 'S' mamin' as ever was." 

Where did you see him ? " 

'' Oh no 1 " said the Peddler, shaking his head, " not by no 
manner o' means. I'm married, but I ain’t that kind of a cove 1 " 

** What do you mean ? " 

" The runners is arter 'im — ^lookin' for 'im 'igh an' low, an' — 
though married, I ain't one to give a man away. I ain't a friendly 
cove myself, never was, an' never shah be — ^never 'ad a friend 
all my days, an' don't want one — but I likes Black Jarge — I 
pities, an' 1 despises 'im." 

Why do you despise him ? " 

" Because 'e carries on so, all about a Eve — ^w'y, theer ain't 
a woman breathin' as is worth a man's troublin' 'is 'ead over, no, 
nor never will be — yet 'ere's Black Jarge read}^ — ah ! an' more 
than willin' to get 'isself 'ung, an* all for a wench — Eve " 

" Get himself hanged ? " I repeated. 

" Ah — 'ung I w'y, ain't 'e a-w'ailin' an' a-waitin' to get at 
lliis cove — ^this cove wi' the nice white 'ands an' the takin' ways, 
ain't 'e a-watchin' an' a-w'atchin' to meet 'im some lonely night — 
and when 'e do meet 'im " The Peddler sighed. 

"Well?’' V, 

** W'y, there'U be bloodshed — blood ! — quarts on it— buckets 
on it ! Black Jarge'U batter this 'ere cove's 'ead soft, so sure 
as I were baptised Richard — 'e'll lift this cove up in 'is great, 
strong arms, an' 'e'll throw this cove down, an' 'e'il gore 'im, an' 
stamp 'im down under 'is feet, an' this cove's blood'll go soakin' 
an' a-soakin' into the grass, some'ercs beneath some 'c^dge, or 
in some quiet corner o' the woods — ^and tlie birds'll perch on tJjis 
cove's breast, an' flutter their wings in this cove's face, 'cause 
they'll know as this cove can never do nobody no 'urt no more ; 
ah 1 there'll be blood — gallons of it 1 " 

" I hope not ! " said I. 

" Ye do, do ye ? " 

“ Most fervently ! " 

" An' 'cause why ? " 

" Because I happen to be that ewe," I answered. 

" Oh ! " said the Peddler, eyeing me more narrowly ; you 
are, are ye ? " 

I am ! " 

Yet you ain't got w'ite 'ands." 

They were wliite once," said I. 
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An' I don't as your ways is soft — nor yet — takin' 1 " : 

''.None {Ke less, I am that cove I" 

" Oh 1 ” repeated the Peddler, and, having turned this intelli- 
gence pver in his mind, spat thoughtfully into the shadow agaiiu 
“ You ^on't be wantin' ever a broom, I think you said ? " 

No," said L 

" Very well then I he nodded, and, lifting his brooms, made 
towards the cottage door ! 

" Where are you going ? " 

To sleep in this 'ere empty 'ut/' 

" But it isn't empty 1 " 

" So much the better," nodded the Peddler, " good-night I " 
and, with the words, he laid his hand upon the door, but, as he 
did so, it opened, and Charmian appeared. The Peddler fell 
back three or four paces, staring with round eyes. 

“ By Goles ! " he exclaimed. " So you are married then ? " 

Now, when he said this I felt suddenly hot all over, even to 
the very tips of my ears, and, for the life of me, 1 could not have 
looked at Charmian. 

" Why — ^why " I began, but her smooth, soft voice came 

to my rescue. 

" No — ^he is not married," said she, " far from it." : ^ 

" Not ? " said the Peddler, " so much ; marriage 

ain't love, no, nor love ain't marriagc-g|'m a itiarried cove myself 
so I know what I'm a-sayin' ; if folk do talk, an' shake their 'eads 
over ye — ^w'y, let 'em, only don't — don't go a-spilin' things by 
gettin' ‘ churched.' You're a woman, but you're a fine un — ^a 
dasher, by Goles, nice an' straight-backed, an' round, an' plujrnp 
— ^if I was this 'ere cove, now, I know what " 

" Here," said I hastily, " here — ^sell me a broom 1 " 

The Peddler drew a broom from his bundle and passed it to me. 

" One shillin' and sixpnce ! " said he, which sum I duly paid 
over. " Don't," he continued, pocketing the money, and turning 
to Charmian, " don't go spilin' things by lettin' this young cove 
go a-marryin' an' a-churchin' ye — ^nobody never got married as; 
didn't repent it some time or other, an' wot's more, when Marriage 
comes in at the door. Love flies out up the chimbley — ^an' there 
y’ are I Now, if you loves this young cove, w'y ver}^ good 1 
if this 'ere young cove loves you — ^which ain't to be wondered 
at — so much the better, but don't — don't go a-marryin' each 
other, an' — as for the (Children " 

" Come — ^I'U take a belt — give me a belt 1 " said I, more 
hastily tlian before. 

** A belt ? " said the Peddler. 
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: A belt, yes/' 

Wi' a fine^tecl buckle made in " 

** Yes — yes I " said I. 

** Two shillin' an’ sixpence I " said the Peddler. 

When I saw you last time, you offered much the same belt 
for a shilling,** I demurred. 

“ Ah ! ** nodded the Peddler, but belts is riz — 'arf-a-crown’s 
the price — ^take it or leave it." 

“ It's getting late," said I, slipping the money into Ids hand, 
" and ril wish you good-night ! *' 

" You're in a 'urry about it, ain't you ? " 

" Yes." 

*' Ah — to be Lure ! " nodded the fellow, looking from me to 
Charmian with an evil leer, " early to bed an' " 

Come — get off 1 " said I angrily. 

" Wot — are ye goin' to turn me away — at this time o' night 1 " 

It is not so far to Sissinghurst ! " said I. 

But Lord ! I wouldn't disturb ye — an* there's two rooms, 
ain't there ? " 

There are plenty of comfortable beds to be had at 'The 
Bull.' ?: 

" So; yoti. won't gi'e me a night's shelter, eh ? " 

" N6,"^|iansw!«^€d, greatly annoyed by the fellow's persistence 

" An' you dcin't wax^l^to buy nothin' for the young woman-— 
a necklace — or/ say — a pair o’ garters ? " But here, meeting 
my eye, he shouldered his brooms hastily and moved off. And, 
after he had gone some dozen yards or so, he paused and turned. 

" Very well then ! " he shouted. " I 'opes as you gets your 
'ead knocked off — ah 1 — an' gets it knocked off — soon ! " Having 
said wfricb, he spat up into the air towards me, and trudged oft. 


CHAPTER XIV 

CONCERNING BLACK GEORGE'S LETTER 

IX was with a feeling of great relief that I watched the fellow out 
of sight, nevertheless his very presence seemed to have left a 
blight upon all things, for he, viewing matters with the material 
eye of Common-sense, hod, thereby, contaminated them — even 
the air seemed less pure and sweet than it had been heretofore, 
so that, glancing over my shoulder, I was glad to see that 
Charmian had re-entered tlie cottage. 
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Here,” said I to myself, ” here is Common-sense, in ttwit 
shape of a half-witted peddling fellow, blundering into Arcadiat, 
in the shape of a haunted cottage, a woman, and a man. Straight- 
way OUT Peddler, being Common-sense, misjudges us — ^as, indeed, 
would ^very other common-sense individual the world over ; 
for ' Arcadia, being of itself Abstract and Immaterial, is opposed 
to, and incapable of being understood by Concrete Common-sense, 
and always will be — and there's the rub ! And yet,” said I, 
thanks to the Wanderer of the Roads, who built this cottage, 
and hanged himself here, and thanks to a Higiiland Scot wlio 
performed W’onderfully on tlie bagpipes, there is little chance of 
any Common-sense Vagrant venturing near Arcadia again — at 

least until tlie woman is gone, or the man is gone, or ” 

Here, going to rub my chin (being somewhat at a loss), I 
found that I had been standing, all this while, the broom in one 
hand and tlie belt in the other, and now, hearing a laugh behind 
me, I turned, and saw Charmian was leaning in the open doorway 
watching me. 

” And so you are the — the cove — with the white hands and 
the talcing w^ays, are you, Peter ? ” 

** WTiy — ^you were actually — listening then ? ” 

** Wh 5 % of course I was.” 

” That,” said I, ” that w^as very — ^undignified I ” 

** But very — ^feminine, Peter I ” H^upoh 1 threw the belt 
from me one way, and tlie broom the other, and sitting down upon 
the bench began to fill my pipe — ^rather awkwardly, being con- 
scious of Charmian 's mocking scrutiny. 

” Poor — ^poor Black Gciorgc I ” she sighed. 

” What do you mean by that ? ” said I quickly. 

” Jveally I can almost understand iiis being angry with you.” 
” Why ? ” 

” You w'alked with her, and talked with her, Peter — ^like 
Caesar, ' you came, you saw, you conquered ' ! ” 

Kore I dragged my tinder-box from my pocket so aw^kwardly 
as to bring the lining with it. 

“ And — even smiled at her, Peter — and you so rarely smile ! ” 
Having struck flint and steel several times without success, 
I thrust the tinder-box back into my pocket and fixed my gaze 
upon the moon. 

” Is she so very pretty, Peter ? ” 

I stared up at the moon without answering. 

‘‘ I wonder if you bother her with your Epictetus and — and 
dry-as-dust quotations ? ” 

I hit my hpa and stared up at the moon. 
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Or perhaps she likes your musty books and philosophy ? '' 

But jicsently, finding that I would not speak, Charmian began 
to sing, very sweet and low, as if to herself, yet, when I chanced 
to glance towards her. I found her mocking eyes still watching 
me. Now the words of her song were these : 

“ My love is like a red, red rose 
That’s newly blown in June, 

Mv love is like a mck>dy 
a hat's softly played in tune.” 

And so, at last, unable to bear it any longer, I rose and, taking 
my candle, went into my room and closed the door. But I had 
been there scarcely five minutes when Charmian knocked. 

'' Oh, Peter I I wish to speak to you — please." Obediently 
I opened the door. 

” What is it, Cliarmian ? " 

" You dropped this from your pocket when you took out 
your tinder-box so clumsily ! " said siie, holding towards me a 
crumpled paper. And looking down at it, 1 saw that it was Black 
George's letter to Prudence. 

Now, as I took it from her, I noticed that her hand trembled, 
while in her eyes I read fear and trouble ; and seeing this, I was, 
for a moment, imwontedly glad, and (hen wondered at myself. 

" You— did not read^t — of coimse ? " said I, w'cll knowing that 
she had. 

" Yes, Peter — ^it lay open, and " 

" Then," said I, sixjaking my thought aloud, " you know that 
she loves George." 

" He means yon harm," said she, speaking with her head 

averted, " and, if he killed you " 

I should lx* spared a deal of sorrow, and — ^and mortification, 
and — other people would be no longer bothered by Epictetus and 
dry-as-dust quotations." She turned suddenly, and, crossing 
to the open doorway, stood leaning there. But, indeed," I 
went on hurriedly, " tlicro is no chance of sucli a thing happening 
— not the remotest. Black George's bark is a thousand limes 
worse than his bite — ^this letter means nothing, and — er — ^nothing 
at all," I ended, somewhat lamely, for she had turned and was 
looking at me over her shouldt r. 

" If he has to ' wait, and wait, and follow you, and follow 
you * ? " said slic, in the same low tone. 

" Those are merely the words of a half-mad peddler," said I. 

" ' And your blood will go soaking, and soaking into the 
grass'!" 



fodder bii a imaginationil siwd 1 %fetty. 
she s^k her head, and turned to look out ap^,the bmty '<ol| 
the mght once more, while I watched her, chin in hand. 

" I was angry with you to-n^ht, Peter," said she at length, 
" because you ordered me to do something against my will — and 
ll’ ; and so, I tried to torment you — ^you will forgive me 
fcff’^t, won’t you ? " 

“There is nothing to forgive, nothing, and— good-night, 
Charmian." Here she turned, and, coming to me, gave me her 
hand. 

" Charmian Brown will always think of you as a— ” 

" Blacksmith 1 ” said I. 

“ As a blaclcsmith t " she repeated, looking at me with a 
gleam in her eyes, “ but oftener as a " 

“ Pedant 1 " said I. 

" As a pedant i " she repeated obediently, “ but most of all 

as a ” 

“ Well ? ” said I. 

"As a — ^man," she ended, speaking with bent head. And 
here again I was possessed of a sudden gladness that was out of 
all reason, as I immediately told myself. 

" Your hand is very small," said I, finding nothing better to 
say, “ smaller even than I thought." 

“ Is it ? " and she smiled and glanced up ahme beneath her 
lashes, for her head was still bent. * 

" And wonderfully smooth and soft I " 

“ Is it 7 " said she again, but tliis time she did not look up 
at me. Now another man might have stooped and kissed those 
slender, shapely fingers — ^but, as for me, 1 loosed them, rather 
suddenly, and, once more bidding her good-night, re-entered 
my own chamber, and closed the door. 

But to-night, lying upon my bed, I could not sleep, and fell 
to watching the luminous patch of sky framed in my open case- 
ment, I thought of Charmian, of her beauty, of her strange^ 
wliirns, and fancies, her swift-changing moods, and her con- 
trariness, comparing her, in turn, to all those fair women I had 
ever read of or dreamed over in my books. Little by little, 
however, my thoughts drifted to Gabbing Dick and Blade G«>ige, 
and, with my mind's eye, I could see him as he was (perhaps at 
this very moment), fierce-eyed and grim of mouth, sitting beneath 
some hedgerow, while, knife in hand, be trimmed and tr^nmed 
his two bludgeons, one of which was to batter the life out of me. 
From such duquieting reflections I would turn my mind to sweet- 
eyed Friidence, to the Andent, the forge, and the thousand aQd 



duties ol&e nioirow. I bethought me, once more, of the 
storm, of the coming of Charmian, of the fierce struggle in the 
dark, of the B^stUion, and of* Charmian again. And yet, in 
despite of me my thoughts would revert to George, and I would 
see myself even as the Peddler pictured me, out in some se(%ded 
comer of the woods, lying stiffly upon my back with glassy eyes 
staring up sightlessly through the whispering leaves above, while 
my blood soaked and soaked into the green, and with a blackbird 
singing gloriously upon my motionless breast. 


‘ CHAPTER XV 

WHICH, BEING IN PARENTHESIS, MAY BE SKIPPED IF THE READEP 

SO DESIRE 

As this life is a Broad Highway along which we must all of us 
pass whetlier we will or no ; as it is a thoroughfare sometimes 
very hard and cruel in the going, and beset by many hardships, 
sometimes desolate and hatefully monotonous, so, also, must its 
aspect, sooner or later, change for the better, and, the stony track 
overpassed, the choking heat and dust left itehind, we may reach 
some green, refreshing haven shady with trees, and full of the 
cool, sweet sound of running waters. Then who shall blame 
us if we pause unduly in this grateful shade, and, lying upon 
our backs a wliile, gaze up through the swaying green of trees 
to the infinite blue beyond, ere we journey on once more, as soon 
we must, to front whatsoever of good or evil lies waiting for us 
in the hazy distance. 

To just such a place am I now come in this, my history ; 
the record of a period which I, afterwards, remembered as the 
happiest I had ever known, the memory of which must remain with 
me, green and fragrant everlastingly. 

If, in the forthcoming pages, you shall find overmuch of 
Charmian, I would say, iii the first place, that it is by her, and upon 
her, that this narrative hangs ; and,^ in the second place, that in 
this part of my story I find my greatest pleasure ; though here, 
indeed, I am "faced with a great difficulty, seeing that I must 
depict, as faithfully as may be, that most difficult, that most 
elusive of all created things, to wit — a woman. 

Truly, I begin to fear lest my pen fail me altogether for the 
very reason that it is of Charmian that I would tell, and of 
Charmian 1 understand little more than notliing; for what 






rule has ever been devised whereby a woman's mind may^ 
accurately gauged, and who of all those wise Bties who ha^ 
'written hitherto — ^poets, romancers or historians-r-has ever 
fathomed the why and wherefore of the Mind Feminine ? 

^ fool indeed were I to attempt a thing impossible ; I do but 
seek^ to show her to you as I saw her, and to describe her in so 
far as I learned to know her. 

And yet, how may I begin ? I might tell you that her nose 
was neither arched nor straight, but perfect, none tlie less ; I 
might tell you of her brows, straight and low, of her eyes, long 
and heavy-lashed, of hfer chin, firm, and round, and dimpled ; 
and yet, that would not be Charmian. For I could not paint 
you the scarlet witchery of her mouth with its sudden, bewildering 
chf.nges, nor show you how sweetly the lower lip curved up to 
meet its mate. I might tell you that to look into her eyes was 
hke gazing down into very deep water, but I could never give 
you their varying beauty, nor the way she had with her laslies ; 
nor can I ever describe her rich, warm colouring, nor tlie lithe 
grace of her body. 

Thus it is that I misdoubt my pen of its task, and fear that, 
when you shall have read these pages, you shall, at best, have 
caught but a very imperfect reflection of Charmian as she realty is. 

Wherefore, I wuU waste no more time or paper upon so un- 
profitable a task, but hurry on with my narrative, leaving you to 
find her out as best you may. 


CHAFl'ER XVI 

CONCERNING, AMONG OTHER MATTERS, THE PRICE OF BEEF, AND 
THE LADY SOPHIA SEFTON OF CAMBOURNE 

Charmian siglied, bit the end of her pen, and sighed again. She 
was deep in her liousekeeping accounts, adding and subtracting 
and, between whiles, regarding the result with a rueful frowix. 

Her sleeves w^ere roUed up over her round, white arms, and 
I inw'ardiy wondered if the much vaunted Phryne*s were ever 
more perfect in their modelling, or of a fairer texture. Had I 
possessed the genius of a Praxiteles I might have given to the world 
a masterpiece of beauty to replace his vanished Venus of Cnidus ; 
but, as it happened, I was only a humble blacksmith, and she a 
fair woman who sighed, and nibbled her pen, and sighed again. 
What is it, Charmian ? " 
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:/*0)mpoimd,ad^i(« Peter, and I hate figures— I detest, 
’SKthe, and agminate them — especially when they won't 
balance ! '' 

" Then never mind them," said I. 

** Never mind them, indeed-c-the idea, sir I How can I help 
minding them when living costs so much and we so poor." 

“ Are we ? " said I. 

" Why, of course we are." 

" Yes — ^to be sure — I suppose we are," said I dreamily. 

Lais was beautiful, Thais was alluring, and Berenice was^ 
famous for her beauty, but then, could either of them have shown 
such arms — so long, so graceful in their every movement, so 
subtly rounded. in their lines, arms which, for all their seeming 
firmness, must (I thought) be wonderfully soft to the touch, and 
smooth as ivory, and which found a dehcate sheen where the 
light kissed them ? 

" We have spent four shillings for meat this w^eek, Peter 1 " 
said Charmian, glancing up suddenly. 

** Good I " said I. 

" Nonsense, sir — ^four shillings is most extravagant I " 

** Oh 1 — ^is it, Charmian ? " 

“ Why, of course it is." 

** Oh ! " said I ; " yes — perhaps it is." 

" Perhaps 1" said she, curling her lip at me, “perhaps, 
indeed I " Having said which, Charmian became absorbed in 
her accounts again, and I in Charmian. ^ 

In Homer we may read that the loveliness of Briseis caused 
Achilles much sorrow ; Ovid tells us that Chione was beautiful 
enough to inflame two gods, and that Antiope's beauty drew down 
from heaven the mighty Jove himself ; and yet, was either of 
them formed and shaped more splendidly than she who sat so 
near me, frowning at what she had \vritten, and petulantly biting 
her pen ? 

“ Impossible 1 " said I so suddenly that Charmian started 
and dropped her pen, which I picked up, feeling very like a 
fool. 

“ What did you mean by ' impossible,' Peter ? " 

" I was — ^thinking merely." 

" Then I wish you wouldn't think so suddenly next time." 

“ I beg^your pardon." 

" Nor be so very emphatic about it." 

“ No," said I, “ er — ^no." Hereupon, deigning to receive her 
]^n back again, she recommenced her figuring, while I began to 
fill my pipe. 



** Td *0 shiflibgB for tea t " 

*'Excelleiitr’saidI. 

“ I do wish," she sighed, raising her head to shate it reproach' 
tally at me, " that you would be a little more sensible." 

"I’ll try.” 

*' Tea at twelve shillings a pound is a luxury ! " 

" Undoubtedly ! " 

" And to pay two shillings for a luxury when we an so poor— 
is sinful 1 " 

“ Is it, Charmian ? " 

" Of course it is," 

“ Oh 1 " said I ; " and yet, life without tea — ^more especially 
as you brew it— would be very stale, flat, and unprofitable, 
and " 

" Bacon and eggs — one shilling and fourpence 1 " she went on, 
consulting her accounts. 

“ Ah ? " said I, not venturing on " good,” tliis time. 

" Butter — one shilling f " 

" Hum 1 " said I cautiously, and with the air of turning this 
over in my mind. * 

" Vegetables — ^tenpence ! " 

" To be sure," said I, nodding my head, " tcnpence, certainly." 

" And bread, Peter " (this in a voice of tragedy) “ — eight- 
pence.” 

" Excellent I " said I recklessly, whereat Charmian imme- 
diately frowned at me. 

“ Oh, Peter I " said she, with a sigh of resignation, “ you 
possess absolutely no idea of proportion. Here we pay four 
shillings for meat, and only eightpcnce for bread ; had we spent 
less on luxuries and more on necessaries wc should have had money 
in hand instead of — ^let me sec I " and she began adding up the 
various items before her with soft, quick little pats of her fingers 
on the table. Presently, having found the total, she leaned 
back in her chair and, summoning my attention with a tap of her 
pen, announced : 

" Wc have spent nine shillings and tcnpence, Peter ! " 

“ Good, indeed 1 " said I. 

" Leaving exactly — ^twopence over." 

" A penny for you, and a penny for me.” 

" I fear 1 am a very bad housekeeper, Peter." 

“ On the contrary." 

" You earn ten shillings a week.” 

"Well?" 

*'And here is exactly — twopence left — oh, Peter 1 " 



^ Ton. are forgetting the tea and the beef, and — ^and ibe 
luxuries/' said struck by the droop of her mouth, 
f But you work so veiy, very hard, and earn so little — and 
that little-: — " 

I work that I may live, Charmian, and lo 1 I am alive." 
ir " And dreadfully poor I " 

And ridiculously happy.” 

"I wonder why ? ” said she, beginning to draw designs on 
the page before her. 

Indeed, though I have asked m^'self that question frequently 
of late, I have as yet found no answer, unless it be my busy, 
care-free life, with the warm sun about me and the voice of the 
wind in the trees.” 

” Yes, perhaps that is it.” 

** And yet I don*t know,” I went on thoughtfully, ” for now 
I come to think of it, my life has always been busy and care-free, 
and I have alvrays loved the sun and the sound of wind in trees 
— yet, like Horace, have asked, ' What is Happiness ? ' and looked 
for it in vain ; and now, here — ^in this out-of-the-w^orld spot, 
working as a village smith, it has come to me all unbidden and 
unsought — ^which is very strange ! ” 

** Yes, Peter/' said Charmian, still busy with her pen. 

” Upon consideration I think my th^^nks are due to my uncle 
lor dying and leaving me penniless.” 

” Do you mean that he disinherited you ? ” 

” In a way, yes ; he left me his whole fortune provided that 
I married a certain lady within the year.” 

” A certain lady ? ” 

” The Lady Sophia Sefton of Camboume,” said I. 

Charmian's pen stopped in the very middle of a letter, and 
slie bent down to examine what she had been wTiting. 

” Oh ! ” said she very softly, ” the Lady Sophia Sefton of 
Camboume ? ” 

Yes,” said I. 

‘^And — ^yoiir cousin — Sir Maurice — were tlie conditions the 
same in his case ? ” 

Precisely ! ” 

Oh I ” said Charmian, just as soltly as before, ” and this 
}ady--«he wU not — mairy you ? ” 

No,” I answered. 

” Are you quite — sure ? ” 

" Certain ! — ^you see, I never intend to ask her/” 

Charmian suddenly raised her head and looked at me. 

” WTiy not, Peter ? ” 
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Because, should I ever marry — remote contingency, 
most improbable— I am sufficiently self-willed to prefer to exert 
my own choice in the matter ; moreover, this lady is a celebrated 
toast, and it would be most repugnant to me that my wife's name 
should ever have been bandied from mouth to mouth, and 

hiccoughed out over slopping wineglasses '* 

The pen slipped from Cliarmian’s fingers to the floor, and 
before I could pick it up she had forestalled me, so that when she 
raised her head she was flushed with stooping. 

‘‘ Have you ever seen this lady, Peter ? " 

Never, but I have heard of her — ^who has not ? " 

What have you heard ? " 

That she galloped her horse up and down the steps of St. 
Paul's Cathedral, for one thing." 

“ What more ? " 

That she is proud, and passionate, and sudden of temper 
— ^in a w'ord, a virago 1 " 

" Virago I " said Charmian, flinging up her head. 

' " Virago 1 " I nodded, " though she is handsome, I under- 

stand — in a strapping way — and I have it on very excellent 
authority that she is a black-browed goddess, a peach, and a 
veritable plum," 

" * Strappin' ' is a hateful word, Peter 1 " 

But very descriptive." 

" And — doesn't she interest you — little, Peter ? " 

" Not in the least," said I. 

‘ And pray, why not ? " 

' Because I care very little for either peaches or plums.” 

‘ Or black-browed goddesses, Peter ? " 

Not if she is big and strapping, and possesses a temper." 

I suppose — ^to such a philosopher as you — o. woman or a 
goddess, black-browed or not, can scarcely compare with, or hope 
to rival an old book, can she, sir ? " 

" Why, that depends, Charmian." 

" On what ? " 

" On the book I " said I. 

Charmian rested her round elbows upon the table, and, setting 
her chin in her hands, stared squarely at me. 

" Peter," said she. 

. Yes, Charmian ? " 

Itever you did meet this lady— I think 

''Well?" 

"'1 know 

"What?" 
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That you would fall a very easy victim I " 

I think not," said I. 

" You would be her slave in — a month — ^three weeks — or much, 
less " 

" Preposterous ! " I exclaimed. 

" If she set herself to make you ! " 

" That would be very immodest I " said I ; besides, no 
woman can make a man love her." 

“ Do your books teach you that, Peter ? " Here, finding 
I did not answer, she laughed and nodded her head at me. " You 
would be head over ears in love before you knew it ! " 

" I think not," said I, smiling. 

" You are the kind of man who would grow sick with love, 
and never know what ailed him." 

" Any man in such a condition would be a pitiful ass I " 
said I. 

Charmian only laughed at me again, and went back to her 
scribbling. 

" Then, if this lady married you," said she suddenly, " you 
would be a gentleman of good position and standing ? " 

" Yes, I suppose so — and probably miserable." 

" And rich, Peter ? " 

" I should have more than enough." 

" Instead of being a village blacfcmith " 

" With just enough, and absurdly happy and content,^'' 1 
added, " which is far more desirable — ^at least I think so." 

" Do you mean to say that you would rather — exist here, and 
make horseshoes all your life, than — ^live, respected and rich." 

" And married to-^^^ — " 

"And married tp the Lady Sophia ? " 

" Infinitely I " said I. 

" Then your cousin, so far as you are concerned, is free to woo 
and win her and your uncle's fortune ? " 

" And I wish him well of his bargain 1 " I nodded. "*As for 
me, I shall probably continue to live here, and make horseshoes 
—wifeless and content." 

" Is marriage so hateful to you ? " 

" In the Atetract — ^no ; for in my mind there exists a woman 
whom I think I could love — ^very greatly ; but, in the Actual, 
yes, because there is no woman in all the world that is like this 
woman of my mind." 

" Is she so flawlessly perfect — ^this imaginary woman ? "" 

She is one whom I would respect for her intellect/* 

" Yes." 



*' 'Whom I would honour for her proud virtue/ 

Yes, Peter.” 

” Whom I would worship for her broad charity, her gentlene^, 
and spotless purity.” 

” Yes, Peter.” 

” And love with all my strength, for her warm, sweet woman* 
hood — in a word, she is the epitome of all that is true and 
womanly 1 ” 

” That is to say— as you understand such thin^, sir, and all 
your knowledge of woman, and her virtues and failings, you have 
learned from your books, therefore, misrepresented by history, 
and distorted by romance, it is utterly false and unreal. And, 
of course, this imaginary creature of yours is ethereal, bloodless, 
sexless, unnatural, and quite impossible ! ” 

Now, when she spoke thus I laid down my pope and stared^ 
but, before I could get my breath, she began again, with curling 
Up and lashes that drooped disdainfully. 

” I quite understand that there can be no woman worthy of 
Mr. Peter Vibart — she whom he would honour with marriage 
must be specially created for him 1 Ah t but some day a woman • 
— a real, Uve woman — will come into his Ufe, and the touch of her 
hand, the glance of her eyes, the warmth of her breath, will dispel 
this poor, flaccid, misty creature of his imagination, she will fade 
and frde, and vanish into nothingness. And when the real woman 
has shown him how utterly false and impossible this dream woman 
was — then, Mr, Peter Vibart, I hope she will laugh at you — as I 
do, and turn her back upon you — ^as I do, and leave you — for 
the very superior, veiy pedantic pedant that you are — ^and scorn 
you — as I do, most of all because you are merely a— creature I ” 
With the word she flung up her head and stamped her foot at 
me, and turning, swept out through the open door into the 
moonlight. 

” (feature ? ” said I, and so sat staring at the table, and the 
wans,hnd the floor and the rafters in a blank amazement. 

But in a while, my amazement growing, I went and stood in 
^hc doorway lookhig at Charmian, but saying notliing/ ; 

And, as I watched, she began to sing softly to herself, and, 
putting up her hand, drew the comb from her hair so that it fell 
town, rifling about her neck and shoulders. And, singing 
softly thus, she shook her hair about her, so that I saw it curled 
far below her waist ; stooped her head, and, parting it upon her 
heck;*.ji|j|^ it over either shoulder, whence it flowed frr down over 
in two g^oriou^ waves, for the moon, peeping through 
the lift in the leaves above, sent down her beams to wake sm^ : 
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fires in it, that came and went, and winked and winked with hei 
breathing. 

Chatmian, yon have glorious hair 1 " said I, speaking on the 
impulse — a. thing I rarely do. 

But Charmian only combed her tresses, and went on singinj 
to herself. ^ 

'' Charmian," said I again, “ what did you mean when yov 
called me a — creature ? " 

Charmian went on singing. 

" You called me a ‘ pedant ' once before ; to be told that 1 
am superior, also, is most disquieting. I fear my manner must 
be very unfortunate to afford you such an opinion of me." 

Charmian went on singing. 

" Naturally I am much perturbed, and doubly anxious to 
Icnow what you wish me to understand by the epithet, 
‘ creature ' ? " 

Charmian went on singing. Wherefore, seeing she did not 
intend to answer me, I presently re-entered the cottage. 

Now it is ever my custom, when at all troubled, or put out 
in any way, to seek consolation in my books, hence, I now took 
up my Homer, and, trimming the candles, sat down at the table. 

In a little while Charmian came in, still humming the air ol 
her song, and not troubling even to glance in my direction. 

Some days before, at her request, I had brought her finen, 
and lace, and ribands from Cranbrook, and these she now took 
out, together with needle and cotton, and, sitting down at the 
opposite side of the table, began to sew. 

She was still humming, and this of itself distracted my mind 
from the lines before me ; moreover, my eye was fascinated by 
the gleam of her flying needle, and I began to debate within m 5 rself 
what she was making. It (whatever it might be) was ruffled, 
and' edged with lace, and caught here and there with little bows of 
blue riband, and, from these, and divers other evidences, I had 
concluded it to be a garment of some sort, and was yet casting 
about in my mind to account for these bows of riband, when, 
glancing up suddenly, she caught my eye, whereui»n, for no 
^teason in the world, I felt suddenly guilty, to hide which I began 
to Search through my pockets for my pipe. 

" On the mantelshelf 1 " said she. 

•'What is 

" Your pipe I " 

Thank you 1 " said I, and reached it down. 

What are you reading ? " she inquired ; " is it of Helen, or 
Aspasia, or Piiryne ? " 



^'Neitlwr — it is the parting of Hector and Andromache,” 1 
answered, 

** Is it very interesting ? ” 

Yes." 

Then whj^ do your eyes wander so often from the page ? 

" I kno\s' many of the lines by heart," said I. And having 
lighted my pipe, I took up the lx>ok, and once more began to 
read. Yet I was conscious, all the time, of Charmian's flashing 
needle, also she had begun to hum agam. 

And, after I had endeavoured to read, and Charmian had 
hummed for perhaps five minutes, I lowered my book, and, 
sighing, glanced at her. 

" I am trjung to read, Cliarmian." 

" So I see." 

" And your humming confuses me." 

" It is very quiet outside, Peter." 

But I cannot read by moonlight, Charmian." 

Tlien — don’t read, Peter." Here she nibbled her thread 
with white teeth, and held up what she had been sewing to view 
the effect of a bow of riband, with her head very much on one 
side. And I inwardly wondered that she should spend so much 
care upon such frippery — all senseless bows and lace^. 

" To hum is a very disturbing habit 1 " said I. 

To smoke an evil-smelling pipe is worse — much worse, Peter ! " 

** I beg your pardon 1 " said I, and laid the offending object 
back upon the mantel. 

" Are you angry, Peter ? " 

" Not in the least ; I am only sorry that my smoking annoyed 
you — ^liad I known before " 

" It didn't annoy me in the least 1 " 

" But from what you said I understood — 7 - " 

" No, Peter, you did not understand — ^you never understand, 
and I don’t think you ever will understand anything but your 
Helens* and Pbrynes — and your Latin and Greek philosophies, 
and that is what makes you so very annoying, and so — so quaintly 
original 1 " 

" But you certainly found fault with my pipe," ^ 

Naturally 1 — didn’t you find fault with my humming ? 

" Really," said I, " really, I fail to see " 

" Of course you do I " sighed Charmian. Whereupon there 
feu a silence between us, during which she sewed industriously, 
and I went forth with brave Hector to face the mighty Achilles. 
But my eye had traversed barely twenty lines when l 

“Peter?'' 
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«Yes?'’ 

** Do you remember my giving you a lock<?t ? 

Yes." 

Where is it ? ” 

Oh I I have it still — somewhere.” 

Somewhere, sir ? ” she repeated, glancing at me with 
raised brows. 

Somewhere safe,” said I, fixing my eyes upon my book. 

It had a riband attached, hadn't it ? ” 

'' Yes.” 

” A pink riband, if I remembef — yes, pink.” 

No — ^it was blue ! ” said I unguardedly. 

Are you sure, Peter ? ” And here, glancing up, I saw that 
she was watching mo beneath her lasiies. 

“ Yes,” I answered ; “ that is — 1 think so.” 

Tlien you are not sure ? ” 

Yes I am,” said I ; ” it was a blue riband,” and I turned 
over a page very ostentatiously. 

** Oh I ” said Cbarmian, and there was another pause, during 
which I construed probably fifty lines or so. 

” Peter ? ” 

” Well ? ” 

” Where did you say it was now — ^my locket ? ” 

^ ** 1 didn't say it was anywlicre,” 

” No, you said it was * somewhere ' — in a rather vague sort 
of way, Peter.” 

Well, perhaps I did,” said I, frowning at 1113^^ book. 

“It is not very valuable, but I prized it for association's 
sake, Peter.” 

“ All ! — ^yes, to be sure,” said I, feigning to be wholl}" absorbed. 

“ I was wondering if you ever — wear it, Peter ? ” 

“ Wear it ! ” I exclaimed, and glancing furtively dowm at 
m3^self, I w'as relieved to see that there were no signs of a betra3^ing 
blue riband ; “ wear it ! ” said I again, “ why should I wear it ? ” 

“ Why indeed, Peter, unless it was because it was there to 
wear.” Suddenly she uttered an exclamation of annoyance, 
and, taking up a candle, began looking about the floor. 

“ What have you lost ? ” 

“ My needle I I think it must have fallen under the table, 
and needles are precious in tliis wilderness ; won't you please 
help me to find it ? ” 

“ With pleasure 1 ” said I, getting down upon my hands and 
knees, and together we began to hunt for the lost needle. 

Now, in our search, it chanced that wc drew near together* 
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asid once her hand touched mine, and once her soft hair brushed 
my cheek, and there stole over me a perfume like the breath of 
violets, the fragrance that I always associated with her, faint, 
and sweet, and alluring — so much so, that I drew back from further 
chance of contact, and kept my eyes directed to the floor. 

And, after I had sought vainly for^some time, I raised my he«id 
and looked at Charmian, to find her regarding me with a very 
strange expression. 

" Wliat is it ? " I inquired. " Have you found the needle ? " 
Charmian sat back on her heels, and laughed softly. 

" Oh, yes, I've found the needle, Peter, this — 1 never lost it." 

" WTiy then — ^what — ^what did you mean ? " 

For answer she raised her hand and pointed to my breast. 
Then, glancing hurriedly down, I saw that the locket had slipped 
forward 'through the bosom of my shirt, and hung in plain view. 
I made an instinctive movement to hide it, but, hearing her 
laugh, looked at her instead. 

" So this was why you asked me to stoop to find your needle ? " 
Yes, Peter." 

** Then you — ^knew ? " 

Of course I Icnew." 

** Hum ! " said I. A distant clock chimed eleven, and 
Charmian began to fold away her w^ork, seeing wliich, I rose, 

and took up my candle. " And — ^pray " ■ 

'' Well ? " 

" And pray," said I, staring hard at the flame of ray candle, 

how did you happen to — ^find out ? ” 

** Very simply — I saw the riband round your neck days ago. 
Good-night, Peter ! " 

Oh," said I. Good-night ! " 


CHAPTER XVII 


THE OMEN 

** My lady sweet, arise I 
My lady sweet, arise 
With everything tliat pretty is. 

My lady sweet, arise ! " 

It vms morning, and Charmian was singing. The pure, rich notes 
floated in at my open lattice, and I heard the clatter of her pail. 
aUe went to fetch water from the brook. Wherefore I presently 
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Stepped otit into the snnshine, my coat and neckdoth 
my arm, to plunge my head and face into the brook, and ciarry 
back the heavy bucket for her, as was my custom. 

Being come to the brook I found the brimming bucket, sure 
enough, but no Charmian. I was looking about wonderingly, 
when she began to sing again, and, guided by this, I espied her 
kneeling beside the stream. 

The water ran deep and very still, just here, overhung by 
ash, and alder, and willow, whose slender, curving branches formed 
a leafy bower wherein she half Imelt, half sat, bending over to 
regard herself in the placid water. For a long moment she 
remained thus, studying her reflection intently in this crystal 
mirror, and little by little her song died away. Then she put up 
her hands and began to rearrange her hair with swift, dexterous 
fingers, apostrophising her watery image the while, on this 
w ise : , 

“ My dear, you are growing positively apple-cheeked — I vow 
you are I your enemies might ^lost call you — strapping — alack ! 
And then your complexion, my dear, your adorable complexion I 
she went on, with a rueful shake of her head. You are as 
brown as a gipsy — ^not that you need go breaking your heart 
over it, — for, tetween you and me, my dear, I think it rather 
improves you ; the pit}^ of it is that you have no one to appreciate 
you properly — to render to yom charms the homage they deserve, 
no one — ^not a soul, my dear ; your hermit, bless you I can see, 
or think, of nothing that exists out of a book — wliich, between 
you, and me, and the bucket yonder, is perhaps just as well — 
and yet — ^heigho I To be so lovely, and so forlorn 1 indeed, I 
could shed tears for you if it would not make your eyelids swell 
and your classic nose turn red." 

Here she sighed again, and, taking a tendril of hair between 
her fingers, transformed it, very cleverly, into a small curl. 

" Yes, your tan certainly becomes you, my dear," she went 
on, nodding to her reflection ; ‘‘ not that he will ever notice — 
dear heart, no I were you suddenly to turn as black as a Hottentot 
— before his very eyes — ^he would go on serenely smoking his 
pipe, and talk to you pf Epictetus — ^lieigho I " Sighing thus, she 
bifoke o£E a spray of leaves and proceeded to twine them in among 
the lustrous coils of her hair, bending oyer her reflection mean- 
while, and turning her head this way and that, to note the 
effect. 

" Yes,'.' said she at last, nodding at her image with a satisfied 
air, that touch of green sets off your gipsy con:^lexion admirably, 
my dear — I could positively kiss you — I vow I could, and I am 
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hani to please. St. Anthony himself, meeting you alone in the 
desert, would, at least, have run away from you, and that would 
have been some tribute to your charms, but our Philosopher 
will just glance at you with his slow, grave smile, and tell you, 
in his solemn, affable way — ^that it is a very fine morning — 
heigho ! " 

Here (somewhat late in the day, perliaps), perceiving that 
I was playing eavesdropper, I moved cautiously away, and 
taking up the pail, returned to the cottage. I now filled the 
kettle and set it upon the fire, and proceeded to spread the cloth 
(a luxurious institution of Charmian's, on which she insisted) 
and to lay out the breakfast tilings. In the midst of which, 
however, chancing to fall into a reverie, I became oblivious of 
aU things till roused b 3 ^ a step behind me, and, turning, beheld 
Charmian standing with the glory of the sun abwt her — ^like the 
Spirit of Summer herself, broad of hip and shoulder, yet slender, 
and long of limb, aU warmth, and life, and long, soft curves from 
throat to ankle — ^perfect with vigorous youth from the leaves 
that crowned her beauty to the. foot that showed beneath her 
gown. 

And, as I gazed upon her, silent and wondering, lo ! though 
her mouth was solemn yet there was laughter in her eyes as shcx 
spoke. 

“ Well, sir — ^liave you no greetuig for me ? ** 

'' It — is a — ^very fine morning I " said I. And now the 
merriment overflowed her eyes, and she laughed, yet blushed a 
little, too, and lowered her eyes from mine, and said, still laugh- 
ing : 

Oh, Peter — ^the teapot — do mind the teapot ! 

Teapot ? " I repeated, and then I saw that I still held it in 
my hand, 

“ I^ay, sir — what might you be going to do with the teapot 
in one hand, and that fork in the other ? ** 

“ I vvas going to make the tea, I remember/' said I. 

Is that why you were standing there staring at the kettle 
while; it boiled over ? " 

I — ^f6rgot all about the kettle," said I. So Charmian took 
the teapot from me, and set about brewing the tea, singing merrily 
the while. Anon she began to fry the bacon, giving each individual 
slice its due amount of care and attention ; but, her eyes chancing 
to meet mine, the song died upon lier lip, her lashes flickered and 
fell, while up from throat to brow there crept a slow, hot wave of 
crimson. And in that moment I turned away and strode down 
to the brook. 
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Now it happened that I came to that same spot where she had 
leaned and, flinging myself down, I fell to studying my reflection 
in the water, even as she had done. 

Heretofore, though I had paid scant heed to my appearance, 
I had been content (in a certain impersonal sort of way), had 
dressed in the fasliion, and taken advantage of such adornments 
as were in favour, as much from habit as from any set design ; 
but now, lying beside the brook with my chin propped in my 
hands, I began to study myself critically, feature by feature, as 
I had never dreamed of doing before. 

Mirrored in the clear waters I belield a face, lean and brown, 
and with lank, black hair ; eyes, dark and of a strange brilliance, 
looked at me from beneath a steep prominence of brow ; I saw 
a somewhat high-bridged nose witii thin, nervous nostrils, a long, 
cleft chin, and a disdainful mouth. 

Truly, a saturnine face, cold, and dark, and unlovely, and thus 
— even as I gazed — the mouth grew still more disdainful, and the 
heavy brow lowered blacker and more forbidding. And yet, 
in that same moment, I foxmd myself sighing, wliile I strove to 
lend some order to the wildness of my hair. 

“ Fool 1 " said I, and plunged my head beneath the water, 
and held it there so long that I came up pulling and blowing ; 
whereupon I caught up the towel and fell to rubbing myself 
vigorously, so that presently, looking do^^n into the water again, 
1 saw that my hair was wilder than ever — all rubbed into long 
elf-locks. Straightway I lifted my hands, and would have 
smoothed it somewhat, but checked the impulse. 

“ Let be,'' said I to myself, tuniing away, “ let be. I am as I 
am, and shall be henceforth — ^in very truth a village blacksmith 
— and content so to be — absolutely content." 

At sight of me Charinian burst out laughing, the which, 
though I had expected it, angered me nevertheless. 

Wh3^ Peter I " she exclaimed, “ you look like 

A very low fellow I " said I, “ say a village blacksmith who 
has been at his ablutions." 

" If you only had rings in your ears, and a scarf round your 
head, you w^ould be the image of a Spanish brigand — or like the 
man Mina whose exploits I have read of — a Spanish general, I 
think." 

" A guerrilla leader," said I, taking my place at the table, 
" and a singularly cold-blooded villain — ^indeed I think it pro- 
bable that we much resemble one another ; is it any wonder 
that I am, shunned by my kind — ^avoided by tlie ignorant and 
regarded askance by the rest ? " 
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"Why, Peter I" said Charmian, regarding me with grave 
eyes, what do you mean ? " 

I mean tlmt the country folk hereabout go out of their way 
to avoid crossing my path — ^not that, I suppose, they ever heard 
of Mina, but because of my looks." 

" Your looks ? " 

" They think me possessed of the ' Evil Eye ' or some such 
folly — ^may I cut you a piece of bread ? " 

" Oh, Peter I " 

"Already, by divers honest*hearted rustics, I am credited 
with having cast a deadly spell upon certain unfortunate pigs, 
with having fought hand to hand with the hosts of the nether- 
most pit, and with having sold my -soul to the d&vil — ^may I 
trouble you to pass the butter ? " 

" Oh, Peter, how foolish of them ! " 

" And how excusable 1 considering their ignorance and 
superstition," said 1. " Mine, I am well aware, is not a face to 
win me the heart of man, woman, or child ; they (especially 
women and children) share, in common with ^ dogs and horses, 
that divine attribute which, for want of a better name, we call 
* instinct,' whereby they love or hate for the mere tone of a 
voice, the glance of an eye, the motion of a hand, and, the love 
or hate once given, the prejudice for, or against, is seldom wholly 
overcome." 

" Indeed," said Charmian, " I believe in first impressions." 

" Being a woman," said I. ^ 

" Being a woman I " she nodded ; " and the instinct of dog, 
and child, and woman has often proved true in the end." 

" Surely instinct is alw^ays true ? " said I — " I*d thank you 
for another cup of tea — ^yet, strangely enough, dogs generally 
make friends with me very readily, and the few children to whom 
I've spoken have neither screamed nor run away from me. Still, / 
as I said before, I am aware that my looks are scarcely calculated 
to gain the love of man, woman, or child, not that it matters 
greatly, seeing that I am likely to hold very little converse with 
either." 

" There is one woman, Peter, to whom you have talked by 
the hour together " 

And who is doubtless weary enough of it all — more especially 
of Epictetus and Trojan Helen," 

" Two lumps of sugar, Peter ? " 

" Thank you 1 Women are very like flowers " I began. 

" That is a very profound remark, sir I — ^more especially commg 
from one who has studied and know’^s womankind so deeply." 



; "-ii-andl it is a i^ty that they shoold'be allowed to 'm^e 
thmr sweetness on the desert air.' ” 

“ And philosophical blacksmiths, Peter ? " 

“ More so if they be poor blacksmiths." 

" I said ‘ philosophical/ Pteter." ■ 

** Yon probably find your situation horribly lonely here ? ” I 
went on after a pause. 

" Yes ; it's nice and lonely, Peter." 

"And, undoubtedly, this cottage is very poor and mean, 
and — er — humble." Charmian smiled and shook her head. 

"But then, Charmian Brown is a very bumble person, 
sir.” 

" And you haven’t even the luxury of a mirror to dress your 
hair ^ I " 

" b it so very clumsily dressed, sir ? " 

" No, no," said I hastily, “ indeed I was thinking " 

" WeU, Peter ? " 

“ ITiat it was very — beautiful I " 

" Why, you told me that last night — come, what do you think 
of it this morning ? " 

" With those leaves in it — ^it is — even more so I " 

Charmian laughed, and rising, swept me a stately curtsy. 

" After all, sir, we find there be exceptions to every rule i " 

" You mean ? ” 

" Even blacksmiths I " 

And in a while, having finished my breakfast, I rose, and, 
. taking my hat, bade Charmian ‘ Good-morning/ and so came 
'^to the door. But on the threshold I turned and looked back at 
her. She had risen, and stood leaning with one hand on the 
table ; now in the other she held the &ead-knife, and her eyes 
were upon mine. 

And lo i wonder of wonders I once again, but this time sudden 
and swift — ^up from the roxmd, full column of her throat, up over 
cheek and brow there rushed that vivid tide of colour ; h^ eyes 
grew suddenly deep and soft, and then were hidden 'neath her 
Ushes — and, in that same moment, the knife slipped from her 
grasp, and falling, point downwards, stood quivering in the floor 
between us — ^ ugly thing that gleamed evilly. 

Was this an omen — a sign vouchsafed of that which, dark and 
terrible, was, even then, marching to meet us upon this Broad 
Highway ? O Blind, and more than blind 1 

Almost before it had ceased to quiver I stooped, and, plucking 
it from the floor, ^ve it into her hand. Now, as 1 did so, her 
fingers touched mine, and, moved by a sudden mad impu^, £ 
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stooped and pressed my Kps upon them — ^kissed them quick, and 
fierce, and so turned, and hurried upon my way. 

Yet, as I went, I found that the knife had cut my chin, and 
that I was bleeding, 

O Blind, and more than blind ! Surely this was a warning, 
an omen to heed — ^to shiver over, despite the warm sun ! 

But, seeing the blood, I laughed, and strode viUagewards, 
bhthe of lieart and light of foot. 

O Blind, and more than blind I 


CHAPTER XVIII 

IN WHICH I HEAR NEWS OF SIR MAURICE VIBART 

Which I sg.ys — Lord love me ! " 

I plunged the iron back into the fire, and, turning my head, 
espied a fi^re standing in tfie doorway ; and, though the leather 
hat, and short, round jacket had been superseded by a smart 
groom's livery, I recognised the Postilion. 

** So 'elp me Bob, if this ain't a piece o' luck ! " he exclaimed, 
and, with the words, he removed his hat and fell to combing liis 
short, thick hair with the handle of his whip. 

" I'm glad you think so," said I. 

" You can drownd me if it ain't ! " said he 
** And pray, how is the gentleman who — ^liappened to faD, 
and hurt himself, if you remember — ^in the storm ? " 

" 'Appened to fall, an’ 'urt 'isself ? " repeated the Postilion, 
winking knowingly, " ‘ 'urt 'Isself,' says 3^ou — ' Walker ! ' says 
I, * Walker I ' " with which he laid his forefinger against the side , 
of his nose and winked again, 

'' What might you be pleased to mean ? " 

L means as a gent 'appenin' to fall in the dark may p'r'aps 
cut 'is 'ead optm — ^but 'e don't give 'isself two black e^’es, a bloody 
nose, a split lip, an' three broken ribs, all at once — ^it ain't nat'ral, 
w'ich if you says contrairy, I remarks — ‘ Walker ! ' I/)rd I " 
continued the Postilion, seeing I did not speak, ** Lord I it must 
'a' been a pretty warm go while it lasted — ^you put 'im to sleep 
sound enough, it took me over a hour to Tonbridge, an' 'e never 
moved till 'e'd been put to bed at ' The Chequers ' an' a doctor 
sent for. Ah I an' a nice time I 'ad of it, what wi' chamber-maids 
a-runnin' up an' dovm stairs to see the ' poor gentleman,' an* 
everybody a-starin' at me, an' a-shakin' their 'eads, an' all a-aadn' 
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questions, one atop o’ the other, till the doctor come. * 'Ow did 
this ’appen, me man ! ’ says ’e. ‘ A haccident ! ' says I. * ^ 
haccident ? ’ says the doctor, wi’ a look in 'is eye as I didn't just 
like. * Xh ! ' says I, ' fell on 'is 'ead — out o' the chaise,' says I, 
‘ struck a stone, or summ'at/ saj^s I. ‘ Did 'e fall of 'is own 
accord ? ' says the doctor. ‘ Ah, for sure ! ' says I. ' Hiimph ! * 
says the doctor, ‘ wliat wi' 'is eyes, an' 'is nose, an' 'is lip, looks 
to me as if someone 'ad 'elpcd 'im.' * Then you must be a dam’ 

fool I ' says a voice, an' tliere's my gentleman — Number One, 
you know, a-sittin' up in bed an' doin’ 'is 'ardcst to frown. ’ Sir ? ’ 
says the doctor. ' Sir 1 to you,' says my gentleman, * this 
honest fellow tells the truth. I did fall out o' the aecursed chaise 
— an' be damned to you I ’ says 'e. * Don't excite yourself,’ 

says the doctor ; ‘ in your present condition it would be 

dangerous.’ ‘ Then be so good as to go to the devil ! ' says my 
gentleman. ‘ I will 1 ' says the doctor, an' off 'e goes. ‘ Di, 
there, you/ says my gentleman, callin' to me as soon as we were 
alone, * this accursed business 'as played the devil with me, an' 
I need a servant. 'Ow much do you want to stay wi' me ? ’ 
‘ Twenty-five shillin’ a week,' says I, doin' myself proud while 
I 'ad the chance. ‘ I'll give ye thirty/ says 'e ; ' 'wot ’s ye name ? ’ 
‘ Jacob Trimble, sir,' say I. ‘ An' a most accursed name it is ! 
. — I’ll call you Parks,' says 'e, * an’ when I ring let no one answer 
but yourself. You can go. Parks — ^an', Parl^ — ^get me another 
doctor,’ Well," pursued the Postilion, seating himself near by, 
“ we'd been there a couple o’ weeks, an' though 'e was better, 
an' 'is face near well again, 'e still kept to 'is room, when, one day, 
a smart phaeton an' blood 'osscs drives up, and' out steps a fine 
geutlcinan — one o' them pale, sleepy sort. 1 was a-standin’ 
in the yard, brushin' my master's coat — a bottle-green wi' silver 
buttons, each button 'avin' what they calls a monneygram stam])ed 
onto it. ‘ Ha, me man ! ' says the sleepy gent, steppin' up to me, 
‘ a fine coat — doocid fashionable cut, curse me ! — yom master's ? ’ 
^ Yes, sir,' says I, bnisliin' aw^ay. * Silver buttons too 1 * says the 
gent, ‘ let me see — ali yes I — a V, \^es, to be sure — 'ave the goodness 
to step to your master an' say as a gentleman begs to see 'im.' 
* Can't be done, sir,' says I ; 'me master ain't seein' nobody, 
bein' in indifferent 'calth.' ‘ Nonsense ! ' says the gentleman, 
yawnin' an' slippin' a guinea into me 'and. ' Just run, like a 
good feller, an' tell 'im as I bear a message from George I ' 
' From 'oo ? ' says I. ‘ From George,' says the gent, smilin' an' 
yawnin' — ' just say from George.' So, to come to the end of it, 
up I goes, an’ finds me master walkin' up an’ down an' a-swearin' 
to 'isself as usual. ' A gentleman to see you, sir,' says I. ‘ Wliy, 
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burn your miserable carcass 1 ' say 'e, ' didn't I tell yon at 
I'a see nobody ? ' ' Ay, but this 'ere gent's a-sayin' ^e 'as a 
message from George, sir/ My master raised both clenched 
fists above 'is 'ead an' swore — ^ah ! better than l*d heard for many 
a long day. 'Ows'ever, down stairs 'e goes, cursin' on every 
stair. In a time 'e comes back. ' Parks,' says 'e, ' do you 
remember that— that place where we got lost — in the storm. 
Parks ? ' ' Ah, sir,' says I. ' Well, go there at once,' says 'e, 

‘ an' — ^well — 'e give me certain orders — ^jumps into the phaeton 
wi' the sleepy gentleman, an' they drive off together — an' accordin' 
to orders — 'ere I am." 

" A very interesting story ! " said 1. " And so you are a 
groom now ? " 

" Ah I — an' you are a blacksmith, eh ? " 

" Yes." 

" Well, if it don’t beat everything as ever I heard — ^I'm a 
stiff’un, that’s all ! " 

" What do you mean ? " 

" I means my droppin' in on you, like this 'ere, just as 
if you wasn't the one man in all England as I was 'opeful to 
drop in on.” 

" And .you find me very busy ! ” said I. 

" Lord love me I ” said the Postilion, combing his hair so very 
hard that it wrinkled his brow. " I comes up from Tonbridge 
this 'ere very afternoon, an', 'avin* drunk a pint over at ' The 
Bull ' yonder, an' axed questions as none o' they chawbacons 
could give a answer to, I 'ears the chink o* your 'ammer, an' 
cornin' over 'ere, chance like, I finds — you ; I'll be gormed if it 
ain’t a'most onnat'ral 1 ” 

" And why?” 

"" 'Cos you was the very i-dentical chap as I come up from 
Tonbridge to find.” 

" Were you sent to find me ? ” 

** Easy a bit — you're a blacksmith, a'n't you ? ” 

" I told you so before.” 

" Wot's more, you looks a blacksmith in that there leather 
apron, an' wi' your face all smutty. To be sure, you're pow’erful 
like *im — ^Number One as was — ^my master as now is ” 

” Did he send you to find me ? ” 

" Some folks might take you for a gentleman, meetin' you 
ofi'and like, but I knows different.” 

" As how ? ” 

" Well, I never 'card of a gentleman turnin' 'isself into a 
blacksmith, afore, for one thing ” 



** Still, one might/* I ventxired. 

No,” answered the Postilion, with a decisive shake of &e 
head, '* it*s ag*in natur* ; when a gentleman gets down in the 
world, an’ ’as to do suimn’at for a livin’, 'e generally shoots 
*isself — ah I an* I*ve knowed ’em do it too ! An’ then I*ve 
noticed as you don’t swear, nor yet curse — ^not even, a 
damn.” 

“ Seldom,” said I ; ** but what of that ? ” 

” I’ve seed a deal o’ the quality in my time, one way or another 
— ^many’s the fine gentleman as I’ve di*uv, or groomed for, an' 
never a one on ’em as didn’t curse me — ah 1 ” said the Postilion- 
sighing and shaking his head. ” *ow they did curse me ! — ’specially 
one — a young lord — oncommon fond o* me ’e were too, in ’is way, 
to the day ’is ’oss fell an’ roiled on *im. ' Jacob,' says ’e, short 
like, for ’e were a-goin* fast. ‘Jacob!’ says ’e, ‘damn your 
ijifernally ugly mug ! ’ says ’e ; ‘ you bet me as that cursed brute 
would do for me.’ ‘ I did, my lord/ says I, an’ I remember as 
the tears was a-runnin' down all our faces as we carried ’im along 
on the five-barred gate, that bein’ ’andiest. ‘ Well, devil take 
\*our soul, you was right, Jacob, an’ be damned to you I ’ says ’e ; 
‘ you’ll find a tenner in m 3 ^ coat pocket ’ere, y^ou've won it. for I 
shan’t last the day out, Jacob.' An’ 'e didn’t either, for ’e died 
afore we got ’im ’ome, an’ left me a ’luidrcd pound in ’is will. 
Ah 1 gentlemen as is gents is all the same. Lord love yon ! 
there never was one on ’em but damned my legs, or my liver, 
or the chaise, or the ’osses, or the road, or the inns, or all on ’em 
together. If you was to strip me as naked as the palm o* your 
'and, an’ to strip a lord, or a earl, or a gentleman as naked as the 
palm o’ your ’and, an’ was to place us side by side — where'd be 
the difference ? We’re both men, both flesh and blood, a’n’t we ? 
— then where’d be the difference ? 'Go’s to tell which is the lord 
an’ which is the postilion ? ” 

‘‘ Who indeed ? ” said I, setting down my hammer. ” Jack 
is often as good as his master — and a great deal better.” 

“ Wliy, nobody I ” nodded the Postilion, ” not a soul — till we 
6pened our mouths ; an’ then 'twould be easy enough, for my 
lord, or earl, or gentleman, bein’ naked, *an’ not likin’ it (which 
would only be nat'ral), would fall a-swearin’ ’eavens 'ard, damning 
everybody an’ cursin’ everything, im* never stop to think, while 
1 — ^not bein’ born to it — should stand there a-shiverin’ an' tr 3 dn’ 
a curse or two myself, maybe — but Lord ! mine wouldn’t amount 
to nothin' at all, me not bein’ nat’rally gifted, nor yet bom to it 
— ^an* this brings me round to ’er 1 ” 

‘‘ Her?” 



Ah — *er I Number Two — 'er as quarrelled wi' Number One 
adl the way from London — 'er as run away from Number One— 
wot about — 'er ? ” Here he fell to combing his hair again with 
his whip-handle, while his quick, bright eyes dodged from my 
face to the glowing forge and back again, and his clean-shaven 
lips pursed themselves in a soundless whistle. And, as I watched 
him, it seemed to me that this was the question that had been 
in his mind all along. 

“ Seeing she did manage to run away from him — Number 
One — she is probably very well,” I answered. 

” Ah — ^to be sure ! very well, you say ? — ah, to be sure ! ” 
said the Postilion, apparently lost in contemplation of the 
bellows ; " an* — ^where might she be, now ? ” 

” That I am unable to tell you,” said I, and began to blow up 
the fire while the Postilion watched me, sucking the handle -of 
his whip reflectively. 

" You work oncommon ’ard — drownd me if you don't I ” 
Pretty hard ! ” I nodded. 

An* gets well paid for it, p*r*aps ? ” 

” Not so well as I could wish,” said I. 

” Not so well as *e could wish,” nodded the Postilion, apparently 
addressing the sledge-hammer, for his gaze was fixed upon it. 
” Of course not — ^the *arder a man works the wuss *e gets paid — 
*ow much did you say you got a week ? ” 

” I named no sum,” I replied. 

” Well — ’ow much might you be gettin* a week ? ” 

Ten shiUings.” 

” Gets ten shillin' a week ! ” he nodded to the sledge-hammer, 
that ain't much for a chap like 'im — Idck me if it is ! '* 

” Yet I make it do very well ! ” 

The Postilion became again absorbed in contemplation of 
the bellows ; indeed he studied them so intently, viewing them 
with his head now on one side, now on the other, that 1 fell to 
watching him, under my brows, and so, presently, caught him 
furtively watching me. Hereupon he drew his whip from his 
mouth and spoke. 

” Supposing ” said he, and stopped. 

” Well ? ” I inquired, and, leaning upon my hammer, I looked 
him square in the eye. 

” Supposing — wot are you a-staring at, my feller ? ” 

You have said ‘ supposing ' twice — ^well ? ” 

“Well,” said he, fixing Ms eye upon the bellows again, 
•• supposing you was to make a guinea over an’ above your wages 
this week ? ” 
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•* I should be very much surprised/' said I, 

•'You would?" 

I certainly should." 

" Then — ^why not surprise yourself ? " 

" You must speak more plainly/' said I. 

" Well then/' said the Postilion, still with his gaze abstracted, 
" supposin' I was to place a guinea down on that there anvil o' 
yours — ^would that 'elp you to remember where Number Two — 
'er — might be ? " 

" No ! " 

" It wouldn't ? " 

" No ! " 

" A guinea's a lot o' money I " 

" It is," I nodded. 

" An* you say it wouldn't ? " 

" It would not 1 " said I. 

" Then say — oh ! say two pun' ten an’ 'ave done with it.”^ 

“ No ! ” said I, shaking my head. 

" What — not — d ye say ‘ no ' to two pun' ten ? " 

" I do." 

" W'ell, let's say tliree pound." 

I shook my head and, drawing the iron from the fire, began 
to hammer at it. 

" Well then," shouted the Postilion, for I was making as much 
din as possible, " say four — ^hve — ten — fifteen — ^twenty-five — 
fifty 1 " Here I ceased hammering. 

" Tell me when you've done ! " 

" You're a cool customer, you are — ah ! an' a rum un' at 
that — I never see a rummer." 

" Other people have thought the same," said I, examining the 
half-finished horseshoe ere I set it back in the fire. 

Sixty guineas I " said the Postilion gloomily. 

" Come again ! " said I. 

" Seventy then 1 " said he, his gloom deepening. 

" Once more ! " said I. 

" A 'undred — one 'undred guineas ! " said he, removing his 
hat to mop at his brow. 

" Any more ? " I inquired. 

" No ! " returned the Postilion sulkily, putting on his hat, 
" I'm done 1 " 

" Did he set the figure at a hundred guineas ? " said I. . 

" 'Im — oh ! 'e's mad for 'er, 'e is — 'e'd ruin 'isself, body and 
soul, for 'er, 'e would, but I ain't goin' to offer no more ; no 
woman as ever breathed — no matter 'ow 'andsome an* up-standin’ 





r^xs worth more*n a 'undred guineas — it ain't as if she was a " 
blood>niare — an' I'm done I " 

Then I wish you good-day ! ” 

“ But — just think — a 'undred guineas is a fortun' 1 " 

•' It is ! " said I. 

" Come, think it over/' said the Postilion persuasively, think 
it over, now ! " 

" me fully understand you then," said I ; " you pro-> 
I>ose to pay me one hundred guineas on behalf of your master, 
known heretofore as Number One, for such information 
shall enable him to discover the whereabouts of a certain 


person known as Her, Number Two — ^is that how the matter 
st^ds ? " 

" Ah ! that's 'ow it stands," nodded the Postilion, " the 
money to be yours as soon as ever *e lays 'ands on 'er— is it 
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" No?'' 


" No 1 " 


" W'y, you must be stark, starin' mad — that you must — 
unless you're sweet on 'er yourself — " 

" You talk like a fool I " said I angrily. 

" So you are sweet on *er then ? " 

" Ass I " said I, " fool I " and, dropping my hammer, I made 
towards him, but he darted nimbly to the door, where, seeing 
I did not pursue, he paused, 

" I may be a hass," he nodded, " an' I may be a fool — but 
I don't go a-f ailin' in love wi' ladies as is above me, an' out o' 
my reach, and don't chuck away a 'undred guineas for one as aiii't 
likdy to look my way — ^not me ! Which I begs leave to say — 
hass yourself, an' likewise fool — ^bah I " With which expletive 
he set his thumb to his nose, spread out his fingers, wagged them 
and swaggered off. 

Above me, and out of my reach I One not likely to look my 
way 1 

And, in due season, having finished the horseshoe, having 
set each tool in its appointed place in the racks, and raked out 
the clinkers from the fire, 1 took my hat and coat, and, closing 
the door behind me, set out for the Hollow. 



CHAFT^ XIX 

mm i iiB^ puitat . <s6iiGB again, and wneknen tsb patient 

UWES SHAU. FIND A “ tlTOE BLOOD” 

ilt was «FSiiii%*-rthat time before the momi is up and when the 
aaitb is dark, as yet, and full of shadows. Noyf as I wait, by 
some chance tiiere recurred to me the words of an old song I 
had read somewhere, years ago, words written in the glorious, 
tmital, knightly days of Edward the First, of warlike memory ; 
uid the words ran thus : ‘ 

” For her bve I carke, and care. 

For her love I droop, and dare. 

For her love all my bliss is bare, 

And I wax wan.’* 

”1 wonder what poor, love-sick, long-dead-and-forgotten 
fool wrote that ? ” said I aloud. 

Of her love in sleep 1 slake. 

For her love all night 1 wake« 

For her love 1 mourning iaake« 

More than any man I 

Som^ doughty squire-at-anns^ or perhaps some wandeEiog 
knight probably of a dark, unlovely look), who rode the forest 
ways with his thoughts full of Her, and dreanung of Her lovdi- 
ness. ” Howbeit, he was, beyond all doubt, a fool and a great 
one I ” said I, ” for it is to be inferred, from these few words 
he has left us, that his love was hopdess. She was, perhaps, 
proud and of a high estate, one who was above him, and far 
beyond his reach — ^who was not likely even to look his way. 
Doubtless she was beautiful, and therefore haughty and d^ 
■ dfljnfa l, for disdainful pride is an attribute of beauty, and ever 
was and ever be— and hence it came that our misfortunate 

^uire, or knight-errant, was scorned for his pains, poor fool I 
Vmdi yet was bis own fault, after all, and, ind^d, hte just 
reward, for wlfat has any squire-at-aims or lusty knight, with 
the world before him, and glory yet unachieved— to -do with 
We ? Love is a bauble — ^a toy, a pretty pastime for idle folk 
who have no thought above such— away with it 1 — ^Bah I ” 
And, in my mind— that is to say, mentally — set my thumb 
to my -nose, and spread my fingers, and wagged them— even 
die Postilion had done. And yet, desfute this, the words of 



24 ® ' '’llbe 

the old song recurred again and agajji, pathetically insistent, 
voicing themselves in my footsteps so that, to banish them, I 
presently stood still. . 

And in that very moment a gigantic figme came bursting 
through the hedge, clearing the ^tch in a single bound — and 
Black George confronted me. 

Haggard of face, with hair and beard matted and unkempt, 
his clothes all dusty and torn, he presented a very wild and 
terrible appearance ; and beneath one arm he carried two 
bludgeons. The Peddler had spoken truly, then, and, as I met 
the giant’s smouldering eye, I felt my mouth become suddenly 
parched and dry, and the palms of my hands grew moist and 
clammy. 

For a moment neither of us spoke, only we looked at each 
other steadily in the eye ; and I saw the hair of his beard bristle, 
and he raised one great hand to the collar of his shirt, and tore 
it opt^n as if it were strangling him. 

George ! ” said I at last, and held out my hand. 

George never stirred. 

** Won't you shake hands, George ? '' 

His lips opened, but no words came. 

Had I known where to look for you, I should have sought 
you out clays ago," 1 went on ; " as it is I have been wishing to 
meet you, hoping to set matters right." 

Once again his lips opened, but still no word came. 

“ You see, Prudence is breaking her heart over you." 

A laugh burst from him, sudden, and harsh. 

" You'm a liar 1 " said ho, and his voice Cjuavered strangely. 

" I speak gospel truth 1 " said 1. 

" I be nowt to Prue since the day you beat me at th' 'ammer- 
throwin’— an' ye know it." 

" Prudence loves you, and always has ! " said I. " Go back 
to her, George, go back to her, and to your work — be the man I 
know, you are, go back to her — she loves you. If you still 
doubt my word — hero, read that ! " and I held out his own letter, 
the letter on wliich Prudence had written those four words : 
" George, I love you." 

He took it from me — crumpled it slowly in his hand and 
tossed it into the ditch. 

" You'm a Ikir ! " said he again, " an’ a — coward ! " 

" And you," said I, " you are a fool, a blind, gross, selfish, 
fool, who, in degrading yourself — ^in skulking about the woods 
and lanes — is bringing black shame and sorrow to as sweet % 
maid as ever- " 
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••It don't need you to tell me what she be an' what she 
bean't," said Black George in a low, repressed voice. "I 
knowed 'er long afore you ever set eyes on 'er — grew up wi’ 'er, 
I did, an' I bean't deaf nor blind. Ye see, I loved 'er — all my 
life — ^that's why one o* us two’s a-goin’ to lie out 'ere all night — 
ah ! an’ all to-morrow, likewise, if summ’un don’t chance to 
find us,” saying which, he forced a cudgel into iny hand. 

” What do you mean, George ? ” 

” I means as if you don’t do for me, then I be a-goin’ to do 
for ’ee.” 

” But why ? ” I cried ; *' in God’s name — why ? ” 

” I be slow, p'r’aps, an* thick p’r’aps, but 1 b(?an’t a fulc 
— come, man — if she be worth winnin' she be worth fightiu’ 
for.” 

” But I tell you she loves Black George, and no other — she 
never had any thought of me, or I of her — this is madness — 
and worse I ” and 1 tossed the cudgel aside. 

” An’ I tell ’ee,” broke hi the smith, his repression giving way 
before a fury as fierce as it was sudden, ” I tell 'ee — you be a 
liar, an’ a coward — I know, 1 know — I’ve heerd, an’ I’ve seen — 
your lyin’, cow'^ard’s tongue sha’n’t save ’ee — oh, ecod ! wi’ your 
white face an’ tremblin' ’ands — you be a shame to tlic woman as 
hives ye an’ the woman as bore ye ! — stand up, I say, or by 
God I Til do for ’ee ! ” and he raised his w'eapon. 

Without another word I picked up the cudgel, and pointing 
to a gate a little. fartluT along the road, I led the way into the 
meadow beyond. On the other side of this meadow ran the lane 
I have mentioned before, and beyond the lane was the Hollow, 
and glancing thitherward, I bethought me that supper would 
be ready, and Charmian waiting for me, just about now, and 
Z sighed, I remember, as I drew off my coat, and laid it, together 
with my hat, under the hedge. 

The moon was beginning to rise, casting the magic of her 
pale loveliness upon the w’orld, and, as I rolled up rny sleeves, 
I glanced round about me with an eye that strove to take in the 
beauty of all things — of hedge, and tree, and winding road, the 
gloom of wood, the sheen of v/ater, and the far, soft sw'ecp of 
hill and dale. Over all these my glance lingered yearningly, 
for it seemed to me that this look might be my last. And now, 
as I stooped, and gripped my weapon, I remembered how I had, 
that morning, kissed her fingers, and I was strangely comforted 
and glad. 

The night air, which had been warm heretofore, struck chilly 
now, and, as I stood up fronting Black George, I shivered, seeing 
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which he laughed, short and fierce, and, with the laugh, came at 
me, striking downwards at my head as he came, and tough wood 
met tough wood with a shock that jarred me from wrist to 
shoulder. 

To hit him upon the arm, and disable him, was my one thought 
and objc^ct. I therefore watched for an opening, parrying his 
swift strokes and avoiding his rushes as well as I might. Time 
and again our weapons crashed together, now above my head, 
now to right, or left, sometimes rattling in quick succession, some- 
times with pauses between strokes, pauses filled in with the 
sound of heavy breatliing and the ceaseless thud of feet upon 
the sward. I was already bruised in half-a-dozen places, my 
right hand and arm felt numb, and with a shooting pain in tlie 
shoulder, that grew' more acute with every movement ; my breath 
also was beginning to labour. Yet still Black George pressed 
on, untiring, relentless, showering blow on blow, wdiile my arm 
grew ever vveaktT ancl weaker, and the pain in my shoulder 
throbbed more intensely. 

How long had we fought ? five minutes — ^ten — half-an-hour 
~ an hour ? I could see the sweat glciiining upon his cheek, 
his eyes were wild, his mouth gj)ped open, and he drew' his 
breath in groat sobbing pants, ilut, as I looked, his cudgel 
broke through my tired guard, and, taking me full upon the 
brow, drove me reeling back ; my w'eapon sli)'‘ped from my grasp, 
and, blinded with blood, I staggered to and fro, like a drunken 
man, and presently slipjual to tiie grass. And how sweet it was 
to lie thus, with my cheek upon kind motlier earth, to stretch 
my aching body, and w'ith my w'cary limbs at rest. But Black 
George stood above me, panting, and, as his eyes met mine, 
he laughed — a strange-sounding, broken laugii, and wdurled up 
his cudgel — to beat out rny brains — even as the Peddler had 
foretold— to-morrow the blxickbhd w^ould sing upon my motion- 
less .breast, and, looking into Black George’s eyes — I smiled. 

“ Get up 1 he panted, and lowered the cudgel. “ Get up — 
or, by God— I’ii do— foi 'ec ! 

Sighing, I rose, and took the cudgel he held out to me, wiping 
the blood from my eyes as 1 did so. 

And now, as 1 faced him once more all things vanished from 
my ken save the man before me — he filled the universe, and, even 
as he leaped upon me, 1 leaped upon him, and struck with all 
my strength ; there was a jarring, splintering sliock, and Black 
George was beaten down upon his iuiees, but as, dropping my 
weapon, 1 stepped forw'ard, he rose, and stood panting, and 
staring at the broken cudgel in his hand. 
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George t said I. 

*' You’in a-bleedin’, Peter 1 " 

For that matter, so are you.” 

” Blood-lettin' be — good for man — sometimes — it eases im.” 

" It does,” I panted ; ” perhaps you are — willing to — hear 
reason — now ? ” 

” We be— even so fur — but fists be better nor — sticks any 
day — an’ I — be goin’ — ^to try ye — wi’ fists 1 ” 

” Have we not bled each other sufficiently ? ” 

” No,” cried George, between set teeth, ” theer be more 
nor blood-let tin* *twixt you an* me — I said as *ow one on us 
would lie out *ere all night — an* so *e shall — ^by God I — come on 
—fists be best arter all 1 ” 

This was the heyday of boxing, and, while at Oxford, I had 
earned some small fame at the sport. But it was one thing to 
spar with a man my own weight in a padded ring, with limited 
rounds governed by a code of rules, and quite another to fight 
a man like Black George, in a lonely meadowy by light of moon. 
Moreover, he was well acquainted with the science, as I could 
see from the way he ** shaped/' the only difference between us 
being that whereas he fought with feet planted square, and wide 
apart, I balanced myself upon my toes which is (I think) to 
be commended as being quicker, and more calculated to lessen 
" the impact of a blow. 

Brief though the respite liad been it had served me to recover 
my breath, and, though my head yet rung from the cudgel-stroke, 
and the blood still flowed freely, getting, every now and then, 
into my eyes, my brain v/as clear as we fronted each other for 
what we both knew must be the decisive bout. 

The smith stood with his mighty shoulders stooped something 
forward, his left arm drawn back, liis right flung across liis chest, 
and, so long as we fought, 1 wat(’hed that great fist and knotted 
forearm, for, though he struck oftener with his left, it was in 
that passive light that I thought my danger really lay. 

It is not my intention to chronicle this fight blow by blow, 
enough, and more than enough, has already been said in tha.t 
regard ; suffice it then, that as the fight progressed I found tliat 
I was far the quicker, as I had hoped, and that the majority of 
his blows I either blocked or avoided casil}^ enough- 

Time after time his fist shot over my shoulder, or over my 
head, and time after time I countered heavily — now on his 
body, now on his face ; once he staggered, and once I caught a 
momentary glimpse of his features convulsed with pain ; he was 
smeared with blood from the waist up, but still he came on. 
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I fought desperately now, savagely, taking advantage ol 
every opening, for though I struck him four times to his once yet , 
his blows had four times the weight of mine ; rny forearms were 
bruised to either elbow, and my breath came in gasps; and 
always I watched that deadly " right/’ And presently it came, 
with arm and shoulder and body behind it — quick as a flash, 
and resistless as a caunon-ball ; but I was ready, and, as I leaped, 

1 struck, and stnick him clean and true upon the angle of the 
jaw ; and, spinning round, Black George fell, and lay with his 
arms wide stretched, and face buried in the grass. 

Slowly, slowly he got upon his knees, and thence to his feet, 
and so stood panting, hideous with blood and sweat, bruised, and 
cut, and dishgunxl, staring at me, as one in amaze. 

Now’, as I looked, my iieart went out to him, and I reached 
forth my rig] it hand. 

George I I panted. OIi, George ! ” 

But j flack Gcoi'ge only looiccd at me, and shook his head, an<l 
groaned. 

Oh, J\tcT ! ” said he, '' you be a man, Peter 1 Fve fou’t — 
ah ! many’s the time, an' no man ever knocked me down afore. 
Oh, Peter ! 1— I could love 'oe for it — if J didn't hate the very 
sight of 'ee — come on, an’ let's get it over an' done wi’/’ 

So once again fists were clenched and jaw^s set — once again 
came the trainpling of feet, the hiss of breath, and the thudding 
sliock C’f blnws given and taken. 

A snd<lcn, jarnng impact— the taste of sulphur on my tongue 
— a gathering ilarkncss before my eyes, and, knowing this was 
the end, I strove desperately to close with him ; but I was dazed, 
blind — my arms foil paralysed, and, in that moment, the Smith's 
rigid fist di'ove forward. A jagged llaine sliot up to heaven— 
tlie earth seemed to rush up towards me — a roaring blackness 
engulfed me, and then — silence. 


CHAPTER XX 

now I CAilE UP OUT OF THE DAraC 

Someone was calling to me, a long way off. 

Someone was leaning down from a great height to call to 
me in the depths ; and the voice was wonderfully sweet, but 
faint, faint, because the height was so very high, and the depths 
so verj’ great- 



How I came jip out of the Dark 253 

And still the voice cafTed, and called, and I felt sorry for that 
I could not answer, because, as I say, the voice was troubled, 
and wonderfully sweet. 

And, little by little, it seemed that it grew nearer, tliis voice, 
was it descending to me in these depths of VjJackness, or was I 
being lifted up to the heights where, 1 knew, blackness could not 
be ? Ay, indeed, I was being lifted, for I could feel a hand upon 
my brow — a smooth, cool hand that touclicd my cheek, and 
brushed the hair from my fondiead ; a strong, gentle hand it was, 
with soft fingers, and it was lifting me up and up from the loathly 
depths which seemed more black and more horrible the farther 
I drew from them. 

And so I heard the voice neajrer, and ever nearer, until I could 
distinguish words, and the voice had tears in it, and the words 
w^ere very tender. 

" Peter — speak 1 — speak to me, Teeter 1 ”, 

•' Charmian ? *' said T. within myself; ** why, truly, whose 
hand but hers could have lifted me out of that giili of death, back 
to light and life ? Yet I did not speak aloud, for I had no mind 
to, yet a while. 

“ Ah 1 speak to me — speak to me, Peter I How can you lie 
there so still and pale ? " 

And now her anus were about me, strong, and protecting, 
and my liead was drawn down upon her bos^m. 

" Oh, Peter 1— my Peter I " 

Nay, but was this Charmian, the cold, proud Charmian? 
Truly I had never heard that thrill in her voice before— could 
this indeed be Charmian ? And lying thus, with iny liead on 
this sweet pillow, I could bear her heart whispering to me, and 
it seemed that it was striving to tell me something — striving, 
striving to tell me soniethiug, could I but understand — ah ! 
could I but understand 1 

** I waited for you so long — ^so long, Peter — and — ^the supper 
is all spoiled— a rabbit, Peter — you liked rabbit, and — and oh, 
God I I want you — don’t yon hear me, Peter — I want you — 
want you I and now her cheek was pressed to mine, and her 
lips were upon my hair, and upon my brow — her lips I Was 
this indeed Charmian, and was 1 Peter Vibart ? Ah, if I could 
but know what it was her heart was trying to tell me, so qui( k 
and passionately 1 

And while I lay listening, listening, something hot spdashed 
down upon my cheek, and then another, and another ; lier 
bosom heaved tumultuously, and instinctively, raising my arms, 

I clasped them about her. 
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“ Don’t I ” I said, and my voice was a whisper ; " don’t, 
Chaxmian I 

For a momgnt her clasp tightened about me, she was all 
tenderness and"clinging warmth, then I heard a sudden gasp, 
her arms loosened and fell auray, and so I presently raised my 
head, and, supporting myself upon my hand, looked at her. 
And then I saw that her cheeks were burning. 

Peter/’ 

" Yes, Charmian ? ” 

Did you ” She paused, plucking ner\'ously at the 

grass, and looking away from me. 

** Well, Charmian ? ” 

Did you — hear ” Again she broke off, and still her 

head was averted. 

" I heard your voice calling to me from a great way off, and 
so — I cJime, Charmian.*' 

Were you conscious when — when I — found you ? *’ 

No,” I answered ; I was l}dng in a very deep, black pit/' 
Here she looked at me again. 

1 — I thought you — were — dead, Peter/' 

” My soul was out of my body — until you recalled it,” 

You were lying upon your back, by the hedge here, and — 
fJi, Peter ! your face was white and shining in the mooiiliglit — 
i.nd there was — blood ujx)!! it, and you looked like one that is 
- "dead 1 ” and she shivered. 

” And you have brought me back to life,” said I, rising ; 

being upon my feet, 1 staggered giddily, to hide which, I 
laughed, and leaned against a tree. “ Indeed,” said I, *' I am 
very much alive still, and monstrously hungry — you spoke of a 
T'abbit, 1 think *’ 

” A rabbit ! ” said Charmian in a whisper, and as I met her 
e\ i: I would have given much to have recalled that thoughtless 

six’cch. 

” I— I think you did mention a rabbit,” said I, floundering 

deeper. 

” So then — ^you deceived me, you lay there and deceived me 
— with your eyes shut, and your ears oj)cn, taking advantage of 
my pity ” 

” No, no — ^indeed, no — I thought myself still dreaming ; it 
— ^it all seemed so unreal, so so beyond all belief and possi- 
bility and ” I stopped, aghast at my crass folly, for, with 

a cry, she sprang to her feet, and hid her face in her hands, 
v/liile I stood dumbfounded, like the fool I was. When she 
looked up, her eyes seemed to scorch me. 
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And ’ thought Mr. Vibart a man oi honour — ^lika a knight 
ol his old time romances, high and cliivalrous— oh ! I thought 
him a— gentleman 1 ** 

Instead of which/* said I, speaking (as it were), despite 
myself, instead of which, you find me only a blacksmith — a 
low, despicable fellow eager to take advantage of your unpro- 
tected womanhood/* She did not speak, standing tall and 
straight, her head thrown back ; wherefore, reading her scorn of 
me in her eyes, seeing the proud contempt of her mouth, a very 
demon seemed suddenly to possess me, for certainly the laugh 
that rang from my lips proceeded from no volition of mine. 

And yet, madam,” my voice w^ent on, ” this despicable 
blacksmith fellow refused one hundred guineas for you to-day.” 

” Peter ! ” she cried, and siirank away from me as if I had 
threatened to strike her, 

” Ah ! — you start at tliat — your proud lip trembles — do not 
fear, madam — the sum did not tempt him — though a large one.” 

” Peter ! ” she cried again, and now there was a note of appeal 
in her voice. 

” Indeed, madam, even so degraded a follow as this black- 
sriiilli could not very well sell that wiiich he docs not possess— 
couid he ? And so the hundred guineas go a-begging, and you 
are still — unsaid I ” Long before I had done she had covered 
her face again, and, coming near, I saw tlic tears running out 
between her fingers and sparkling as tliey fell. And once again 
the devil within me laughed loud and harsh. But, while it still 
echoed, I had flung myself dowm at her 

” Channian,” I cried, “forgive me — you will, you must!” 
and, kneeling before her, I strove to catch her gown, and kiss 
its hem, but slie drew it close about her, and, turning, fled from 
me through the shadows. 

Heedless of all else but that she was leaving me, I stumbled 
to my feet and followed. The trees seemed to beset me as I 
ran, and bushes to reach out arms to stay me, but I bui^t from 
them, running wildly, biuiidcringly, for she was going — Channian 
was leaving me. And so, spent and panting, I reached the 
cottage, and met Charmian at the door. She was clad in the 
long cloak she had worn when she came, and the hood was drawn 
close about her face. 

I stood panting in the doorway, barring her exit. 

” Let me pass, Peter.” 

” By God — no I ” I cried, and, entering, closed the door, and 
leaned my back against it. 

And, after we had stood thus awhile, each looking upon the 
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other» I reached out my hands to her, and my hands were tom 
and bloody. 

Don't go, Charmian/' I mumbled, don’t go ! Oh, 
Charmian, — I’m hurt — I didn’t want you to know, but you 
mustn’t lea\ e me — I am not — well, it is my head, I think. I met 
Black George, and he was too strong for me. I’m deaf, Charmian, 
and half blinded — oli, don’t kave me — I’m afraid, Charmian 1 " 
Her figure grew more blurred and indistinct, and I sank down 
upon my kneos ; but in the dimness 1 reached out and found 
her hands, and clasped them, and bowed my aching head upon 
them, and remained thus a great while, as it seemed to me. 

And through the mist, her voice reached me. 

” Oh, Peter ! I will not leave you — lean on me — there — 
there ! ” And, litlle by little, those strong, gentle hands drew 
me up once more to light and life. And so she got me to a chair, 
and brought cool w^ater, and washed the blood and sweat from 
me, as she bad once before, only now nn' hurls were deeper, for 
niy head grew beyond my strength to support, and hung mpon 
my breast, arid mv brain throbbed with fire, and the mist was 
ever before my eyei:. 

Are you in much pnin, Peter ? 

'' M}’ head — only rny head, diarmian — there is a bell ringing 
there, no — ir is a hammer, treating/’ And indeed 1 remembered 
litlle for a while, save the touch of her hands and the soothing 
murmur of her \oice, until 1 found she was kneeling beside me, 
feeding me wiiii brotli from a spoon. Wlicrriore I presently 
took Hie basin fioin l-cr and enii>tied it at a gulp, ancl, finding 
myself greatiy revived thereby, made sonic sliifi lo eal of the 
supper she set before me. 

So she presently came and sat beside me and ate* also, watching 
me at each 

“ Your pov;i' liands! ” said she. and. looking down at them, 
J s: w that my kiiurklc^ torn and broken, and llio fingers 
much swelled. ’’ And y« t,” ^aid Charmiar*, except for the cut 
in your head, you axe quite unmarked, ikilcr.” 

‘‘He fought mostly for the body,” I answered, and I 
managed to keep irty lace out of the way ; but he cutight me 
twice — once iijjon tiic chin, lightly, and once up behind the ear, 
heavily ; had ins fist landed fctirJy 1 don't think even you could 
have brouglu me back from those loathly depths, Charmian.” 

And in a wlJIv*, supper being done, she brouglit my pipe, and 
filled it, am! htad tlie liglit for me. But my head throbbed woe- 
fully and fix' once the tobacco was flavourless ; so I sighed, and 
laid the bv. 
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“ Why, Peter 1 ” said Charmian, regardiag me vidth an anxious 
frown, can*t you smoke ? 

^ “Not just now, Charmian,** said I, and loriuing my head in 
my hands, Ml into a sort of coma, till, feeling her touch upon 
my shoulder, I start(‘d, and loo];cd up. 

“You must go to bed, Peter.** 

“ No,** said I. 

“ Yes, Peter.’* 

“ Very well, Charmian, yc.s— I will go to bed," and I rose. 

“ Do you feel better now, Pc.ier ? ** 

“ Tliank you, j^es —much beth r.** 

** 'i'hcn why do you h‘«!d <ai to (he chair ? " 

I am still a little giddy — but it will [>ass. And — Ciiannian 
— 3^on forgive ** 

“ Yes — yes, don’t — tlon’t look at me like that, Peter— and — 
oh, good-night ! — foolish boy 1 " 

“ 1 am — twenty- five, Cliannicm ! ** But as she turned away 
I saw that there wore tears in Iut eyes. 

I)ressod as I was, 1 lay duwn upon rny bed. and. bur\’ing my 
head in the jvdlow, groaned, for iny p.iin was \cry scae ; indeed, 
I was to feel the effects of Gcorg<‘/.s hst for many a day to come, 
and it seems to me now that much of the morbid im.iirinings, the 
nightly horrvrs, and black despair, that 1 eiiflurcd in the time 
which imme.iia.t(‘]y followed, was clheily owing to iliat terrible 
blow upon the head. 


CFIAPTER XXI 

OF THE OPENIXG OF THE DOOR, AND HOW CIIARMIA.NT BLEW OUT 

THE T.IGUT 

PTe bestrode a powerful black chargrr, aTid his armour glittered 
through the green. And, as he lode beneath the leafy aithes 
of the wood, he lifted up Jiis voice, and s:ing, and tlic semg was 
mournful, and of a plaintive seeming, and rang huid Ixhind his 
visor-bars ; therefore, as I sat beside the Iresiiet, 1 hearkened to 
ills song ; 

** For iicr love I carLc, and care. 

For her ove I dr<«'>p, and dare, 

I’or her love my bliss is bare 
And I wax wan 1 ** 

Forth he rode from the shadowy woodland, pacing very solemn 
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and slow ; and thrice he struck his -iron hand upon his ktm ' 

breast. 

** For her love in sleep I slake. 

For her love all nignt I wake. 

For her love 1 moummg make. 

More than any man ! " 

Now, being come to where I sat beside the brook, he checked 
his horse, and gazed full long upon me, and liis eyes shone from 
the gloom of his helmet- 

“ Messire," quoth he, “ how like you my song ? 

"But little, sir — to be plain with you, not a whit," I 
answered. 

" And, beseech you — wherefore ? " 

" Because it is folly — away with it, for, if your head be full of 
such, how shall you achieve any lasting good — Glory, Learning, 
Power ? " But, sighing, he shook his head ; quoth he : 

" O Blind One ! — Glory is but a name, Learning but a yearning 
emptiness, and whither leadeth Ambition ? Man is a mote 
dancing in a sun-ray — the world, a speck hanging in space. All 
things vanish and pass utterly away save only True-love, and that 
abideth everlastingly ; 'tis sweeter than Life, and stronger than 
Death, and reacheth up beyond the stars ; and thus it is I pray 
you tell me — where is she ? " 

" She ? " 

" She whom ye love ? " 

" I love no woman," said I. 

" Liar ! " cried he, in a terrible voice, and the voice was the 
voice of Black George. 

" And who are you that says so ? " I demanded, and stood 
upcm iny feet. 

" Look — behold and know thyself, O Blind and more than 
blind Jl " And, leaning down, he raised liis visor so that the 
moonlight fell upon his face, and the face I looked upon was — 
my own, and, while 1 gazed, he lifted up his voice, and cried : 

" Ye Spirits of the Wood, I charge ye — who is lie that rideth 
in the green, dreaming ever of her beauty, and sighing forth his 
love everlastingly. Spirits of the Wood, I charge ye ? " 

And out of the gloom of the wood, from every rustling leaf, 
^and opening bud, came a little voice that rose and blended in a ; 
soft, hushed chorus, crying : ^ 

" Peter Vibart I — Peter Vibart 1 " 

" Spirits of the Wood, I charge ye — ^who is he that walketh ; 
to and fro in the world, and having eyes, seeth not, and ears# 
heareth not — a very Fool of Love ? " 
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Once again theVoices cried in answer : 

** Peter Vibart 1 — Peter Vibart 1 

‘'Spirits of the Wood, I charge ye — ^who is he that shall 
love with a love mightier than' most — ^who shall suffer greatly for 
love and because of it — ^who shall think of it by day, and dream 
of it 0 ' nights — who is he that must die to find love and the fulness 
of life ?-^ Spirits of the Wood, I charge ye I " 

And again from out the green came the soft, hushed chorus : 

" Peter Vibart ! — Peter Vibart i 

But, even as I laughed, came one from the wood, with a 
horse and armour. And the armour he girded on me, and the 
horse I moimted. And there, in the moonlit glade, we fought, 
and strove together, my Other Self and I, And, sudden and 
strong he smote me, so that 1 fell down from my horse, and lay 
there dead, with my blood soaking, and soaldng into the grass. 
And, as I watched, there came a blackbird that perched upon 
my breast, carolling gloriously. Yet, little by little, this bird 
changed, and Jo ! in its place was a new Peter Vibart standing 
upon the old ; and the New trampled the Old down into the 
grass, and — ^it was gone. Then, vith his eyes on the stars, the 
new Peter Vibart fell a-singing, and the words 1 sang were these : 

For her love I carke, and care, 

For her love I droop, and dare. 

For her love my bli^ is bare 
And I wax wan I ** 

And thus there came into my heart that which had been all 
unknown — undreamed of hitherto, yet \yhich, once there, could 
never pass away. 

" O Spirits of the Wood, I charge ye — ^who is he that counteth 
True-love sweeter than Life — ^greater than Wisdom — stronger 
than Death ? O Spirits of the Wood, I charge ye T* 

And the hushed voices chorused softly. 

“ Peter Vibart ! — Peter Vibart 1 And, while I listened, one 
by one the voices ceased, till there but one remained — calling, 
calling, but ever soft, and far away, and when I would have gone 
toward this voice — ^lo I there stood a knife quivering in the 
ground before me, that grew and grew until its haft touched 
heaven, yet still the voice called upon my name very sokly : 

" Peter 1 — Peter 1 — oh, Peter, 1 want you ! — oh, Peter ! — 
wake ! wake ! ** I sat up in bed, and, as I listened, grew suddenly 
sick, and a fit of trembling shook me violently, for the whisper 
was still in my ears, and in the whisper was an agony of fear and 
dread indescribable. 
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“ Peter 1 — oh, Peter, I am afraid * — ^wakP^ wake I ” 

A cold sweat broke out upon me, and I glared helplessly 
toward^! the dooi. 

“ Qukk, Peter * — come to me— oh, God 1 " 

I stro\< to move, but still I could not And now, in the 
dukness hanvls wen sIj iking me wildly, and Charmian*s voice 
Wda in mv cai 

“ 1 Jie door ! it ^vhtspucd, the door 1 ** 

Then 1 aiosc nid vi a^ in the outer room, with C harmian dose 
br->ide me in the dark, and my were upon the door And 
tlicn I belield a strange thing, for a tlun line of white light traversed 
the floor from end to end Now as I watched this nanow line, 
1 siw tliat it was gradually widt iing and widening , very slowly, 
and with infinde caution, the door was being ojKned from without. 
In this remote place, m tins 5till dead hour of the night full of 
the ghostly hush that ever prcc<dcs the dawn — there was some- 
thing de\" i \i — something v(r\ like muicUr in stealthy motion 

I hcird ( harmnn’s breath catch, and in the dark, her hand came 
and crept into mine and her fingers wtre cold as death 

And now a great anger came upon mo, and I took a quick 
step forward but Tharmian restraint d me 

No, Peter ' ’ she breathed , “ not yet— wait * ** and wound 
ii'^r arms round mine. 

In a corner near by stood tliat same tiiisty staff that hid been 
the cominnmn of mv w iiidcnn^s, and now I ic lehed, and took 

II up, balancin' it in mv hand And all the tinio I watclied 
til it line of 1 ght ui)on the floor widening and widening g owing 
e\cr bioadei and moie broad llic minutes dragged slowly 
bv, while the liia gn w into a ‘^treak, and llie streak into a lane, 
and upon llu iint came a blot that slowly rt solved itself into 
the shadow of a li ind upon the late h Slowlv, slowly, to the hand 
came a wnd, and to the wrist an aim— another minute and this 
maddc nine suspoii w ould be over. Dl ajnte Ch irmian’s ic^tram- 
ing clasp I cn pt a long pace neuir the sofll\ moving dooi 

The shaip angle of the elbow was growing oi>tube as the 
shadov/y atm sti iigiitcnfd itself 11m ty seconds morel I 
began to count, and, gnppmg my staff braced myself for what 
might be, when — with a sudden cry, Charmian spiang forward, 
and, hurling Iierself against the door, shut it with a crash 

" Qmck, Peter I " she panted I was beside hci almost as 
she spoke, and had my hand upon tlie latch. 

“ I must see who this was,*' said L 
•' You are mad 1 ** she cried. 

Let me open the door, Charmian.” 



19^ the opening of the Door 261 

“ No, no — I say no !/* 

” Whoever it was must not escape — open the door I 
Never I never — I tell you — death is outside — there's murder 
in the very air, I feel it — and — dear God — ^the door has no 
bolt." 

"They are gone now — who ever they were," said I re- 
assuringly ; " the danger is over — if danger it could be 

caUed,” 

" Danger ! " cried Cliamiian. " I tell you — it was death." 

" Yet, after all, it may have been only some homeless 
wanderer," 

" Then why that deadly, silent caution ? " 

" True 1 " said I, becoming thoughtful. 

" Bring the table, Peter, and set it across the door." 

" Surely the table is too light to " 

" But it will give sufficient warning — not that I shall sleep 
again to-night. Oh, Peter ! had I not been dreaming, and 
happened to wake — had I not chanced to look towards the door, 
it would have opened — wide, and then — oh, horrible ! " 

" You were dreaming ? " 

" A hateful, hateful dream, and awoke in terror, and, being 
afraid, glanced towards the door, and saw it opening— and now 
— bring the table, Peter." 

Now, groping about, my hand encountered one of the candles, 
and taking out my tinder-box, all unthinking, I lighted it. 

Charraian was leaning against the door, clad in a flowing 
white garment — a garment that was wonderfully stitched — all 
dainty frills and laces, with here and there a bow of blue riband, 
disposed, it would seem, by the hand of chance, and yet most 
wonderfully. And up from this foam of laces her shoulders rose, 
white, and soft, and dimpled, sweeping up in noble lines to the 
smooth round column of her throat. But as I stared at all tliis 
loveliness she gave a sudden gasp, and stooped her hcg.d, and 
crossed her hands upon her bosom, while up over the snow of 
shoulder, over neck, and cheek, and brow, ebbed that warm 
crimson tide ; and I could only gaze and gaze — till, with a 
movement swift and light, she crossed to that betraying candle and, 
stooping, blew out the light. 

Then I set the table across the door, having done which I 
stood looking towards where she yet stood, 

" Charmian," said I. 

" Yes. Peter." 

" To-morrow " 

"Yes. Peter 
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" I wfll make a bar to hold the door.” 

” Yes. Peter,” 

” Two bars would be better, perhaps ? ” 

*' Yes, Peter.” 

” You Would feel safe, then — safer than ever ? ” 
Safer than ever. Peter.” 


CHAPTER XXII 

IN WHICH THE ANCIENT DISCOURSES ON LO\TI 

I AM forging a bar for my cottage door : such a bar as might give 
check to an army, or resist a battering-ram ; a bar that shall 
defy all the night-prowlers that ever prowled ; a stout, solid 
bar, broad as my wrist, and thick as my two fingers; that, 
looldng upon it as it lies in its sockets across the door, Charmian 
henceforth may sleep and have no fear. 

The Ancient sat perched on his stool in the corner, but for 
once we spoke little, for I was very busy, also my mind was 
plunged in a profound reverie. 

And of whom slioald I be thinking but of Charmian, and of 
the dimple in her shoulder ? 

” 'Tis bewitched you be, Peter I ” said the old man suddenly, 
prodding me softly with liis stick, ” bewitched as ever was,” 
and he chuckled. 

” Bewitched I ” said I, starting. 

” Ah ! — thecr you stand wi' your 'ammer in your 'and — 
a-starin' an' a-starin' at nobody, nor nothin' — ^leastways not as 
'uman eye can see, an' a-sighin', an' a-sighin'— — ” 

” Did I indeed sigh. Ancient ? ” 

” Ab — that ye did — ^like a cow, Peter, or a 'orse — 'eavy an' 
tired like. An' slow you be, an' dreamy — you as was so bright 
an' spry ; theer’s some — fools, like Joel Amos, as might think- 
as 'twere the work o' ghostes, or demons, a-castin' their spells 
on ye, or that some vampire 'ad bit ye in the night, an' sucked 
your blood as ye lay asleep, but I Imow different — ^you'm just 
bewitched, Peter I ” and he chuckled again. 

” Who knows ? — ^perhaps I am, but it will pass, whatever it 
is, it will pass ” 

” Don't ye be too sure o' that — ^theer's bewitchments and 
bewitchments, Peter.” ^ ^ 

Hereupon the smithy became full of the mei^ din of my 
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Jianuner, and while I worked the Ancient smoked his pipe and 
watched me, informing me between whiles that the Jersey cow 
was *' in calf,” that the hops seemed more than usually forward, 
and that he had waked that morning with a ” touch o' the 
rheumatics ” ; but, otherwise, he was unusually silent, moreover 
each time that I happened to glance up it was to^ find him regarding 
me with a certain fixity of eye, wMch at another time would 
have struck me as portentous. 

” Ye be palish this mamin', Peter t ” said he, dabbing at me 
suddenly with his pipe-stem ; ” shouldn't wonder if you was to 
tell me as your appetite was bad — come now — ^ye didn't cat much 
of a breakfus' this marnin'. did ye ? ” 

” I don't tliink I did. Ancient.” 

” A course not ! ” said the old man with a nod of profound 
approval — ” it aren't to be expected. Let's see, it be all o' four 
months since I found ye, bean't it ? ” 

” Four months and a few odd days,” I nodded, and fell to \rork 
upon my glowing iron bar. 

” Ye'll make a tidy smith one o' these days, Peter,” said the 
old man encouragingly, as I straightened my back and plunged 
the iron back into the fire, 

” Thank 3^ou, Ancient.” 

” Ay — you*vc learned to use a 'ammer purty well, considerin', 
tlioiigh you be wastin' your opportoomties shameful, Peter, 
shameful.” 

” Am I, Ancient ? ” 

” Ay, that ye be — ^moon can't last much longer — she be on 
the wane a'rcady ! ” 

” Moon ? ” said I, staling 

” Ah, moon ! ” nodded the old man : ” theer's nowt like a 
moon, Peter, an’ if she be at the full so much the better,” 

” But what have the moon and I to do with each other. 
Ancient ? ” ^ 

” Old I be, Peter, a old, old man, but I were young once, an' 
I tell 'ee the moon 'as a lot more to do wi' it than some folks think 
— why, lord love 'ee ! theer wouldn't be near so many children 
a-playin' in the sun if it wasn't for the moon I ” 

” Andent,” said I, ” what might you be driving at ? ” 

" Love, Peter ! ” 

** Love I ” said I, letting go the handle of the bellows. 

An' marriage, Peter.” 

” What in the world— put — such thoughts into your head ? 

” You did, Peter. 
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*'Ahl— 8ome men is bom lovers, Petei*, an’ you be one, 
I never sec such eyes as yourn afore, so burmn’ 'ot they bcw Ah, 
Peter I some maid will see the lovelight aflame in ’em some day, 
an’ droop 'er ’ead an’ blush an* tremble — ^for she’ll know, Peter, 

she’ll know— maids was made to be loved, Peter ” 

” But, Anaent, I am not the kind of man womcm would be 
attracted by, I love books, and solitude, and am called a — 

pedant 1 and besides, I am not of a loving sort ” 

” Some men, Peter, falls in love as easy as they falls out, 
it comes to some, soft an’ quiet — ^Iike the dawn of a summer’s 
day, Peter, but to others it comes like a gert an’ tur’bJe storm — 
oh, that it do ! Theer s a fire ready to bum up inside o’ ye at 
the touch o* some woman’s ’and, or the peep o’ ’cr e\c — ah ! 
a fire as’ll bum, an’ bum, an* never go out rgam — not even if 
3'ou should live to be as old as I be — in’ jouJl be strong an’ 
wild, an’ fierce wi’ it -an some day you 11 find ’es^ Peter, 
an’ she’ll find you — ” 

” And,” Sci’d I st inng awa v into the distance, ” do you think 
that, by any possible thmee she mi^bt love me this woman ? ” 
” Ay, for suie,” said the Ancient, ” for suie she will , why 
don’t ’ce up an ax ’ei ^ i’ a fine round moon over e id an’ a 
Iiett> maid it jour elber, it’s easy enough to tcil ’er you love 
er, aren t it ? ’ 

" Indeed j cs, ’ said 1, beginning to mb my chin, ” very easy J ” 
and I siglie I 

” An’ when jou looks into a pui o’ sweet eyes, an’ sees the 
shine o* the moon in’ tm — why, it aren 1 so veiy fui to ’cj lips, 
are it, Peter ? ” 

” No,” ‘I'ud I, rubbing my chin harder than ever , ” no — and 
there’s the danger of it ” 

” Wheer’s t’ dangt^r, Peter ? ” 

” Lvorjrwhcre ’ ” I answered , ” in her eyes, in her thick, 
soft hgLir, the warmth of her bieath, the touch of her hand, the 
least contact of her g iiments —her very step I ” 

” I knowed it ! ” ciitd the Ancient joyfully, peering at me 
under his brows , ” I knowed it I ” 

Knew what ? ” • 

” You be in love — good lad » good lad 1 ” and he flourished 
his pipe in the air. 

” In love 1 ” I exclaimed ; ” in love — I ? ” 

” Sure as sure I ” 

” But love, according to Anstotlc, is ” 

” Love, Peter, is what makes a man forget 'is breakfus’, an* 
'is work, an’ ’is ” 
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“ But I work very hard**— besides *' 

Love is what makes a man so brave as a lion, Peter, an^ 
&]1 a-tremblin' like a coward when She stands a^lookin up at 
'im ; love makes tlie green earth greener, an* the long road short 
— ah ! almost too short, sometmies, the love of a woman comes 
betwixt a man an* ail evils an* dangers— why don’t *ee up an ax 
*er, Peter ? ” 

She*d laugh at me. Ancient.*’ 

-‘Not she.*^ 

That soft, low laugh of hers.** 

Wei], what o* that?** 

" Besides, she hardly knows me ! '* 

The Anci< nt took out his snuff-box and gave two loud double 
knocks upon the lid. 

A woman knows a man sooner than a man know^s a woman 
— ah, a sight sooner I Why, Loid bliss \e, I’etci, she *as *im ah 
reckoned up long afore *e know*- for suk if \r eves be black *uns 
or brown *uns— that she *as.** Here he c\1t acted a pmcli o* 
Siiufi " As for Piudence — she lo\ cs *cc wi* ah *ci ’cait an soul 1 '* 
“ Prudence ? ** said I, staring 
Ah I Piudence — I be *er giandfeyther, an* I know^** 
Prudence ! ** said I again 

**She’m a ’andsome lass, an* so putty as a pit ter -you said 
so yourself, an’ what’s more, shc’in a sensible lass, an* *11 make ye 

as tme a wife as ever was if only ** 

If she only lo\ c d me, Ancu nt.** 
lo be suic, Peter *' 

" But, you see, she doesn’t." 

" Eh— what ? What, Peter ? '* 

" Prude ncc doesn’t love me I *' 

" Doesn’t ** 

" Not by any meins." 

"Peter— ye’re ]okin*.** 

"No, Ancient." * 

" But I — I be all took aback— mazed I be— not love ye, an* 
me wi* my 'eart set on it— aie ye sure ? " 

" Certain.” 

'Ow d’ye know ? *' 

" She told me so." 

" But— whv — why shouldn’t she love ye ? *' 

"Wh} shoJildshe?" 

" But 1— I’d set my ’cart on it, Peter." 

" It is very unfortunate I " said I. and began blowing up the 
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** Peter ” 

" Yes, Ancient ? ” 

'• Do *ee love she ? ” 

" No, Ancient.” The old man rose, and, hobbling forward, 
tapped me upon the breast with the handle of his stick. 

” THien who was you a-talkin’ of, a while back— 'bout 'er eyes, 
an' 'er 'air, an' 'er diess, an' bein' afraid o' them ? '' 

” To be exact, I don't know, Anaent.” 

” Oh, Peter 1 '' exclaimed the old man, shaking his bead, 
wonders at ye; arter me a-thmkin' and a-thinkin', aj>' 
a-plannin' an' a>plannin' all these monthi^— arter me a-sendin' 

Black Jarge about 'is business ” 

” Anaent, what do you mean ? ” 

•' Why, didn't I out an' tell un as you was sweet on Pme 

” Did you tell him that ? '' I cried. 

** Aye to be sure I did ; an' what’s more, I says to 'un often 
an* often, when you wasn’t by : ' Jarge,' I'd say, * Piue's a lovely 
maid, an* Peter's a fine young chap, an' they'm beginnin* to find 
each other out, they be il’us a-taikin' to each other an' a*lookin' 
at each other, mornm', noon an' night I ’ I says, * like as not we'll 
'avc 'em marr 5 an' each other afore very long 1 ' an' Jarge 'ud 
just wnnkle up *is brows, an' walk away, an' never say a word. 
But now — ^it be tur'ble 'ard to be disapp'inted hke this Peter — 
arter I'd set my 'eart on it — an' me such a old man — such a vciy 
ancient man. Oh, Peter! you be full o' disapp'intments, an' 
all manner o' contrainness ; sometimes I a'most wishes as I'd 
never took the trouble to find ye at all I '' 

And, with this Parthian shot, the old man sighed, and turned 
his back upon me, and tottered out of the forge. 


CHAPTER XXIII 

HOW GABBING DICK, THE PEDDLER, SET A HAMMER GOING IN MY 

HEAD 

Having finished my bars, with four strong brackets to hold them, 
I put away my tools, and donned hat and coat. 

It was yet early, and there was, besides, much work waiting 
to be done, but I felt unwontedly tired and out of sorts, wherefore, 
with my bars and brackets beneath my arm, I set out for the 
Hollow. 

Fiom the hedges, on either side of me, came the sweet perfume 
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, of the honeysuckle, and beyond the hedges the fields stood high 
with ripening com — a yellow, heavy-headed host nodding and 
swa3nng lazily, and I stood awhile to listen to its whisper as the 
gentle wind swept over it, and to look down the long green alleys 
of the hop-gardens beyond ; and at the end of one of these 
straight arched vistas there shone a solitary, great star. 

And presently, lifting rny eyes to the sky, already deepening 
to evening, and remembering hoW I had looked round rae ere i 
faced Black George, I breathed a sigh of thankfulness that I 
was yet alive with strength to walk witliin a world so beautiful. 

Now, as I stood thus, I heard a voice hailing me, and, glancing 
about, espied one, some distance up the road, who sat beneath 
the hedge, whom, upon appioaclniig, I recognised as Gabbing 
Dick, the Peddler. 

He nodded, and gnnned as I came up, but in both there was 
a vague unpleasantness, as also in the manntT in which he eyed 
me slowly up and down. 

You’ve stood a-lookiii’ up mto the sky for a good ten 
minutes ! ” said he, 

“ And what if I have ? ” 

"Notliin',” said the Peddler, "notliin’ at all — ^though if 
the moon ’ad been up, a cove might ha’ thought as you was 
dreamin’ of some Eve or other; lovc-sick folk always stares 
at the moon— leastways, so they tell me. Anyone as stares at 
ihe moon when *e might be doin’ suminat better is a foo], as 
great a fool as any man as stares at a Eve, for a Eve never 
brought any man notliiii’ but trouble and sorrer, and never w^iil, 
no’ow? Don't frown, young cove, nor shake your ’ead, for 
it’s true ; wot’s caused more soner an' Mood than them Eves ? 
Blood ? — ^ah I rivers of it ! Oceans of good blood's been spilt 
all along o’ women, from tlie Eve as tricked old Adam to the 
Eve as tricks the like o’ me, oi say — ^yoursclt,” Here he regaidt^d 
me with so evil a leer that i turned my back in disgust. 

“ Don’t go, 3'oung cove, 1 ain’t done yet, and I got summ’at 
to tell ye.” 

” Then tell it I " said I, stopping agam, struck by the fellow’s 
manner, “ and tell it quickly.” 

” I’m a-comin’ to it as fast as I can, ain’t I ? —very well then I 
You’re a fine, up-standin’ young cove, and may 'ave white ’ands 
(which I don’t see myself, but no matter) and may likewise be 
chock-full o' taking ways (which, though not notidn*, I won’t go 
for to deny) — ^but a Eve’s a Eve, and always will be — ^you'll mind 
as I warned you agin ’em last time I see ye ?-— very well then I " 

”WeU?’^ said I impatiently. 
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''Wdl/' nodded the Peddler, and his eye«» twinkled male- 
volently. *' I says It again — 1 warns you again, You’ie a nice, 
civil spoke young cove, and quiet (though I don*t like the cock 
o* \our eye), and, mind, 1 don’t bear you no lU-will— though vou 
did tuni me from youi door on a cold, dark night 

“ It was neither a cold nor a daik night ! ” said I. 

"Well, it imght ha’ been, mightn’t it? — voiy Vfll then I 
Still, I don’t,** said the Ptddkr, spitting dejectedly into the 
ditch, " I don’t bear you no *ard feebn’s foi it, no’ow — me alwaj^s 
makm* it a pint to forgive them woefully oppresses me, Idcwise 
them as despitefully uses me— d might ha’ bten cold, and daik 
wi* ice and snow, and 1 mitjlit ha’ fro/i to death— but wc won’t 
say no moic about it *’ 

"You’ve Slid putty well, I think,** sud I; "supposing 
you tell me v^hat ^ou have to tell nu— otherwise — good night * ’* 

" Very well thtn • ’* siicl the Ptdrlltr, "let’s talk o* suxnmat 
else — stul livin’ in the Ollei, I «-iippose ? " 

" Yes." 

" Ah, veil J I come through there to day," said he, gnnning, 
and again his C}cs giew malevolent. 

" Indeed ? ** 

"Ah’— indeed ^ I come through this ’ere very arteinoon, 
and uncommon putty cveijtUiig was lookin’, wi' the grass so 
green, and the tiees so -so " 

"Shidy." 

" Shody’s the void*’* needed the Pcddlir, glaiicmg rp 
at me through hi^ n mowed ej elids, and chuckling a paiadi-vo 
you mu,ht call it— ah • a jiaiid*^, or a— gir<ltu of Eden, vi' 
Eve, and tin serpent and all * " ainl he bioke out into a caeUing 
laugh And, in the lool an 1 the laugh, iiidc cd about Ins whole 
figure, there was something so icptlient so evil, tk.t I was 
raindM to kick ind trample hnn down into the cliteh, yet the 
leenng triumph m lu-) eyes held me. 

" Yes?" sud L 

" Ye see, bem' by, I ’appened to pass the eott — and very 

pretty tJi vt looked too, and iiice and neat inside I " 

" Yes > " said I 

" And, bcin so lu ir, I ’appcxied to glince m at the winder, 
and there, sure enough, I see — *ci— as you miglit say. Eve in 
the gaidni. And a fine figure of a Eve she be, and ’aiidsome wi* 
it — ’tain’t often as you see a maid the likes o* *er so pioud and 
*iughty like." 

" Wail ? " 

**Well, just as I ’appened to look in at the winder, she 
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*appened to be standin' wi' an open book in 'er "and — old^, 
leather book wi' a broken cover." 

Yes ? " said I. 

And she was a-langhin* — and a pretty, soft Eve's laugh it 
were too." 

" Yes ? " said I. 

" And — *e w'ere a-lookin' at the book — over 'er shoulder 1 " 
The irons slipped from my grasp, and fell with a harsh clang. 

" Ketches ye, does it ? " said the Peddler. I did not speak, 
but, meeting my eye, he scrambled hastily to his feet, and. 
catching up his pack, retreated some little way down the road, 

" Ketches 3 ^e, does it, my cove ? " he repeated ; “ turn me 
away from your door on a cold, dark night, would ye (not as I 
bears yon any iil-wili for it, bein' of a lorghdn' natur’) ? But 
1 says to 3 ’ou, I says — look out I — a fine 'aiidsome lass she be 
wi' 'cr soft eyes and red lips, and long, white arms — ^the eyes, 
and lips and arms of a Eve ; and Eve tricked Adam, didn't she ? — 
and you ain't a better man nor Adam, are ye ?-»-very well then I " 
saying which he spat once more into the ditch, and, shouldering 
his pack, strode away. 

And, after some while, I took up my iron bars, and trudged 
on towards the cottage. As I wont, I repeated to myself, over 
and over again, the word, " Liax." Yet step w^as very slow 
and heavy, and my feet dragged in the dust ; and, somewhere 
in my head, a small hammer had begun to beat, soft, and slow, 
and regular, but beating, boating upon my brain. 

ihc upper cover of my Virgil book te’U6 broken / 


CIIAPTE.:^ XXIV 

THE VIRGIL BOOK 

A MAN was leaning in the shadow of a tree, looking down into 
the Hollow. 

I could not see him very distinctly because, though evening 
had scarcely ftdlen, tlie shadow's, where he stood, w'ere very 
dense, but he was gazing down into the Hollow in the attitude 
of one who waits. For what ? — ^for whom ? 

A sudden fit of sliivering shook me from head to foot, and, 
while I yet shivered, I grew burning hot ; the blood throbbed 
at my temples, the smsdl hammer was drumming much fastej- 
now, and the cool night air seemed to be stilling me. 
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Very cautiously I began creeping nearer the passive figure, 
while the hammer beat so loud that it seemed he must hear it 
where he stood : a shortish, broad-shouldered figure, dad in a 
blue coat. He held his hat in his hand, and he leaned carelessly 
against the tree, and his ehsy assurance of air maddened me tne 
more. 

As he stood thus, looking always down into the Hollow, his 
neck gleamed at me above the collar of his coat, whcitfoie I 
stooped and, laying my irons in the grass, crept on, once inoie, 
and, as I went, I kept my eyes upon his nock. 

A stick snapped sharp and loud beneath my tread, the 
lounging back stiffened and grew rigid, the face showed for an 
instant over the shoulder, and, with a spring, he had vani^^hed 
into the bushes. 

It was a vam hope to find a man in such a dense tangle of “ 
boughs and underbrush, yet I ran foiward, ncveitheless, but, 
though I sought eageily upon ail sides, he had made good his 
escape. So, a5fter,a wliile, 1 1 € tiaced my steps to where I had left 
my irons and brackets, and taking them up, tuincd aside to that 
precipitous path winch, as I have alicady said, leads dovn 
into the Hollow. 

Now, as I went, listening to the tlirob of the hammer in 
head, whom should I meet but Charmian, coming gaily tlirough 
the green, and singing as she came. At sight of me she stopped, 
and the song died upon her lip. 

** Why — why, Peter — you look pale — dreadfully pale 

*' Thank you, I am very well ! ” said I. 

" You have not been— fighting again ? ” 

Why should I have been fighting, Charmian ? ** 

" Your eyes are wild — and fierce, Peter.” 

“ Were you coming to — to — meet me, Charmian ? ” 

” Yes, Peter.” Now, watcliing beneath my brows, it almost 
seem^ that her colour had changed, and that her eyes, of set 
purpose, avoided mine. Could it be that she was equivocating ? 

” But I — ^am much befoie my usual time, to-night, Charmian.” 

“ Tlieii there will be no waiting for supper, and I am ravenous, 
Peter 1 ” 

And as she led the way along the path she began to sing again. 

Being come to the cottage, I set down my bars and brackets, 
with a dang. 

” These,” said I, in answer to her look, ” are the bars I 
promised to make for the door.” 

“ Do you always keep your promises, Peter ? " 

“ I hope so." 
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" Then/* said she, coming to look at the great bars, with a 
fork in her hand, for she was in the middle of dishing up. then, 
if you promise me always to come home by the road, and never 
tlirough the coppice — you will do so, won't you ? " 

^ “ Why should I ? " I inquiied, turning sharply to look 
at her. 

** Because the coppice is so dark, and lonely, and if — I say, 
if I should take it into my head to come and meet you sometimes, 
there would be no chance of my missing you." And so she 
looked at me and smiled, and, going back to her cooking, fell 
once more a-singing, the while I sat and watched her beneath 
m\ brows. 

Smely, surely no woman whose heart was full of deceit could 
sing so blithely and happiK, or look at one with such sweet 
candour in^er eyes ? 

And yet the supper a very ghost of a meal, for when I 
remembered the man who bad watched and waited, the very 
food grew nauseous and seemed to choke me. ** She's a Eve-^ 
a Eve I " rang a vou e m my car ; " Eve tncked Adam didn't 
she, and you ain’t a better man nor Adam — she’s a Eve — a Eve I " 

" Peter, you cat nothing/* 

" Yes, indeed 1 " said I, staring unseeingly down at my plate, 
and striving to close my ears against the fiendish voice. 

" And you are very p ile I " 

I shrugged my shc^ ihhrs 

" Peter— look at nu 

I looked up obedichtlv 

" Yes, you are frightfully pale— are you ill again — ^is it your 
head — Peter — what is it ? " and, with a sudden, half-shy gesture, 
she stretched ht r hand to me across the table. And as 1 looked 
from the mute pity of her eyes to the mute pity of that would-be 
comforting hand, I had a great impulse to clasp it close in mine, 
to speak, and tell hei all mv base and unworthy suspu i -vns^ and, 
once more, to entreat her paidon and forgiveness Ihe words 
were upon my lips, but I checked them, madman that I was, and 
shook my head 

" It is nothing," I answered, " unless it be that I have not 
vtt recovered from Black George's fist — ^it is notliing I " And so 
th< meal drew to an end, and though, feehng iny tlioughts base. 
I sat with my head on my hand and ray eyes upon the cloth, yet 
I knew she watched me, and more than once I heard her sigh A 
man who acts on impuise may sometimes be laughed at for his 
mistakes, but he will frequently attain to higher things, and be 
much better loved by his fellows than the colder, moie (^culating 
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logician who rarely makes a blunder ; and Simon Peter was a 
man of impulse. 

Supper being over and done, Charmian must needs take my 
coat, dci>pite my protests, and fall to work upon its threadbare 
shabbiness, mending a great rent m the sleeve. And, watchmg 
her through the smoke of my pipe, noting the high mould of her 
features, the proud poise of her head, the ‘'lender elegance of her 
hands, I was struck sharply by her contrast to the rough, bare 
walls that were my home, and the toil-worn, unlovely garment 
beneath her fingeis As I looked, she seemed to be suddenly 
removed from me —far above nnd be 3 end mv reach, 

*' Th it IS the fourth tin e, Peter.'* 

''What Charmiin?** 

" lliat IS the fouith time you have sighed since you lighted 
youi pipe, and it is out and you nev or notired it • ** 

" Yes,’* said I, and laid the pipe upon the table, and sighed 
again, before I cm Id stop n3sdf Cli rmian raised her head, 
and looked at me with a laugh in her 

" Oh, most philosophic il, dreamy blacksmith I where be 
your thoughts ? ’* 

"I was thinking how old an<l wom and disreputable ray coat 
look'^d *’ 

"Indeed, sir” said Cliamian, holding it up, and regardin’; 
it with a little frown, " forsooth it i-j ancient, and hath seen 
better days ** 

" T ike its wearer I ** said I, and s^f»lit,d ogam. 

“Hark to this aneunt n m* she 1 lughed, "this hoary- 
headed blacksmith of ours, he sighs, and for ever sighs , if it 
could possibly be that he had met any one sufTiciently worthy — 

I should think that he had f illen — philosophically — in love — ^liow 
think you, Su Knight of the Rueful Countenance ? ” 

" I remember,*’ said I, " that amomr other things, you once 
called, me ‘ Supenor Mr Smith * ” Clnrmian laughed, and 
nodd( d her head at me 

" You bad been descnbing to me some quite impossible, » 
idealistic creature, alon‘" woithy of your regard, sir *' 

" Do you still tlurik me ‘ supenor,* Chaimian ? ” 

"Do you still dream of your impilpiblc, bloodlessly-perfect 
ideals sir ? ** 

" No,” I answered , " no, I think T have done with dreaming ” 
"And I liavp done with tins thy coat, for behold* it is 
finished, ' and nsmg, she folded it over the back of my chair. 

Now, as she stood thus behmd me, her hand fell and, for a 
moment, rested lightly upon my shoulder. 
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•^Pcter/^ 

Yes, Charmian/* 

** I wish, yes, I do wish that you were eitner much youngw 
or very much older." 

" Why ? " 

" Because you wouldn't be quite so-— so cryptic— such a very 
abstruse problem. Sometimes 1 think I understand you better 
than yoii do youisclf, and sometimes I am utterly lo>t ; now, if 
you were younger I could nad you easily for myself, and, if you 
were older, you would read vouiself for me," 

'* I was never very youn" I " said I. 

** No, you wcie always too lepressod, Peter.” 

” Yes, perhaps I was ” 

” Repression is good up to a ce^tatn point, but, beyond that, 
it dangeious,” said with a j>oiltiitous ^hdl^c of the htad 
Utiglio * was it a wti k 01 a year ago tint you a\o\ved youi'^clf 
happy, and couhrt tell why ? ” 

“ I was the greater fool ^ " said T. 

** For not kno^ving why, Peter ? ” 

” For tlunking inystlf happy I ” 

" PcKr, what is liappint^s ? ” 

” An idea,” s ad I, ' possessed generally of fools I " 

” And wli it misery ? ” 

” Misery is also an idea,” 

Possessed only by the wise, Peter — surely he is wiser who 
chooses happiness ? ” 

” Ncithoi happiness nor misery comes from diu t ” 

” But — if one seeks happiness, Peter ? ” 

” One will assuredly find misery * ” said I, and, sighing, rose, 
and taking my haninuT Irom its place above my bookshtlf, 
sot to work upon my biacl-<ts, diiving them deep into the Jicavy 
framework of the door. All at once I stopped, with my hammer 
poFed, and, for no leison in the woild, looked back at (liarmian, 
over my shoulder, 1 1 ed to find 1 or watching me with eyes tli it 
weie (if it could well be) puzzled, wistful, sliy, and glad at one 
and the same time, eyes that veiled themselves swiftly befoie 
my look, yet that shot one last glance, between their lashes, in 
which was only joy and laughter. 

” Yes ? ” said I, answeiing the look. But she only stooped 
her head and went on sewing, yet the colour was bnght in her 
cheeks. 

And, having driven in the four brackets, or staples, and closed 
the door, I took up the bars and showed her how they were to 
he cioss-wise across the door, resting in the brackets. 
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We shall be safe now> Peter/* said she ; *' those bars isould ‘ 
re8ist--*an elephant/' 

;* I think they would/' I nodded ; " but there is yet some- 
thing more/' Going to my shelf of books I took thence the 
^vcr-moimted pistol she had brought with her, and balanced 
it in my hand. “ To-morrow I will take this to Cranbrook, and 
buy bullets to fit it.” 

” Why, there are bullets there — ^in one of the old shoes, Peter.” 

” They are too large — ^this is an unusually small calibre, and 
yet it would be deadly enough at close range. I will load it for 
you, Charmian, and give it into your keeping, in case you should 
ever — grow afraid again, when I am not by — this is a lonely 
place— for a woman— at all times.** 

” Yes, Peter.** She was busily employed upon a piece of 
embroidery, and began to sing softly to herself again as she 
worked, that old song which worthy Mr. Pepys mentions having 
heard from tlie lips of mischievous-eved Nell Gwynn : 

" In Scarlet Town where 1 was bom 
There was a fair maid dwcllin* 

Made every youth cry * well-a-day I ? 

Her name was Barbara Allen.** 

” Are you so happy, Charmian ? ** 

” Oh, sir, indifferent well, I thank you.** 

*• All through the merric month oi May 
When green buds were a-swellin*, 

Young Jiinniy Grove on his death bed lay. 

For lose of Barbara ADen.** 

” Are you so — ^miserable, Peter ? ” 

Why do you ask ? ’* 

” Because you sigh, and sigh— like— poor Jimmy Grove in the 
song.** 

" He was a fool 1 ** said I. 

*' For sighing, Peter ? '* 

” For dying.*' 

” I suppose no philosapher could ever be so— foolish, Peter ? ** 

** No,” said I ; ” certainly not 1 *' 

” It is well to be a philosopher, isn't it, Peter ? ” 

" Hum ! ” said I, and once more set about lighting my pipe. 
Anon I rose and, crossing to the open door, looked out upon 
the summer night, and sighed, and coming back, sat watching 
Cbarxnian’s busy fingers. 

” Charmian,” said I at last. 
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-•Yes, Peter?'* 

^'Do you--ever see any— any-— men lurking about the 
Hollow— when I am away ? " Her needle stopped suddenly, 
and she did not look up as she answered : 

No, Peter." 

Never ?— are you— sure, Charmian ? ” The needle began to 
fly to and fro again, but still she did not look up. 

“ No— of course not — how should I see any one ? I scarcely 
go beyond the Hollow, and— Pm busy all day." 

" A Eve — a Eve ! " said a voice in my ear — " Eve tricked 
Adam, didn't she ? — a. Eve 1 " 

After this I sat for a long time without moving, my mind 
harassed with doubts and a hideous, morbid dread. Why had 
she avoided my eye? Her own were pure and truthful, and 
could not he! Why, why had they avoided nune? If only 
she had looked at me 1 

Presently I rose, and began to pace up and down the room. 

" You are very restless, Peter I " 

Yes," said I , " yes, I fear I am — ^you must pardon me— " 

** Why not read ? " 

" Indeed I had not thought of my books." 

Then read me something aloud, Peter." 

I will read you the sorrow of Achilles for the loss of Briseis," 
said I, and, going into the corner, 1 raised my hand to my shdf 
oi books — and stood there with hand upraised >et touching no 
book, for a sudden spasm seemed to have me m its clutches, and 
once again the trembling seized me, and the hammer had lecom- 
niendled its beat, beating upon my brain. 

And, 111 a wlule, I turned fioni ray books, and, crossing to the 
door, leaned theie with my back to her lest she should see my 
face just then. 

“ 1 — I don't think I— ‘Will read— to-mglit 1 " said I at last. 

Very well, Peter, let us talk." • 

Or talk." said I ; " I— I think I'll go to bed. Piay," I went 
on humedly, for I was conscious that she had raised her head and 
was looking at me in some surpnse, piay excuse me — I’m ver\ 
tired." So, while she yet staied at me, I turned away, and, 
mumbling a good-night, went into my clumber, and closing the 
door, leaned against it, for my mind was sick with dread, and 
sorrow, and a gieat anguish, for now I knew that Charmian 
had lied to me — my Vir^ book had been moved from its usual 
place. 
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CHAPTER XXV 

IN WHICH THE READER SHATX FIND LITTLE TO DO WITH THE 
STORY, AND MAY, THEREFORE, SKIP 

Is there any^vhcre in the world so damnable a place of torment 
as a bed ? To lie awake through the slow, dragging hours, 
surrounded by a sombre quietude from whose stifling blackness 
thoughts, like demons, leap to catch us by the throat ; or, like 
waves, come rolling in upon us, ceaselessly, remorselessly — 
burying us beneath their resistless flow, catching us up, whirling 
us dizzily aloft, dashing us down into depths infinite ; now 
retreating, now advancing, from whose oncoming terror there is no 
escajje, until we are once more buried beneath their stilling nish. 

To lie awake, staring wide-eyed into a crowding darkness 
wdicrcin move terrors unimagined ; to bury our throbbing 
temples in pillows of fire ; to roll, and toss until the soul within 
us cries out in agony, and we reach out frantic hands into a void 
that mocks us by tlie contntst of its deep and awful quiet. At 
such times fair Reason runs affrighted to hide herself, and 
foaming Madness fills her throne ; at such times our ever^^day 
sorrows, howsoever small and petty they be, grow and magnify 
themselves until they overflow the night, filling the universe 
above and around us ; and of all the woes the human mind can 
bear — surely Suspicion gnaws deeper than them all ! 

So I lay beneath the incubus, my temples clasped tight 
between my burning palms to stay the maddening ring of the 
hammer in my brain. And Suspicion grew into Certainty, and 
with Certainty came Madness ; Imagination ran riot : she was 
a Messalina — a Julia- — a Joan of Naples — a veritable Succiiba — 
a thing polluted, degraded, and abominable ; and, because of 
her b^uty, I cursed all beautiful tilings, and because of her 
womanhood, I cursed all women. And ever the hammer beat 
upon my brain, and foul shapes danced before my eyes — shapes 
so insanely hideous and revolting that, of a sudden, I rose from 
my bed, groaning, and coming to the casement — leaned out. 

Oh ! the cool, sweet purity of the night I I heard the soft 
stir and rustle of leaves all about me, and down from heaven 
came a, breath of wind, and in the wind a great rain-drop that 
touched my burning brow like the finger of God. And, leaning 
there, with p;yijtd lips and closed eyes, gradually my madness 
left me, and viar^lirobbing in my brain grew less. 
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How many poor mortals, smce the world began, sleepless, and 
anguish-tom —even as I — liave looked up into that self-same sky 
and sorrowed for the dawn. 

•* For her lov«, in sleep I si iLe, 

For her love, all night I wake. 

For her love I moiiining xuakt 
More than any man ! ** 

Pool fool I to tlmik that thou couldst iijourn more than thy 
kind ! 

I hou*rt but a handful of giey dust, agoa emee, Ihy name 
and estate long out of niiiid , wlicic‘*cr thou ait, thou should5»t 
ha\e got }our wisdom by now, perchance 

l^oor fool ! that thou must love a woman and woiship with 
tiiy love, Iniikhng foi lui an a*tir 111 tliu‘r In ut If altar 
ciumble and lu«‘it buisf is die to blame is but woman, or 
thou who wouldst ha\c made hex all thvine 

\\ cll, thou’it dead- a small handful of guy dust, long since — 
perchance thou hast got thee wisdom eie new —poor fool — 
O bool ])]\mc ! 

As thou ait now', tli> sleepless nights foigot— -the calking 
soijows of ih^ lib all oveipist, and done —so must 1 , some time, 
be, and, ages htiui shall smile at tins, and reckon it no more 
than a bioJ.en to\- hcigho! 

And ^ i 1 prcseitilv turned me buk to rn\ lurnbkd bed, but 
it secmicd to me tliil torment and tenor still waded me tlicie, 
inouo\ i I was tid^d wiih a gteat d iie for aLtion, this narrow 
eharab i stilli d iiu , while ouUidc Wcu the stir of leaves, the gentle 
bieatiiii’g of till* wind, ili ' cool niuimur of the brook, with night 
blooding o' er all d ( p aiid soft and still 

mg now dus-,td, 1 stood awliih' drlibciating how I might 
es< ape without ciistuibing — ^lui who sluiubeied m the outer 
room. So 1 c«uue to the window, and thiusting my hiMcf and 
shouldeis sidewiso thiough Iht naiiow littu<% slowly, and with 
much ado, wiiggled mys<dl out. Rising hoin mv hand and 
knees, I stood up and threw wide* mv aims to the p.ilumed night, 
inhaling us swntness lu gic'al, dec'p bieatli^, and so tuiiiecl my 
steps to wax da the biook, diawm thither by its rippling melody, 
f >1 a brook is a companioiiabJe tluiig, at .ill tunes, to a lonely man, 
and very full of wi'.e counsel and Inendly admonitions, if he but 
have cars to hear vvilnal. 

Thus, as I walked beside the brook it spoke to me of many 
things, grave and gay, deliveimg itself of obseivations upon the 
folly of Humans, comparing us very unfavourably with the 
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godlike dignity of tsees, the immutability of mountains, and the 
profound philosophy of brooks. Indeed it waxed most doqiieut 
upon this ^eme, caustic, if you will, but with a ripple, betwem 
whiles, like the deep-throated chuckle of the wise old philosopher 
it was. 

Go to 1 ** chuckled the brook. 0 heavy-footed, heavy- 
sighing Human — go to I It is written that Man was given 
dominion over bir^ and beasts, and hshes, and all things made, 
yet how doth Man, in all his pride, compare with even a little 
mountain ? And, as to birds, and beasts, and fishes, they 
provide for themselves, day in and day out, while Man doth 
starve, and famish I To what end is Man born but to work, 
beget his kind, and die ? 0 Man ! lift up thy dull-sighted eyes — 
behold the wonder of the world, and the infinite universe about 
thee; behold thybdf, and see thy many failings and imper- 
fections, and thy stupendous littleness — go to I Man was nndo 
for the World, and not the World for Man ! Man is a leaf in the 
foicbt — a grain of dust borne upon the wind, and, when the wind 
faheth, dust to dust retumeth — out upon thee, with thy puny 
griefs and sorrows. 

'*0 Manl — ^who hath dommion over all things save thine 
own heart, and who, in thy bhnd egotism, setteth thyself much 
above me, who am but a runlet of w^ater. O Man 1 1 tell thee, 
when thou art dusty bones I shall still be here, singing to myself 
in the sim or talking to some other poor Human Fool, in the 
dark. Go to ! chuckled the brook, the Wheel of Life turneth 
ever faster and faster — the woes of to-day shall be the woes of 
la^t year, or ever thou canst count them all — out upon thee — 
go to I " 


CHAPTER XXVI 

OF STORM, ARP TI^MFEST, AND HOW I MET ONE PRAYING IN THE 

DAWN 

On I went, chin on breast, heedless of all direction — ^now beneath 
the shade of trees, now crossing grassy glades or rolling meadow, 
or threading my way through long alleys of hop-bines ; on and 
on, skirting hedges, by haycocks looming ghostly in the dark, by 
rustling cornfields, through wood and coppice, where branches 
touched me, as I passed, like ghostly fingers in the dark ; on I 
went, lost to all things but my own thoughts. And my thoughts 
were not of Life, nor Death, nor the world, nor the spaces beyond 
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the world*- but of my Virgil book with the broken cover, and of 
him who had looked at it — over her shoulder. And, raising my 
hands, I clasped them about my temples, and leaning against a 
tree, stood there a great while. Yet, when the trembling fit liad 
left me, I went on again, and with every footstep there rose a voice 
within me, crying : Why ? Why ? Why ? ” 

Why should 1, Peter Vibart, hale and well in body, healthy in 
mind — ^why should I fall thus into ague-spasms because of a 
woman — of whom 1 knew nothing, who had come I knew not 
■ whence, accompanied by one whose presence, imder such con- 
ditions, meant infamy to any woman — why should I burn thus in a 
fever if she chose to meet another while I was abroad ? Was she 
not fiee to follow her own devices — had I any claim upon her — 
by what light did I seek to compass her goings and comings, or 
interest myself in her doiiig^j ? Why ? Why ? Why ? 

As I went, the woods gradually fell away, and I came out 
upon an open ]>lace. The ground lose sharply before me, but I 
climbed on, and up, anfl so, in tune, stood upon a hill. 

Now, standing upon this t‘levatiori, with the woods looming 
dimly bel()W me, as it they were a dark tide hemming rue in on 
all Sides, 1 became conscious of a sudden great quietude m the 
air — a stillness that was like the hush of expectancy , not a sound 
came to me, not a whisper from the myiiad leaves bi low. 

But, as I stood there listening, very faint and far away, I 
heard a murmur that rose, and died, and rose again, that swelled 
and swelled into tlie loll of distant thunder. Down iii the woods 
was a faint rustling, as if some giant weie Stirling among the 
leaves, and out of their depths breathed a puff of wind that 
fanned my cheek, and so was gone. But, in a while, it was back 
again, slioiigei, more insistent tJian Ix'foie, till, sudden as it came, 
it died aw'ay again and all was hushed and still, save only for the 
tremor down there among the leaves ; but lightning flickered 
upon the hoiizon, the thundei n»lltd nearer and nearer, a|ui the 
giant grew ever more restless. 

Round about me, in the daik, wTre imps that laughed and 
whispered together, and mocked me amid the leaves : 

Who is the madman that stands upon a lonely hill at 
midnight, bare-headed, half clad, and hungeis for the storm ? 
Peter Vibart ! Peter Vibart ! Who is he that, having eyes, 
sees not, and having ears, hears not ? Peter Vibart I Peter 
Vibart I Blow, Wind, and buffet him 1 Flame, O Lightning, that 
he may see I Roar, O Thunder, that he may hear and know I " 
Upon the stillness came a rustling, loud, and ever louder, 
drowning all else, for the giant was awake at last, and stretching 
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himsdf; and now, up he sprang with a sudden OeUow, and, 
gathering himself together, swept up towards me, through the 
swaying tree-tops, pelting me with broken twigs and fl>ing leaves, 
and filling the air with the tumult of his coming 

Oh, the wind • — the bellowing, giant wind ! on he came, 
exulting, whistling thiough mv hair, stopping my brt'ath, roanng 
in my ears his savage, wild halloo I And as if m answer, forth 
from the inky heaven burst a jagged blinding flame, tli.it zig- 
zagged down among the tossing trees, and vanished with a 
roanng thunder clap that seemed to stun all things to siknce. 
But not for long foi in the darkness camt tlie wind again hcKor, 
wilder than bcJoie, shucking a defiance Jhe thunder Clashed 
above me and the lightning ([ui\ciOi.l in the air about me till my 
eves ached with the swift tiansitions fiom pitch daikness to 
dazzling light- light in which distant objects started out clear 
and well dihntd, only to be hist again in a swnl of blickness 
And now came i an a sudden, liisang downjxnir, long threads 
ol sc mtillating liie whcic the lightning caught it -ram that 
wetted me thiough and through 

Ihc storm was at its he ight and a^^ I listened, ram and wind, 
and thundti bcc une iiiei ^ccl aid blended into awlul musiv. a 
‘■\nij)hon}^ of life; and De ith jilavc el b\ the hands of (lod , and 
J was an atemi-a giain of dii^t m insect, to be ciudied hy 
Gods little finger And ^et, needs must thi'^ insert still think 
upon its little sell foi half die^wncd cle ifMieel blind, and Indf 
tliiniie d though 1 was, still the venee within me ciitd “ \Miy ? 
Why? Wh>?*’ 

Why was 1 here instead of lying soft, and sheltered, and 
sleeping the bkss* d sle c p of liiec^ Hum mil v ? \\ h\ wd'^ I here, 

with dentil about me -and why must I tlimk and think, and 
think of Hct ^ 

Ihe whole breadth of hci\en seemied torn a^uiKkn— blue 
flame crackled in the an, it r in hissine ilcjng tiu giound then — 
blackness, and a thundcie^lap that slmok tJie v< ly lull beneath me, 
and 1 was down upon my kne es witli tlie sw ish of the ram about me. 

Little by little upon this silence stole the lustle of leayes, and 
in the leayes were the imps who mockt^d me 

Who IS lie that doth love in despite of himself and shall do, 
aU his days — be she good oi evil wh.itcver she was vihatever 
slie IS ? Who IS the veiy Fool of J^ve ? Betti Vibaxt I Peter 
Vibart 1 

And so I bowed my face upon my hands, and remained thus a 
great while, heeding no more the tempest about me. For now 
mdeed was my question answered, and my fear realised. 
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I love her I— whatever she was— whatever she is— good or 
evil — I love her 0 Fool 1 — 0 most miserable Fool I** % 

And presently I rose, and went on down the hill, Fast I 
strode, stumblmg and slippmg, plunging on heedlessly through 
bush and brake until at last, looking about me. I found myself 
on the outskirts of a little spiniu } , or copse, and then 1 became con- 
scious that the storm had p issed, for the thunder had died down 
to a murmur, and tin rain had ceased , only all about me were 
little soft sounds, as if the tices were vecping silently together. 

Pushing on, I came into a sort of n irrow lane, grassy underfoot 
and shut m on eithc r band by Vi ry tall hedges that loo 1 solid 
and black in the niglit . and, being spent and weary, 1 sat down 
beneath one of these and pro})pe(l rn^ elim in iny hands 

How long I n inauitd thu«^ I cannot sa\, but 1 was at length 
aroused by a voice -a sti ingdy sweet and gentle voice at no 
great dist nice and the words it utUicd wcit tlie'^e 

O I gi\e til n ks unto Uie ^ onl foi lie is ood for His mercy 
endureth for evci i O 1 oid I I be s< ec li I hce look down m J hii c 
infinite pity upon this Thy world , for lo • d ly at hand, and 
Thy children must soon awake to hfe, and toil and temptation. 
01 Ihou who art the Lover of Men, let Thy Holy Spint wait 
to meet witli each one of us upon the thicshold of the dawn, and 
lead us through tins coming day Like as a father i>ititth his 
children so dost Ihou pity all the woeful and heavy-hearted 
Look down upon all those who must so «- 0 ()n awake to tin ir griefs, 
bj>eak comfort iblv to them remember tlio’sc m pain who must so 
soon take up then wc ai > burdens * 1 ook down upon the hungiy , 
and the rich, and the evil, and the good, that m thi new day, 
finding each some thing of lliy mercy, they may gi\e thcUiks unto 
the Lord, fox He is good, for His mercy enduieth for ever " 

So the voice tnoed, and there was silence and a profound 
stillnv'-s np(vn all tl mgs , wherefore, lifting my eye^. unto the east, 
1 saw that it Wcis dc ^ 11 . 


CHAPTER XXVH 

THE EPH-EFFIC 

Now, when the prayer was ended, I turned my back upon the 
lightening east and set off along the lane. 

But, as 1 went, I heard one hailing me, and glandng round, 
saw that in the hedge was a wicket-gate, and over this gate a 
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man was leaning. A little, thin man with the face of an ascetic, 
or mediaeval saint, a face of a high and noble beauty, upon whose 
sdiolarly brow sat a calm serenity, yet beneath which glowed 
the full, bright eye of the man of action. 

“ Good-morning, friend ! " said he ; " welcome to my solitude, 
I wish you joy of this new day of ours ; it is cloudy yet, but 
there is a lift down on tlie horizon — it will be a fair day, I think.*' 

" On the contrary, sir,** said I, “ to me there are all the 
evidences of the bad weather continuing. I think it will be a 
bad day, with rain, and probably thunder and lightning 1 Good- 
morning, sir I " 

" Stay I " cried he as I turned away, and, with the word, 
set his hand upon the gate, and, vaulting nimbly over, came 
towards me with a broad-brimmed straw hat in one hand and a 
long-stemmed wooden pipe in the other. 

** Sir,** said he, “ my cottage is close by — you look worn, 
and jaded. Will you not step in and rest awhile ? " 

Thank you, sir ; but I niu«^t be upon my way." 

" And whither lies your way ? " 

'* To Sissinghurst, sir.** 

" You have a long walk before you, and, with your permis.sion, 
I will accompany you a little way." 

" With pleasure, sir I " I answered, " though I fear you will 
find me a moody companion, and a somewhat silent one ; but 
then, I shall be the better listener, so light your pipe, sir, and, 
while Vou smoke, talk." 

" My pipe 1 " said he, glancing down at it ; " ah I yes — I was 
about to compose my Sunday evening's seimon." 

" You are a clergyman, sir ? " 

" No, no — a preacher — or sav rather — a teacher, and a very 
humble one, who, striving liimself after Truth, seeks to lend such 
aid to others as he may." 

" Truth ! " .said I ; " what is Truth ? ** 

" Truth, sir, is that which can never pass away ; the Truth 
of Life is Good Works, which abide evei lastingly." 

" Sir," said I, " you smoke a pipe, I perceive, and should, 
therefore, be a good preacher, for smoldng begets thought " 

" And yet, sir, is not to act, greater than to think ? " 

" Why, Thought far outstrips puny Action ! " said I — it 
reaches deeper, soars higher — ^in our actions we are pigmies, 
but in our thoughts we may be gods, and embrace a universe." 

" But," sighed the Preacher, " while we think, our fellows 
perish in ignorance and want I " 

" Hum 1 " said I. 
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*' Thought,” pursued the Preacher, ” may become a vice, 
as it did with the old*time monks and hermits, who, shutting 
themselves away from their kind, wasted them lives upon their 
knees, thinking noble thoughts and dreaming of holy things, 
but — ^leaving the world very carefully to the devil. And, as 
to smoking, I am seriously considering giving it up.” Here he 
took the pipe from liis lips and thrust it behind his back, 

” Why ? ” 

” It has become, unfortunately, too human I It is a strange 
thing, sir,” he went on, smiling and shaking his head, " that this, 
my one indulgence, should breed me more discredit than all the 
cardinal sins, and become a stumbling-block to others. Only 
last Sunday I happened to oveihcar two wliiteheaded old fellows 
talking. 'A fine seimon, Giles?* said the one. ‘ Ah 1 good 
enough,* replied the other, * but it might ha* been better — ye see — 
*e smokes I * So I am seriously thinking of giving it up, fork'll 
would appear, that if a pieacher prove himself as human as his 
flock they immediately lose faith in him, and become deaf to his 
teaching.** 

” Very true, sir I '* I nodded. ” It has always been human 
to admire and res^KJct that only which is in any way different 
to ourselves ; in archaic times those whose teachings were above 
men's comprehension, or who were remarkable foi any singularity 
of action, were immediately deified. Pythagoras recognised this 
truth when he shrouded himself in mysteiy, and delivered his 
lectures from behind a curtain, tliough to be sure he has come to 
be regarded as something of a charlatan in consequence.” 

” Pray, sir,” said the Preacher, absent-mindedly puffing at 
his pipe again, ” may I ask what you are ? ” 

“ A blacksmith, sii.’* 

” And where did you lead of Pythagoras and the like ? ** 

” At Oxford, sir.’* 

” How comes it then that I find you in the dawn, wet with 
rain, buffeted by wind, and- most of all— a shoer of horses ? ” 

But, instead of answ'eiing, I pointed to a twisted figure that 
lay beneath the opposite hedge. 

” A man I ** exclaimed the Preacher, *' and asleep, I think,’* 

” No,” said I, ” not in that contorted attitude.” 

” Indeed, you are right,” said the Preacher ; ” the man is 
ill — poor bellow I ” and, hurrying forward, he fdl on his knees 
beside the prostrate figure. 

He was a tall man, roughly clad, and he lay upon his back, 
rigid and motionless, w^hile upon his blue lips were flecks and 
bubbles of foam. 
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"Epilfpsyl” said L The Preacher nodded, and busied 
himself with loosening the sodden neckcloth, the while I un- 
clasped the icy fingers to relieve the tension of the muscles. 

The man’s hair was long and matted, as was also his beard, 
and his face all drawn and pale, and very deeply lined Now, 
as I looked at him, I had a vague idea that I had somewhere, 
at some time, seen lum before 

“ Sir,” said the Preacher, looking up, ” will you help me to 
carry him to my cottage ? — it is not very far ” 

So we presently took the man’s wasted form between us and 
bore it, easily enough to where stood a sm J1 cottage bower cd 
m roses and honfvsuckJe And, having deposited our uncon- 
scious burden upon the lYcacher’s humble bed, I tinned to depart. 

” Sir,” said the Pu arlur holding out his hand, ‘ it is seldom 
one meets >Mth a bltuksniith v^ho his it ad the Pvthagorcan 
Philosophy — at Oxford, and 1 should hkt to see you again. 1 am 
a lonely man save for my books, come and sup with me some 
evening, and lot us talk ” 

” And smoke?” sud I The little Preacher sighed ”I 
will come,” said I ; ” thank you * and good-bve I ” Now, even 
as I spoke, chancing to cast m^ eyes upon the pale, still face, 
on the bed, 1 felt rnoi e c ei tain than e\ er tliat I had somewhere seen 
It before. 


CIKPIJ R xwin 

IN WHICH I COMF 10 A Dl irRMINATION 

As I walked through the fresh green world there ensued within 
me the following ispute, as it viere, between myself and two 
voices , and the first \oice I will call Pro, and the other Contra 

Myseif May the devil take that ” Gabbmg Dick ” I 
Pro He probably will 

Myself Had he not told me of what he saw — of the man 

who looked at my Viigil— over her shoulder 

Pro Or had you not listened 

Mvsflf Ah yes I— but then, I did listen, and that he spoke 
the truth is beyond all doubt the misplaced Viigil proves that 
However, it is certain, yes, very certain, that 1 can remain no 
longer m the Hollow 

Contra Well, there is excellent accommodation at “TheBuU.” 
Pro. And pray, why leave the Hollow ? 
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Myself. Because she is a woman 

Pro. And you love her 1 
Myself. To my sorrow. 

Pro. Well, but woman was made for man, Peter, and man 
for woman 1 

Myself (stemlv). Lnough of that — I must go 1 
Pro. Being full of bitter jealousy. 

Myself. No 1 

Pro, Being a in id jealous fool 

M/selb. As y(.m will 

Pro. — ^who lias condemned her unheard — with no chance 
of justification 

Mysllf. To inorr(»w, at the very latest. I shall seek some 
other habitation 

Pro Has she the look of guilt ? 

M\sllf. No , but th n woin* n an deceitful by nature, and 
very skilful in di guismg tiicir lauJt>~ at least so 1 have read in 
my books 

Pro (contemptuuusK) Books I Books* Books I 
Myslib (shoith) No matter, I have decided. 

Pro Do you Kincmbir liow willnif^lv *^he worked for you 

with those slendci , c ajiable hands of hers ? 

My SI Li Why rtmiiid me of thi<- ? 

Pro You must needs mis'! iui pnsence soiely , her foot- 
step, that was alwa>s so quick, and light ~ 

M'^sllf. Jiulv wonderful in one so nobly formed I 
Pro — and the way slit had of singing soiUy to herself. 
Mystif a beautiful \oice 

Pro With i carcass in it~ and tin n, her habit of looking 
at you ovti her shouldei 

Mysli r Ah }csi~her laslit's a little dioopmg, her brows 
a little wrinkled, hei lips a little ]>artt(l. 

Con IRA. A eomfortable inn is “ I he Bull.’* 

Mysllf (hastily) \cs, ^ts — eertainly 
Pro. All 1- her lips the scarlet wit< hcry of her lips I Do 
you remember how sweetly the lower one curved upward to its 
fellow ? A mutinous mouth, with its sudden, bewildenng 
changes I 5 ^ou never quite knew which to watch oftenest — her 
e>es, or her lips 

Contra (hoarsely) Excellent cooking at " The Bull ** I 
Pro And how she would berate you. and scoff at your 
Master Epictetus, and dry-as-dust philosophers I 

Myself. I have sometimes wondered at her pronounced 
antipathy to Epictetus. 
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Pro, And she called you a creature," 

Myself. The meaning of whidi I never quite fathomed. 

Pro. And, frequently, a " pedant." 

Myself. I think not more than four times. 

Pro. On such occasions, you will remember, she had a 
petulant way of twitching her shoulder towards you, and frown- 
ing. and, occasionally, stamping her foot ; and, deep within you, 
you loved it all, you know you did. 

Contra. But that is all over, and you are going to " The Bull." 

Myself (hurriedly). To be sure — " The Bull." 

.I*RO. And, lastly, you cannot have forgotten — 3’ou never 
wifi forget— the soft tumult of the tender bosom that pillowed 
your battered head -the pity of her hands — those great, scalding 
tears, the sudden, swift caress of her lips, and the thrill in her 
voice when she said 

Myself (hastily). Stop I that is all forgotten. 

Pro. You lie 1 You have dreamed ofut ever since, working 
at your anvil, or lying upon your bed, with your eyes upon the 
stars— you have loved her from the bt'ginning of things I 

Myself. And I did not know it, I was v'ory blind ; the 
wonder is that she did not discover my love for iicr long ago, 
for, not knowing it was there, how should I try to it ? 

Contra. O i^>lind, and more than blind 1 why should you 
suppose she hasn't ? 

Myself (stopping shoit). What ? Can it be possible that 
she has ? 

Contra. Didn't she once say that she could read you like a 
book ? 

Myself. She did. 

Contra. And have you not often surprised a smile upon her 
lips, and wondered ? 

Myself. Many times. 

Contra. Have you not beheld a thin-veiled mockery in her 
look ? Why, poor fool, has she not mocked you from the first ? 
You dream of her lips. Were not their smiles but coquetry and 
derision ? 

Myself. But why should she deride me ? 

Contra, por your youth, and — innocence. 

Myself. My youth 1 my innocence I 

Contra. Being a fool ingrain, didn't you boast that you 
bad known but few women ? 

Myself, I did, but 

Contra. Didn't she call you boy I boy I boy 1 — and laugh 
at you? 
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Myself. Well--evcn so 

Contra (with bitter scorn). O Boyl 0 Innocent of the 
innocent I go to, for a bookish fool I Learn that lovely ladies 
yield themsdves but to those who are masterful in their wooing, 
who have wooed often, and tnumphed as often. 0 Innocent 
of the mnocent 1 forget the maudlin sentiment of thy books and 
old romances — thy pure Sir Galahads, thy vary parfait gentil 
kmgbtes/* thy meek and lowly lovers serving their ladies on 
bended knee , open thine eyes, learn that women to-day love 
only the strong hand, the bold eye, the ready tongue ; kneel to 
her, and she will scorn and contemn you. What woman, think 
you, would piefer the solemn, stern-eyed punty of a Sir Galahad 
(though he be the king of men) to the quick-witted gaiety of a 
debonnaire Lothario (though he be but the shadow of a man) ? 
Out upon thee, pale faced student * thy tongue hath not the 
trick, nor thy mmd tlie nimbleness for the winning of a fair and 
lo\ \} lady. Ihou’rt well enough m want of a better, but, when 
Loth Liio comes, must she not run to mict him with arms out- 
StH t h< (1 ^ 

** To morrow," said I, dent lung my fists, " to-morrow I will 
go a^\ay I " 

Being now come to the Hollow, I turned aside to the brook, 
at tlut pi ice where wa the poe»l in which I was wont to porfonn 
mv moining ablutions, and kiiulmg down I ga/ed at myself 
in the dark, still water , and 1 sav/ that Hit night had, indeed, 
set its mark upon me 

" lo monow," sad I again, nodding to the wild face below, 
'* te) morrow I will go far hence " 

Now while I yet ga/c d at niy‘'t If 1 heard a sudden ga'-p be land 
me, and turning hhvld Chariniari 

** Piter ! IS it you ? " sJi< whisprrcd, drawing back fium me, 
" Who else, Charmian ? Did I staitlc \uu " 

" Yes oh, PcliT f " 

" Are you afiaid of me ^ " 

" You are like one wlio has walked with— d^ath I " 

I rose to my feet, and stood looking down at her. 

" Are you afraid of me, Charmian ? " 

" No, Peter " 

" I am glad of that," said I, " because I want to ask you — 
to many me, Charmian." 



m 


The. Broad Highway 


CHAPTER XXIX 

WHICH CHARMIAN ANSWERS MY QUESTION 


Peter 1 
Yes ? 

'' I wish you wouldn’t.*' 

Wouldn’t wliat, ('hdnnian ? " 

"Stir your tea round, and lound, and round— it is really 
Ciobt— exasperating ! " 

" I beg your pardon I " said I humbly. 

" And you eat nothing— and that is also exasperating." 

" 1 am not hiiiigiy.” 

"And 1 was so (aieful with the bacon— see it is fried — 
beaiitifullv- yes, 5 ^ou aie veiy e^aspelatlng, J^(ter ! ” 

Jkic, finding 1 was absent mmdedlv stiiiing my tea round 
and round again, I gulped it down out ol thf whereupon 
Chiirmian took niy cuji and lefiUed it haMiig done winch, she 
set her elbows upon the table, and, pioppnig hei chin in hti hands, 
looked at me. 

" You climbed out through your window last night, Peter ? " 
" Ye.s." 

" It must have been a — dreadfully tight s(|iiee/e 1 " 

" Yes » 

" And why did you go by tlie window ? " 

" I did not wish to distuib you." 

" That was very thouglitlul of you — only, you see, I was up 
and diessed , the roai ol the thundei woke me It w«is a 
dreadful storm, Petei ! " 

" Yes.” 

“ 1 he lightning was awlul ! " 

" Yes.” 

" And you were out in it ? ” 

"'lies.” 

" Oil, you poor, poor Peter ! — how cold you must have been.** 

"On the contraiy,” I began, 1 ” 

" And wet, Peter— misei ably wet and clammy I ** 

" I did not notice it,” 1 munnured. 

"lieing a philosopher, Peter, and too much engrossed in 
your thoughts ? ” 

" I was certainly thinking." 

•' Of youiself 1 ” 
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-Yes ” 

** You axe a great egoist, aren't you, Peter ? ” 

-Am I, Charmian?" 

"Who but an egoist could stand with his mind so full of 
himself and his own concerns as to be oblivious to thunder and 
lightning, and not know that he is miserably clammy and wet ? " 

- I thought of others besides myself." 

" But only in connection with yourself ; everything you have 
ever read, or seen, you apply to yourself, to make that self more 
worthy in Mr. Vibart's eyes. Is this worthy of Peter Vibart ? 
Can Peter Vibart do this, that, or the other, and still retain the 
respect of Peter Vibart ? 1 hen why, being in all things so very 

correct and precise, why is Peter Vibart give n to piowlmg abroad 
at midnight, quite oblivious to thunder, lightning, wet and 
clamminess ? I answer : Because Peter Vibart is too much 
engrossed by- Peter Vibart. There I that soimdS rather cryptic, 
and very full of Peter Vibart— but that is as it should be," and she 
laughed. 

" And what does it mean, Charnuan ? " 

"Good sii, the sibyl hath spoken! Find her meaning for 
yourself " 

" You have called me, on various occasions, a * creature," 
a ' pedant very frequently a pedant, and now, it seems I am 
an egoist, and all because " 

" Because you tlunk too much, Peter ; you never open youlr 
lips without having first thought out just what you are going 
to say, you never do anything without having laboriously mapped 
It all out beforehand, that >ou may not outrage Peter Vibart's 
tranquillity by any impulsive act or sptech — oh I you are 
always thinking and thinking- and that is even worse than 
stirring, and stirring at >oui tea as you aie doing now." I took 
the spoon hastily from iny c uj>, and laid it as far out of reach as 
• possible. " If evci you should write the book you onccfipoke of, 
it would be just the very sort of book that 1 should — hate." 

“ Why, rharinian ? " 

" Because it w^ouJd be a book of artfullv tui nc d phrases ; a 
book in which all the characters, especially women, would think 
and speak, and act by rote and rule — as according to Mr. Peter 
Vibart ; it would be a scholarly book, of elaborate finish and 
care of detail, with no iiregulanties of style, or anything else, to 
break the monotonous harmony of the whole — ^indeed, sir, it 
would a most unreadable book 1 " 

" Do you think so. Charmian ? " said I, once more taking up 
the teaspoon. 
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' " Why, of course 1 " she answered, with raised brows ; ** it 
would probably be full of Greek atod Latin quotations I and you 
would polish and rewrite it until you had polished every vestige 
of life and spontaneity out of it, as you do out of yourself, with 
your thinking, and thinking/* 

“ But I never quote you Greek or Latin — ^that is surely 
something, and, as for thinlang, would you have me a thoughtless 
fool , or an impulsive ass ? ** 

“Anything rather than a calculating, introspective philo- 
sopher, seeing only the mote in the sunbeam, and nothing of the 
glory/' Here she gently disengaged the teaspoon from my 
fingers, and laid it in her own saucer, having done which, she 
sighed, and looked at me with her head to one side. “ Were they 
all like you, Peter, I woiidcr — those old philosophers, grim and 
stern, and terribly repressed, with burning eyes, Peter, and with 
very long chins ? Epictetus was, of course 1“ 

“ And you dislike Epictetus, Charmian ? “ 

“ I detest him I He was just the kind of person, Peter, 
who, being unable to sleep, would have wandered out into a 
terrible thunderstorm, in the middle of the night, and, being cold, 
and wet, and clammy, Potcr, would liave drawn moral lessons, 
and made epigrams upon the thunder and lightning. Epictetus, 
1 am quite sure, was a — ^person I “ 

“ He was one of the wisest, gentlest, and most lovable of all 
the Stoics 1 " said I. ' ' 

“ Can a philosopher possibly be lovable, Peter ? “ Here I 
very absent-mindedly took up a fork, but, finding her eye upon 
me, laid it down again. 

“ You are very nervous, Peter, and very pale, and worn, and 
haggard, and all because you habitually — ovei think yourself ; and 
indeed, there is something very far wrong with a man who persever- 
ingly stirs an empty cup — with a fork 1 *' And, with a laugh, sheS 
took rny^cup, and, having once more refilled it, set it before me, 
“ And yet, Peter — 1 don*t tliink — no, I don't think I would 
nave you very much changed, after all.” 

“ You mean that you would rather I remained the pedantic, 
egotistical creature ” 

“ I mean, Peter, that, being a woman, I naturally love novelty, 
and you are very novel — and very interesting,’* 

“ Thank you I '* said I, frowning, 

“ And more contradictory than any woman ! ” ^ 

“ Hum I ** said I. 

•* You are so strong, and simple— so wise and brave— and so 
very weak, and foolish, and timid I ” 


Highixray 
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Timid ? " said I. 

Timid I nodded she. 

** 1 am a vast fool ! ** 1 acknowledged. 

“ And I never knew a man an^ thing like you before, Peter 1 
** And you have known many, I undei stand ? '' 

** Very many.** 

** Yes — ^you told me so once befoie, I believe.** 

" 1 wice, Peter ; and each time you bee ame very silent and 
gloomy ! Now you, on the other hand,” she continued, ” have 
known very few women ? ** 

” And my life has been calm and imruffU d m consequence 1 ** 
** You had your books, Peter, and your hoi‘-f ‘•hovS ” 

” My books and horseshoes, yes.** 

” And were content ? '* 

•* yuite content.** 

*' Until, one day — a wonian— came to you.” 

” Until, one day — I met a wonian ** 

•* And then ? ** 

"And then — I askid her to mairy me, Chaimian.** Here 
thoie ensued a pause during uludi ( harmiun began to pleat a 
fold in the tablecloth. 

” 1 hat was rather — unwise of yon, wasu t it ? ** said she at last, 
" How unwise ? ’* 

" Because — she miglit — have taken you at your word, Pete»,*^ 
" Do you mean that— that you won*t, Charmian ? ** 

** Oh dear, no ! I have arnved at no deosion yet — ^how 
could I ? You must give me time to consider.** Here she 
paused m her pleatmg to regard it cntically, with her head on one 
side ** lo be sure,** said she, with a little nod, " to be ‘^ure, you 
need someone to — ^to look after you — that is veiy evident I '* 

'* Yes.** 

" To cook — and wash for you ** 

" Yes ** 

" 1 o mend your clothes for you.*’ 

" Yes.** 

" And you think me sufficiently — competent ? ” 

" Oh, Charmian, I— yes *' 

" Tliank you I ** said she, very solemnly, and, though her 
lashes had drooped, I felt the mockery of her eyes ; wherefore 
I took a sudden, great gulp of tea, and came near choking, wliile 
Charmian began to pleat another fold in the tablecloth. 

" And so Mr. Vibart would stoop to wed so humble a person 
as Charmian Brown ? — Mr Peter Vibart would, actually, marry 
a woman of whose past he knows nothing ? ** 
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"Yes,” said I. 

" That, again, would be rather — ^unwise, wouldn’t it ? ” 

" Why ? ” 

“"Considering Mr. Vibart’s very lofty ideals in regard to 
WQmen.“ 

“ What do you mean ? “ 

“ Didn't you once say that your wife's name must be above 
suspicion — ^like Casar's — or*something of the kind ? '' 

“ Did I ? — ^yes, perhaps I did — well ? '' 

“ Well, this woman — ^this Humble Person has no name at all, 
and no shred of reputation left her. She has compromised 
herself beyond all redemption in the eyes of the world.” 

” But then,” said I, ” this world and I have always mutually 
despised each other.” 

” She ran away, this woman — eloped with the most notorious, 
the most accomplished rake in London.” 

“ Well ? ” 

“ Oh I — ^is not that enough r ” 

“ Enough for what, Charmian ? ” I saw her busy fingers 
falter and tremble, but her voice was steady when she answeiT'd : 

” Enough to make any — wise man think twice before asking 
this Humble Person to — to marry him.” 

“ I might think twenty times, and it would be all one I ” 

“ You — mean ? ” 

“ That if Charmian Brown will stoop to marry a village 
blacksmith, Peter Vibart will find happiness again ; a happiness 
that is not of the simshine — nor the wind in the trees — Lord, 
what a fool I was ! ” Her fingers had stopped altogether now, 
but she neither spoke nor raised her head. 

” Charmian,” said I, leaning nearer across the table, 
•• speak.” 

” Oh, Peter I ” said she, with a sudden break in her yoic€^ 
and stooped her head lower. Yet in a little she looked up at 
me, and her eyes were very sweet and shining. 

Now, as our glances met thus, up from throat to brow there 
crept that hot, slow wave of colour, and in her face and in her 
eyes I seemed to read joy, and fear, and .shame, and radiant joy 
again. But now she bent her head once more, and strove to 
pleat another fold, and could not ; while I grew suddenly afraid 
of her, and of myself, and longed to hurl aside the table that 
divided us, and thrust my hands deep into my pockets, and, 
finding there my tobacco-pipe, brought it out, and fell to turning 
it aimlessly over and over. I would have spoken only I knew 
that my voice would tremble, and so 1 sat mum-chance, staring 
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at my pip o with unseeing eyes, and with my brain in a ferment. 
And presently came her voice, cool, and sweet, and sane : 

** Your tobacco, Peter,” and held the box towards me 
across the table. 

” Ah, thank you ! ” said I, and began to fill my pipe, while 
she watched me with her chin propped in her hands. 

” Peter I ” 

" Yes, Charmian ? 

'* I wonder why so grave a person as Mr. Peter Vibart should 
seek to marry so impossible a creature as — the Humble Person ? ” 

” I think,” I answered, ” I think, if there is any special reason, 
it is because of — your mouth.” 

” My mouth ? ” 

” Or your eyes — or the way you have with your lashes.” 

Charmian laughed, and forthwith drooped them at me, and 
laughed again, and shook her head. 

” But surely, Peter, surely there are thousands, millions of 
women with mouths and eyes like ™ the Humble Person's ? ” 

” It is possible,” said I, ” but none who have the same way 
with their lashes.” 

” What do you mean ? ” 

” I can't tell ; I don't know.” 

” Don't you, Peter ? ” 

” No — ^it is just a way.” 

” And so it is that you want to marrj' this very Humble 
Person ? ” 

” I think I have wanted to from the very first, but did not 
know it — being a blind fool I ” 

” And — did it need a night walk in a thunderstorm to teach 
you ? ” 

” No — ^that is, yes — ^perhaps it did.” 

” And — are you quite, quite sure ? ” 

” Quite — quite sure 1 ” said 1, and, as I spoke, I laid my pipe 
upon the table, and rose ; and, because my hands were trembling, 
I clenched my fists. But, as I approached her, she started up 
and put out a hand to hold me off, and then I saw that her hanck 
were trembling also. And standing thus, she spoke, very 
softly : 

” Peter.” 

” Yes, Charmian ? ” 

” Do you remember describing to me the — ^thc perfect woman 
who should be your — wife ? ” 

” Yes.” 

” How that you must be able to respect her for her intellect ? ” 
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"“•■'"Yes.” 

" Honour her for her virtue ? 

" Yes. Charmian/' 

•* And worship her—for her — spotless purity ? 

** I dreamed a paragon — perfect and impossible — I was a 
fool I " said I. 

" Impossible I Oh, Peter ! what — ^what do you mean ? ’* 

" She was only an impalpable shade quite impossible of 
realisation — a bloodless thing, as you said, and quite unnatural — 
a sickly figment of the imagination — I was a fool I 

“ And you are — too wise now, to expect— such virtues — in 
any woman ? 

" Yes,*’ said I ; “ no — oh, Charmian ! I only know that you 
have taken this phantom's place — that you fill all my thoughts— 
sleeping, and waking ” 

“ No 1 No I ** she cried, and struggled in my arms, so that 
I caught her hands, and held them close, and kissed them many 
times. 

“ Oh, Charmian 1 Charmian ! — don’t you know — can’t you 
see — ^it is you I want — you, and only you for ever : whatever 
you were — whatever you are — I love you— love you, and always 
must I Marry me, Charmian I— -marry me I and you shall be 

dearer than my life — more to me than rny soul ” But, as I 

spoke, her hands were snatched away, her eyes blazed into mine 
and her lips were all bitter scorn, and at the sight, Fear came 
upon me. 

Marry you I ” she panted '* marry you ? — no, and no, 
and no I ” And so she stamped her foot, and sobbed, and turning, 
fled from me, out of the cottage. 

And now to Fear came Wonder, and with Wonder was 
Despair. 

Truly, was ever man so great a fool 1 


CHAPTER XXX 

CONCEKNING THE FATE OF BLACK GEORGE 

A BROAD, white road ; on either hand some half-dozen cottages 
with roofs of thatch, or red tile, backed by trees gnarled and 
ancient, among which rises the red conical roof of some oast- 
house. Such, in a word, is Sissinghurst. 

Now, upon the left-hand side of the way there stands a'' 
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square, comfortable, whitewashed building, peaked of roof, bright 
as to windows, and with a mighty sign before the door, whereon 
you shall behold the picture of a bull : a bull roiling of eye, 
astonishingly curly of horn and stiff as to tail, and with a pro- 
digious girth of neck and shoulder ; such a snorting, fiery-eyed, 
curly-horned bull as was never seen off an inn-sign. 

It was at this bull that I was staring with much apparent 
. interest, though indeed, had that same curly-homed monstrosity 
been changed by some enchanter's wand into a green dragon, 
or griffin, or swan with two necks, the chances are that I should 
have continued sublimely unconscious of the transformation. 

Yet how should honest Silas Hoskins, ostler, and general 
factotum of ** The Bull ” inn, be aware of this fact, who, being 
thus early at work, and seeing me lost in contemplation, paused 
to address me in all good faith ? 

" A fine bull 'e be, eh, Peter ? Look at them 'oms, an’ that 
theer tail ; it's seldom as you sees 'orns or a tail the like o' 
them, eh ? " 

" Very seldom I " I answered, and sighed. 

" An’ then — 'is nose-'olcs, Peter, jest cast your eye on them 
nosc-'oles, will ye ; wliy, dang me 1 if I can’t ’ear 'im a snortin’ 
when I looks at 'em I An' 'e were all painted by a ciiap — a little 
old chap wi' grey whiskers — no taller 'n your Peter I 

Think o' that— a little chap no taller'n your elhcr ! I se^n *im 
do it wi' jny two eyes — a-sittin’ on a box. Drored 1’ bull in wi’ 
a bit o' chalk, first ; then 'e outs wi* a couple o' bnishes ; dab 
'e goes, an' dab, dab again, an' — by Goles I theer was a pair o’ 
eyes a-rollin’ theirselves at me — just a pair o' eyes, Peter. Ah I 
'e were a wonder were that little old chap wi' grey whiskers I 
The way *e went at that theer bull, a dabMn’ at 'im ’ere, an’ a- 
dajbbin' at 'im tlieer till 'e come to 'is tail — 'e done ’is tail last of 
all, Peter. ' Give 'un a good tail I ’ says I. ‘Ah I that I will,* 
says 'e. ' An' a good stiff 'un I ' says I. ‘Ye jest keep yom 

eye on it, an' watch 1 ' says 'e. Talk about tails, Peter I 'Pi put 
in that theer tail so quick as nigh made my eyes water, an’ — as 
for stiffness — well, look at it I I teU 'ee that chap could paint 
a- bull wi' 'is eyes shut, ah, that 'e could I an’ 'im such a very 
small Irian — wi' grey whiskers. No, ye don't see many bulls 
like that 'un theer, I'm thinkin’, Peter ? " 

“ They would be very hard to find I ” said I, and sighed again. 
Whereupon Silas sighed, for company's sake, and nodding, went 
ofi about his many duties, whistling cheerily. 

So I presently turned about and crossed the road to the 
smithy. But upon the threshold I stopped all at once, and drew 
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softly back, for, despite the early hour. Prudence was there, 
upon her knees before the anvil, with George's great hand- 
hammer clasped to her bosom, sobbing over it, and, while she 
sobbed, she lassed its worn handle. And because such love was 
sacred, and hallowed that dingy place, I took off my hat as 1 
once more crossed the road. 

Seeing " The Bull " was not yet astir, for the day was still 
young (as I say), I sat me down in the porch, and sighed. 

And after I had sat there for some while, with my cliin sunk 
upon my breast, and plunged in bitter meditation, I become aware 
of the door opening, and next moment a tremulous hand was 
laid upon my head, and, looking round, I beheld the Ancient. 

“ Bless *ee, Peter — ^bless 'ee,lad ! — an* a old man*s blessin' be 
no light thing — ’specially such a old, old man as I be — an' it 
bean't often as I feels in a blessin' sperrit — but oh, Peter I 'twere 
me as found yc, weren't it ? " 

** Why, to be sure it was, Ancient, very nearly five months 
....... ** 

ago. 

“ An' I be alius ready wi’ some noos for ye, bean't I ? '* 

" Yes, indeed I " 

Well, I got more noos for *ee, Peter — gert noos I " 

•• And what is it this time ? " 

“ I be alius full up o' noos, bean’t I ? " he repeated. 

" Yes, Ancient,” said I, and sighed ; ” and what is your 
news ? ” 

” Why, first of all, Peter, jest reach me my snuff-box, will 
'ee ? — 'ere it be — ^in my back 'ind pocket — thankee I thankee ! " 
Hereupon he knocked upon the lid with a bony knuckle. ” I du 
be that full o* noos this marnin* that my innards be all of a 
quake, Peter, all of a quake 1 ” he nodded, saying which be sat 
down close beside me. 

” Peter.” 

" Yes, Ancient ? ” 

“ Some day — ^when that theer old stapil be all rusted away, 
an' these old bones is a-restin' in the churchyard — over to 
Cranbrook, Peter — you'll think, sometimes, o' the very old man 
as was always so fuU o' noos, won't 'ce, Peter ? ” 

"Surely, Ancient, I shall never forget you," said I, and 
sighed. 

" An' now, Peter,” said the old man, extracting a pinch of 
snuff, " now for the noos — 'bout Black Jarge, it be.” 

" What of him. Ancient ? '' The old man shook his head. 

" It took eight on 'em to du it, Peter, an' now four on 'em*# 
a-layin' in their beds, an' four on 'em's'*obblin' on crutches — aiof 
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all over a couple o’ rabbits — ^though theer be some fules as says 
they was pa’tridges ! ” 

“ Why — ^what do you mean ? ” 

Why, ye see, Peter, Black Jarge be such a gert, strong man 
(I were much such another when I were young) — like a lion, in 
’is wrath, ’e be — ah I — a bull bean’t nothin’ to Black Jarge I 
An’ they keepers come an’ found ’im under a tree, fast asleep — 
like David in the Cave of AduUam, Peter, wi’ a couple o’ rabbits 
as ’e’d snared. An’, when they keepers tried to tak’ ’im, *e rose 
up, 'e did, an* throwed some on ’em this way an’ some on ’em 
that way — ’twere like Samson an’ the Philistines ; if only ’e’d 
’appened to find the jaw-bone of a ass lyin’’ ’andy, ’e'd ha’ killed 
’em all an’ got away, sure as sure. But it weren’t to be, Peter, no ; 

dead donkeys be scarce nowadays, an’ as for asses’ jawbones ” 

" Do you mean that George is taken™- a prisoner ? ” 

The Ancient nodded, and inhaled his pinch of snuff with 
much evident relish. 

It be gert noos, bcan’t it, Peter ? ” 

What have they done with him ? Where is he. Ancient ? ” 
But, before the old man could answer, Simon appeared. 

Ah, Peter I ” said he, shaking his head, “ the Gaffer’s been 

tellin’ ye *ow they’ve took Jarge for poachin’, I suppose ” 

“ Simon I ” cried the Ancient, ” shut thy mouth, lad — hold 
thy gab an’ give thy poor old feyther a chance — I be tellin’ ’im 
so fast as I can I As I was a-sayin’, Peter -like a fur’us lion 
were Jarge wi' they keepers — eight on ’em, Peter — ^like dogs, 
a-growlin’ an’ growlin’ an’ leapin’, and worryin’ all round ’im — 
ah ! — like a lion ’e were ” 

“ Waitin’ for a chance to use ’is ‘ right,’ d’ye see, Peter ! ” 
added Simon. 

Ancient. Wi* ’is eyes a-rollin’ an’ flamin', Peter, an’ 'is 

mane all bristlin’ 

Simon. Cool as any cucumber, Peter 

Ancient. A-roarin’ an’ a-lashin’ of ’is tail 

Simon. And sparrin’ for an openin’, Peter, and when ’e sees 

one — downin’ ’is man every time 

Ancient. Leapin’ in the air, rollin’ in the grass, wi’ they 

keepers dingin’ to ’im like leeches— ah ! leeches 

Simon. And every time they rushed, tap ’ud go ’is “ left,” 

and bang ’ud go ’is ” right ” 

Ancient. An’ up ’e’d get, like Samson again, Peter, an’ 

give ’isself a shake; bellerin’ — like a bull o’ Bashan 

Simon. Ye see, they fou’t so close together that the keepers 
was afear’d to use their guns 
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Ancient (indignantly). Guns! — who's a-talkin’ o* gu^? 
Simon, my bye — you be alius a-maggin' an' a-maggin'; bridle 
thy tongue, lad, bridle thy tongue afore it runs away wi' ye. 

Simon (sheepishly). All right. Old 'Un — fire away 1 

But, at this juncture. Old Amos hove in view, followed by 
the Apologetic Dutton, with Job, and sundry others, on their 
way to work, and, as they came they talked together, with much 
solemn wagging of heads. Having reached the door of The 
Bull " they paused and greeted us, and I thought Old Amos's 
habitual grin seemed a trifle more pronounced than usual. 

“ So poor Jarge 'as been an' gone and done for 'isself at last, 
eh ? O my soul I think o' that, now 1 " sighed Old Amos. 

“ Alius knowed as 'e would 1 " added Job ; " many's the 
time I've said as 'e would, an' you know it — all on you." 

" It'll be the Barbadies, or Austrayley ! " grinned Amos, 
“ transportation, it'll be — O my soul I think o' that now — an' 
'im a Siss'n'urst man I " 

" An' all along o* a couple o' — rabbits I " said the Ancient, 
emphasising the last word with a loud rap on his snuff-box. 

" Pa'tridges, Gaffer ! — ^they was pa'tridges I " returned Old 
Amos. 

" I alius said as Black Jarge'd come to a bad end," reiterated 
Job, " an* what's more — 'e aren't got nobody to blame but 'isseif 1 '' 

" An* all for a couple o' — ^rabbits I " sighed the Ancient, 
staring Old Amos full* in the eye. 

" Pa’tridges, Gaffer, they was pa'tridges — you, James Dutton 
— was they pa'tridges or was they not — speak up, James." 

Hereupon the man Dutton, all perspiring apology, as usual, 
shuffled forward, and, mopping his reeking brow, delivered 
himself in this wise : 

" W'ich I must say — meanin' no pffence to nobody, an' if so 
be, apologisin' — w'ich I must say — ^me 'avin' seen 'em — ^they was 
— leastways," he added, as he met the Ancient's piercing eye, 
” leastways — they might 'ave been, w'ich — if they ain't — no 
matter ! " 

Having said which, he apologetically smeared lus face all over 
with his shirt-sleeve, and subsided again. 

" It do wring my 'eart — ^ali, that it do 1 to think o' pore 
Jarge a convic' at Bot'ny Bay I " said Old Amos, " a-workin', 
an' dig^', an' slavin' wi' irons on 'is legs an' axms, a-jinglin', a»' 
a-janglin' when 'e walks." 

"Wdl, but it's Justice, aren't it?" demanded Job — "a 
poacher's a thief, an' a thief's a convic' — or should be I " 

" I've Wd," said Old Amos, shaking his head. " I've 'eerd 
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as they ties they cohvic's up to posts, an' lashes, an' lashes 'em 
Swi' the cat o' nine tails ! " 

*' They generally mostly deserves it 1 " nodded Job. 

“ But 'tis 'ard to think o' pore Jarge tied up to one o' them 
fioggin'-posts, wi* 'is back all raw an' blecdin* 1 " pursued Old 
Amos ; " crool 'ard it be, an' 'im such a fine, strappin' young chap." 

" 'E were alius a sight too fond o' pitchin' into folk, Jarge 
were 1 " said Job ; " it be a mercy as my back w^eren't broke 
more nor once." 

" Ah ! " nodded the Ancient, " you must be amazin' strong 
in the back. Job ! The way I've seed 'ee come a-roilin' an' a- 
wallerin' out o' that theer smithy's wonnerful, wonnerful. Lord I 
Job — 'ow you did roll 1 " 

" Well, 'e won't never do it no more," said Job, glowering ; 
" what wi' poachin' 'is game, an' knockin’ 'is keepers about, 

'tai'en’t likely as Squire Beverley'll let 'im olf very easy " 

" Who ? " said I, looking up, and speaking for the first time 
" Squire 'Beverley o' Burn'am 'All." 

•' Sir Peregrine Beverley ? " 

" Ay, for sure." 

" And how far is it to Burnham Hall ? " 

" 'Ow fur ? " repeated Job, staring, " why, it lays 'tothei 
side o' Horsmondeii " 

" It be a matter o' eight mile, Peter," said the Ancient. 

" Nine, Peter I " cried Old Amos — " nine mile, it be I " 

" Though I won't swear, Peter," continued the Ancient, 
" I won't swear as it aien't — ^seven — call it six an' three 
quarters I " said he, with his eagle eye on Old Amos. 

" Then I had better start now," said I, and rose. 

“ Why, Peter — wheer be goin' ? " 

" To Burnham Hall, Ancient." 

" What — ^you ? " exclaimed Job ; " d'ye think Squire'll sec 
you ? " 

" I think so ; yes." 

" Well 'e won’t— they’ll never let the likes o' j-cu or me 
beyond the gates." 

" That remains to be seen," said I. 

" So you'm goin,' are ye ? " 

" I certainly am." 

" AU right I " nodded Job, " if they sets the dogs on ye, or 
chucks you into the road — don't go blamin' it on to me, that’s all P 
" What — ^be ye really a-goin', Peter ? " 

" I really am, Ancient." 

" Then — by the Lord I — I'll go wi’ ye." 
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“ It’s a long walk I ” 

“ Nay — Simon shall drive us in the cart.” 

“ That I will ! " nodded the Innkeeper. 

“ Ay, lad/' cried the Ancient, laying his hand upon my arm, 
•• we'll up an' see Squire, you an' m^^ — shall us, Peter ? There 
be some fules," said he, looking round upon the staring company, 
•' some fules as talks o* Bot'ny Bay, an' irons, an' wlxippin'- 
posts — all I s2Lys is — ^let 'em, Peter, let 'em 1 You an' mell up an' 
see Squire, Peter, sha'n’t us ? Black Jarge aren't a con vie' yet, 
let fules say what they will ; we'll show 'cm, Peter, we'll show 
'em ! " So saying, the old man led me into the kitchen of 
" The Bull " wliile Simon went to have the horses put to. 


CHAPTER XXXI 

IN WHICH THE ANCIENT IS SURPRISED 

A CHEERY place, at aU times, is the kitchen of an English inn, 
a comfortable place to eat in, to talk in, or to doze in ; a place 
with which your parlours and withdrawing-rooms, your salons 
[d la the three Louis) with their irritating rococo, their gilt, and 
satin, and spindle-legged discomforts, are not (to my mind) 
worthy to compare. 

And what inn kitchen, in all broad England, was ever brighfer, 
neater, and more comfortable than this kitchen of The Bull," 
where sweet Prue held supreme sway, with such grave dignity, 
and with her two white-capped maids to do her bidding and 
behests ? — surely none. And surely in no inn, tavern, or 
hostelry soever, great or small, was there ever seen a daintier, 
prettier, sw^eeter hostess than tliis same Prue of ours. 

And her presence was reflected everywhere, and, if ever the 
kitchen of an inn possessed a heart to lose, then, beyond aU 
doubt, this kitchen had lost its heart to Prue long since ; even 
the battered cutlasses crossed upon the wall, the ponderous jack 
above the hearth, with its legend : anno domini 1643, took on a 
brighter sheen to greet her when she came, and, as for the pots 
and pans, they fairly twinkled. 

But to-day Prue’s eyes were red, and her lips were all a-droop, 
the which, though her smile was brave and ready, the Ancient 
was quick to notice. 

" Why, Prue, lass, you've been weepin' 1 " 

" Yes, grandfer." 
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"Your pretty eyes be all swole — ^red they be; what's the 
trouble ? " 

" Oh I 'tis nothing, dear, *tis just a maid*s fulishness — ^never 
mind me, dear.” 

” Ah ! but I love *ee, Pme— come, kiss me — ^theer now, tell 
me all about it — all about it, Prue.” 

” Oh, grandfer I ” said she, from the hollow of his shoulder, 

“ 'tis just — ^Jarge 1 ” The old man grew very still, his mouth 
opened slowly, and closed with a snap. 

” Did *ee-^id 'ee say — Jarge, lYue ? Is it — breekin' your 
'eart ye be for that theer poachin* Black Jarge ? To think — 
as my Prue should come down to a poachin' ” 

Prudence slipped from his encircling arm and stocyi up very 
straight and proud — ^there were tears thick upon her fashes, but 
she did not attempt to wipe them away. 

” Grandfer,” she said, very gently, ” you mustn't speak of 
Jarge to me like that — ye mustn't — ye mustn't — because I — 
love him, and if — he ever — comes back — I’ll marry him if — ^if he 
will only ax me ; and if he— never comes back, then — I think — 

I shall — die ! ” The Ancient took out his snufi-box, knocked it 
opened it, glanced inside, and— shut it up again. 

” Did 'ee tell me as you — love — Black Jarge, Prue ? " 

** Yes, grandfer, 1 always have and always shall I ” 

" Loves Black Jarge ! ” he repeated ; ” alius 'as — alius will I 
Oh, Lord 1 what 'ave 1 done ? ” Now, very slowly a tear crept 
down his wrinkled cheek, at sight of which Prue gave a little ^ 
cry, and, kneeling beside his chair, took him in her arms. ” Oh, 

my lass ! — my little Prue— 'tis all my doin'. I thought 

Oil, Prue, 'twere me as parted you I I thought ” the 

quivering voice broke off. 

” *Tis all right, grandfer, never think of it — see — ^there, I 
be smilin' ! ” and she kissed him many times. 

” A danged fule 1 be I ” said the old man, shaking his head. 

“ No, no, grandfer ! ” 

“ That’s what I be, Prue — a danged fule ! If I do go afore 
that theer pld, rusty stapil, 'twill serve me right — a danged fule 
1 be 1“ Alius loved 'im — alius will, an’ wishful to wed wi’ 'im I 
Why, then,” said the Ancient, swallowing two or three times, 

” so 'ee shall, my sweet — so 'ee shall, sure as sure, so come an’ 
kiss me, an' forgive the old man as loves 'ee so.” 

" What do 'ee mean, grandfer ? ” said Prue between two kisses. 

" A fine, strappin' chap be Jarge ; arter all, Peter, you bean’t 
a patch on Jarge for looks, be you ? ” 

'*1^0, indeed. Ancient ! ” 
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“ Wishful to wed 'im, she is, an* so she shall. Lordy^UMl 
Kiss me again, Prue, for I be goin* to see Squire — ay, I be gpin^ 
to up an* speak wi* Squire for Jarge — an’ Peter be cornin’ too.” , 

” Oh, Mr. Peter 1 ” faltered Prudence, ” be this true ? ” and 
in her eyes was the light of a sudden hope. 

” Yes.” I nodded. 

” D'you think Squire’ll see you—listen to you ? ” she cried 
breathlessly. 

” I think he will, Prudence,” said I. 

” God bless you, Mr. Peterl ” she murmured. "'God bless you! ” 

But now came the sound of wheels and the voice of Simon, 
calling, wherefore I took my hat and followed the Ancient to the 
door, but there Prudence stopped me. 

“ Last time you met w* Jarge~he tried to kill you. Oh, 
I know, and now — you be goin’ to " 

” Nonsense, Prue 1 ” said I. But, as I spoke, she stooped, 
and would have kissed my hand, but I rai: ccl her, and kisr ed her 
upon the cheek instead. ” For good luck, Prue,'’ said 1, and so 
turned and left her. 

In the porch sat Job, with Old Amos, and tJie rest, still in 
solemn conclave over pijx^s and ale, who watched with gloomy 
brows as I swung myself up beside the Ancient in the Ciut. 

” A fule’s journey ! ” remarked Old Amos senteiuiously, with 
a wave of his pipe ; a fule’s journey I ” 

Tlie Ancient cast an observing eye up at the cloudless sky, 
and also nodded solemnly. 

” I heer be some fules in this world, Peter, as mixes up rabbits 
wi’ partridges, and honest men— like Jarge — ^wi’ thit;ves, an’ 
lazy waggabones— like Job— but we’ll show 'em, Peter, We’ll 
show ’em — dang ’em I Drive on, Simon, my bye ! ” 

So, with this Parthian shot, feathered with the one strong 
word the Ancient kept for such occasions, we drove away from 
the silenced grouj), who stared mutely after us until we were 
lost to view. But the last tiling I saw was the light in Prue’s 
sweet eyes as she watched us from the open lattice. 


C1IAI>TER XXXII 

HOW WE SET OUT VOR BURNHAM HALL 

I Peter,” said the Ancient after we had gone g little way, 
** Peter, I do ’opes as you aren’t been an’ gone an’ r6se,£tiy fSnie’i 
’opes only to dash ’em down again.” 
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f Clii but do my best. Ancient/* 

"Old nUn/* said Simon, *‘ *tweren*t Peter as rose *er *opes, 
Hwere you — Peter never said nowt about bringin* Jarge 
/o me —"^ — ■ ** 

** Simon/’ commanded the Ancient, “ hold thy tongue, lad ; 
I says ^ain, if Peter’s been an’ rose Prue*s 'opes only to dash 
'em 'twill be a bad day for Prue, you mark my words, Prue’s a 
- lass as don’t love easy, an* don’t forget easy.” 

” Why, true. Gaffer, txue, God bless 'er 1 ” 

” She be one as 'ud pine — slow an' quiet, like a flower in the 
woods, or a leaf in autumn — all I fade, she would, fade an' fade i ” 
” Well, she bean’t a-goin’ to do no fadin’, please the Lord I ’’ 
” Not if me, an' Peter, an' you, can 'elp it, Simon, my bye — 
but we'm but poor worms, arter all, as the Bible says, an' if 
Peter ’as been an' rose 'er 'opes o' freein' Jarge, an' don't free 
Jarge — ^if Jarge should 'ave to go a convic’ to Austrayley, or — 
or t'other place, why then — she'li fade, fade as ever was, an' be 
laid in the churchyard afore 'er poor old grandfeyther I *' 

“Lord, Old 'Un!” exclaimed Simon, “who's a-talkin' o’ 
fadin’s an’ churchyards ? I don't like it — let's talk o' suramat 
else.” 

” Simon/' said the Ancient, shaking his head reprovingly, 
“ ye be a good bye— ah I a steady, dootiful lad ye be, I don't 
deny it ; but the Lord aren't give you no imagination, which, 
arter all, you should be main thankful for ; a imagination's a 
troublesome thing — aren't it, Peter ? ” 

” It is,” said I, “ a damnable thing I ” 

“ Ay — many's the man as 'as been ruinated by 'is imagination 

— theer was one, Nicodemus Blyte were 'is name ” 

” And a very miserable cove 'e sounds, too ! ” added Simon. 

“ But a very decent, ci\nl-spoke, quiet young chap 'e were ! '* 
continued the Ancient, “ only for 'is imagination ; Lord ! 'e 
were that full o' imagination 'e couldn't drink 'is ale like an 
ordinary chap — sip, 'e'd go, an' sip, sip, till 'twere all gone, an' 
then 'e’d forget as ever 'e'd 'ad any, an' go away Wi'out paying 

for it — ^ilsome’un didn't remind 'im ” 

“ E' were no fulc. Old 'Un I ” nodded Simon. 

“ An' that weren't all, neither, not by no manner o' means,” 
the Ancient continued. “ I've knowed that theer chap sit an’ 
listen to a pretty lass by the hour together an* never say a word — 
not one 1 ” 

“ Didn’t git a chance to, p’r’aps ? ” said Simon. 

' * Ip weren’t that, no, it were jest ’is imagination a-workin' an* 
workiii’ inside of *im, an’ fillin' 'im up. 'Ows'ever, at last, one 
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day, ’e up *an ued ’er to many ’im, an* she, bdn’ ad^tobk by' 
surprise, said ‘ yes/ an’ went an' married some’un els^f/’ 

Lord 1 " said Simon, “ what did she go and marry another 
chap for ? " 

Simon,” returned the Ancient, ” don’t go askin’ fulish 
questions. 'Ows’ever, she did, an' poor Nicodemus growed more 
imaginative than ever — arter that, 'e took to turnips.” 

” Turnips ? ” exclaimed Simon, staring. ^ 

” Turnips as ever was I ” nodded the Ancient, ” used to 
stand, for hours at a time, a-lookin* at 'is turnips an’ shakin’ ’is 
'ead over ’em.” 

” But — what for ? — a man must be a dangcd fule to go 
shakin* of 'is *ead over a lot o’ turnips ! ” 

" Well, I don’t know,” rejoined the Ancient ; “ 'is turnips was 
very good ’uns, as a rule, an’ fetched top prices in the markets.” 

At this juncture there appeared a man in a cart, ahead of us, 
who flouiished his whip, and roared a greeting, a coarse-visaged, 
loud-voiced fellow, whose beefy face was adorned with a pair of 
enormous fiery whiskers that seemed for ever striving to hide his 
ears, which last, being very large and red, stood boldly out at 
right angles to his head, refusing to be thus ambushed, and 
scorning all concealment. 

” Wa’t — ^be that the Old 'Un — be you alive an* kickin’ yet ? ” 
Ay, God be thanked, John ! ” 

” And w’at be all this 1 ’ear about that theer Black Jarge — 
'c never were much good — but w'at be all this ? ” 

” Lies, mostly, you may tak’ your oath I ” nodded the Ancient. 

” But ’e’ve been took for poachin’, ah I an* locked up at the 
'All ” 

” An’ we’m goin’ to fetch ’un — we be goin* to see Squire- 
” W’at — you, Old ’Un ? You see .Squire — ^liaw 1 haw 1 ” 

” Ah, me ! — an’ Peter, an' Simon, ’ere — why not ? ” 

*\You see ’is Worship Sir Peregrine Beverley, Baronet, an' 
Justice o’ the Peace — you ? Ecod 1 that’s a good 'un — danged 
if it ain’t 1 An’ what might you be wishful to do when ye see 
'im — which ye wonH ? ” 

Fetch back Jarge, o' course.” 

” Old 'Un, you must be crazed in your 'ead, arter Jarge 
killin’ four keepers — Sir Peregrine's own keepers top — shootin' 

’em stone dead, an’ three more a-d3dn’ ” 

” John,” said the Ancient, shaking his head, ” that’s the 

worst o’ b^' cursed wi' ears like youm ” 

** My cars is all right ! ” returned John, frowning. 

** Oh» ah I ” chuckled the old man, ” your ears is all right. 
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iollin — pfixe eais, ye might otU ’em, I never seed a pair better 
glow'd— never, no 1 " 

"A bit large, they may be," growled John, giving a furtive 
pull to the nearest ambuA, *' but " 

" l^ge as ever was, John ! " nodded the Ancient — " on- 
common large I an', consequent, they ketches a lot too much. 
I've kep* my eye on them ears o' youm for thirty year an' more, 
John — if so be as they grows any bigger, you'll be 'earin' things 
afore they're spoke, an' " 

John gave a fierce tug to the ambush, muttered an oath, and, 
lashing up his horse, disappeared down the road in a cloud of dust. 

" 'Twere nigh on four year ago since Black Jarge thrashed 
John, weren’t it, Simon ? " 

“ Ah ! " nodded Simon, " John were in ‘ The Ring ' then, 
Peter, an' a ] retty tough chap 'e were, too, though a bit too fond 
o' swingin’ wi 'is ' right ’ to please me." 

" 'E were very sweet on Prue then, weren't 'e, Simon ? " 

" Ah ! " nodded Simon again ; " 'c were alius 'anging round 
‘ The Bull ' — till I warned 'im off " 

" An* — 'e laughed at 'ee, Simon." 

" Ah ! 'e did that ; an' I were going to 'ave a go at 'im myself ; 
an' the chances are ’e'd 'ave beat me, sceiu’ I 'adn’t been inside 
of a ring for ten year, when " 

" Up comes Jarge," chuckled the Ancient. ' What's all 
this ? ' say Jarge. * I be goiiT to teach John 'ere to keep away 
from my Prue,' says Simon. 'No, no,’ says Jarge, ‘John's 
ydung, an’ you bean't the man you was ten years ago — ^let me,' 
says Jarge. ‘ You ? ' says John, * you get back to your bellers — 
you be purty big, but I’ve beat the 'eads off better men nor you ! ' 

‘ Why, then, 'ave a try at mine,' says Jarge ; an' wi' the word, 
bang I come John’s fist agin' 'is jaw, an’ they was at it. Oh, 
Peter ! that were a fight ! T’ve seed a few^ in my time, but 
nothin* like that 'ere." 

" And when 'twere all over," added Simon, " Jarge went 
back to 'is 'ammcr, an' bellers, an' we picked John up, and 1 
druv 'im 'ome in this 'ere very cart, an' nobody's cared to stand 
up to Jarge since." 

" You have both seen Black George fight, then ? " I inquired. 

" Many's the time, Peter." 

" And have you ever — seen him knocked down ? " 

" No," returned the Ancient, shaking his head, " I've seed 
'im all blood from 'ead to foot, an' once a gert, big sailor-man 
knocked 'im sideways, arter w'hich Jarge got fu'ras-like, an' put 
'im to sleep " . 
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“ No, Peter I ” added Simon, “ I don't ttiink as there be a 
man m all England as could knock Black Jarge oft pins in 
a fair, stand-up fight.** 

“Hum I** said I. 

“ Ye see — *e be that *ard, Peter I ** nodded the Ancient 
“ Why, look ! ** he cried—" look *ee theer ! ** 

Now, looking where tfe pointed, I saw a man dart across the 
road some distance away ; he was hidden almost immediatdj’’, 
for there were many trees thereabouts, but there was no mistaking 
that length of limb and breadth of shoulder. 

“ Twere Black Jarge *isself ! ** exclaimed Simon, whipping 
up his horses ; but when we reached the place George was gone, 
and though we called and sought for some time, we saw liim no 
more. 

So, in a while, we turned and jogged back towards Sissing- 
hurst. 

“ What be you a-shakin’ your 'ead over, Old *Un ? *' inquired 
Simon after we had ridden some distance. 

“ I were wonderin’ what that old fule Amos’ll say when we 
drive back wi’out Jarge.” 

J-ieing come to the parting of the ways, I descended from the 
cart, for rny head was strangely heavy, and I felt much out of 
sorts, and, though the day was still young, I had no mind for 
work. Therefore I bade adieu to Simon and the Ancient, and 
turned aside towards the Hollow, leaving them staring after me in 
wonderment. 


CHAPTER XXXIII 

IN WHICH I FALL FROM FOLLY INTO MADNESS 

It was with some little trepidation that I descended into the 
Hollow, and walked along beside the brook, for soon I should meet 
Chamiian, and the memory of our parting, and the thought of 
this meeting, had been in my mind all day long . 

She would not be expecting me yet, for I was much before 
my usual time, wherefore I w^ked on slowly beside the brook, 
deliberating on what I should say to her, until I came to that 
large stone where I had sat dreaming the night when she had 
stood in the moonlight, and first bidden me in to supper. And 
now, sinking upon this stone, I set my elbows upon my knees, 
and my chin in my hands, .and, fixing my eyes upon the ever- 
moving waters of the brook, fell into a profound meditation. 
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I Stqm^ilds I was suddenly aroused by the clink of iron and the 
:^0rt of a horse. 

Wondering, I lifted my eyes, but the bushes were very dense, 
and I could see nothing. But, in a little, borne upon the gentle 
wind, came the sound of a voice, low and soft, and very sweet 
—whose rich tones there was no mistaking— followed, almost 
immediately, by another — deeper, gruffer — ^the. voice of a man. 

With a bound, I was upon my feet, and had, somehow, crossed 
the brook, but, even so, I was too late ; there was the crack of a 
whip, followed by the muffled thud of a horse’s hoofs, which died 
quickly away, and was lost in the stir of leaves. 

I ground my teeth, and cursed that fate which seemed deter- 
mined that I ^ould not meet this man face to face — ^this man 
whose back I had seen but once — ^a broad-shouldered back clad 
in a blue coat. 

I stood where I was dumb and rigid, staring straight before 
me, and once again a tremor passed over me, that came and w-ent, 
growing stronger and stronger, and, once again, in my head was 
the thud, thud, thud of the hammer. 

•* In Scarlet Town where I was bom, 

There was a fair maid dwellin’ 

Made every youth cry * wcll-a-day I * 

Her name was Barbara Allen.’" 

She was approaching by that leafy path that wound its way 
along beside the brook, and there came upon me a physical 
nausea, and ever the thud of the hammer grew more maddening. 

*' All through the merrie month of May 
When green buds are a-swellin' 

Young Jimmy Grove on his death-bed lay 
For love of Barbara Allen." 

Now, as she ended the verse, she came out into the open, 
and saw me, and, seeing me, looked deliberately over my head, 
and went on singing, whole I — stood shivering : 

** So, slowly, slowly she came up 
And slowly she drew nigh him. 

And, all she said when she came near : 

' Young man, 1 think you’re dyin* I ’ ” 

And suddenly the trees and bushes swung giddily round — 
the grass swayed beneath my feet — ^and Charmian was beside 
me with her arm about my shoulders ; but I pushed her from me, 
amd leaned against a tree near by, and hearkened to the hammer 
ui my brain. 
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" Why^Peter l " said she. " Oh— Peter 1 ** 

•' Please, Cha^an,” said I, sj^aking between tbe hammer- 

strokes, “ do not touch me again — it is — ^too soon after 

" What do you mean — ^Pcter ? What do you mean ? ” 

He has — ^been with you — again ” 

** What do you mean ? she cried. 

I know of — ^his visits — ^if he was — ^the same as — ^last time- 
in a— blue coat — no, don’t, don't touch me." 

But she had sprung upon me^ and caught me by the arms, 
and shook me in a grip so strong that, giddy as I was, I reeled 
and staggered like a drunken man. And still her voice hissed : 
" What do you mean ? " And her voice, and hands, and eyes 
were strangely compelling. ^ 

" I mean,” I answered, in a low, even voice, like one in a 
trance, " that you are a Messalina, a Julia, a Joan of Naples, 
beautiful as they — and as wanton." 

Now at the word she cried out, and struck me twice across 
the face, blows that burnt and stung. 

" Beast ! '' she cried. " Liar 1 O that I had the strength to 
grind you into the earth beneath my foot. O I you poor, blind, 
seif-deluding fool I " and she laughed, and her laughter stung 
me most of all. " As I look at you," slxe went on, the laugh still 
curling her lip, " you stand there — what you are — a beaten hound. 
This is my last look, and I shall always remember you as I see 
you now — scarlet-cheeked, shamefaced-— a beaten hound ! " And, 
speaking, she shook her hand at me, and turned upon her heel ; but 
with tliat word, and in that inst:uit, the old, old daemon leapt up 
within me, and, as he leapt, I clasped my arms about her, and 
caught her up, and crushed her close and high against my breast. 
" Go ? " said I. " Go — ^no — no, not yet I " 

And now, as her eyes met mine, I felt her tremble, yet she 
strove to hide her fear, and heaped me with bitter scorn ; but I 
only shook my head, and smiled. And now slie struggled to 
bre^ my clasp, fiercely, desperately ; her long hair burst its 
fastenings, and enveloped us both in its rippling splendour ; she 
beat my face, she wound her fingers in my hair, but my lips smiled 
on, for the hammer in my brain had deadened all else. 

And presently she lay still. I felt her body relax and grow 
suddenly pliable and soft, her head fell back across, my arm, and, 
as she lay, 1 saw the tears of her helplessness ooze out beneath 
her drooping lashes ; but still I smiled. 

So, “With h<?r long hair trailing over me, I bore her to the 
cottage. Closing the door behind tne with my foot, 1 crossed 
the room, and set her down upon the bed. 
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She lay very still, but her bosom heaved tumultuously, and 
the tears still crept from beneath her lashes ; but in a while she 
opened her eyes and looked at me, and shivered, and crouched 
farther from me, among the pillows. 

Why did you lie to me, Charmian ; why did you lie to me ? ” 
She did not answer, only she watched me as one might watch 
some relentless, oncoming peril. 

" I asked you once if you ever saw men hereabouts — ^when 
I was away, do you remember ? You told me, ' no,' and, while 
you spoke, I knew you lied, for I had seen him standing among the 
leaves, waiting and watching for you. I once asked you if you 
were ever lonely when I was away, and you answered ' no — ^you 
were too busy — seldom went beyond the Hollow ' — do you 
remember ? And yet — you had brought him here — ^here, into 
the cottage — he had looked at my Virgil — over your shoulder — 
do you remember ? 

‘‘You played the spy," she whispered with trembling lips, 
yet with eyes still fierce and scornful. 

"You know I did not ; had I seen him I should have killed 
him, because — I loved you, 1 had set up an altar to you in my 
heart, where my soul might worship — poor fool that I was I 
I loved you with every l^reatli I drew. I think I must have shown 
you something of this, from time to time, for you are very clever, 
and you may have laughed over it together — you and he. And 
lately 1 have seen my altar foully desecrated, shattered, and 
utterly destroyed, and, with it, your sweet womanhood dragged 
^in the mire, and yet — I loved you still. Can you imagine, I 
wonder, the agony of it, the liaunting horrors of imagination, 
the bitter days, the sleepless nights ? To see you so beautiful, 
so glorious, and know you so base I Indeed, I think it came 
near driving me mad — ^it has sent me out into the night, I have 
held out my arms for the lightning to blast me, I have wished 
myself a thousand deaths. If Black George had but stnjick a 
little harder — or a little lighter ; I am not the man I was iKfore 
he thrashed me, my head grows confused and clouded at times 
— would to God I were dead I But now — you would go ! Haying 
killed my heart, broken my life, driven away all peace of mmd — 
you would leave me 1 No, Charmian, I swear by God you shajl not 
go — ^yet awhile. I have bought you very dear — bought you with 
my bitter agony, and by all the blasting torments I have suffered.” 

Now, as I ended, she sprang from the bed and faced me, but, 
meeting my look, she shrank a little, and drew her long hair 
about her like a mantle, then sought with trembling hands to 
hold me off. 



3X0 The firoad Highway 

" Peter — ^be sane. Oh, Peter 1 be merciful and let me go— ^ 
give me time — ^let me explain.’* 

" My books,” said I, ” have taught me that the more beautiful 
a woman’s face the more guileful is her heart ; and your face is 
wonderfully beautiful, and, as for your heart — ^you lied to me 
belore.” 

” 1 — oh, Peter I — I am not the poor creature you think me.” 

” Were you the proudest lady in the land — you have deceived 
me, and mocked me, and lied to me I ” So saying, I reached out 
and seized her by each rounded arm, and slowly drew her doser^^^.- 
And now she strove no more against me, only in her face was**'* 
bitter scorn, and an anger that cast out fear. « 

” I hate you — despise you 1 ” she whispered. ” I hate you 
more than any man was ever hated 1 ” 

Inch by inch I drew her to me, until she stood close, within 
the circle of my arms. ^ 

” And I think I love you more than any woman was ever 
loved I ” said I ; ” for the glorious beauty of your strong, sweet 
body, for the temptation of your eyes, for the red lure of your 
lips I ** And so I stooped and kissed her full upon the mouth. 
She lay soft and warm in my embrace, all unresisting, only she 
shivered beneath my kiss, and a great sob rent her bosom. 

” And I also think,” said I, ” that, because of the perfidy of 
J^our heart, I hate you as much as you do me — as much as ever ' 
woman, dead or living, was hated by man — and shall—- for ever I ” 
And, while I spoke, 1 loosed her, and turned, and strode 
swiftly out and away from the cottage. 


CHAPTER XXXIV 

IN WHICH I FIND PEACE AND JOY AND AN ABIDING SORROW 

I HURRIED on, looking- neither to right nor left, seeing only the 
face of Charmian, now fearful and appealing, now blasting with 
scoiii. And coming to the brook, I sat down, and thought upon 
her marvellous beauty, of the firm roundness of the arms that 
my fingers had so lately pressed. Anon 1 started up again, and 
plunged, knee-deep, tlnough the brook, and strode on and on, 
bursting my way through bramble and briar, heedless of their 
petty stings, till at last 1 was dear of them, being now among 
trees. And here, where the shadow was deepest, I came upon a 
lurking figure — a figure I recognised — a figure there was no 
'taking, and which I should have known in a thousand. 
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A shortish, broad-shouldered man, clad in a blue coat, who 
stood with his back towards me, looking down into the Hollow, 
in the attitude of one who waits — for what ? for whom ? 

He was cut off from me by a solitary bush, a bramble, that 
seemed to have strayed from its kind and lost itself, and, running 
upon my toes, I cleared this bush at a bound, and, before the 
fellow had realised my presence, I had pinned him by the collar. 

“Damn you! — show your face!*' I cried, and swung him 
round so fiercely that he staggered, and his hat fell off. 

Then, as I saw, I clasped my head between my hands, and 
fell back — staring. 

^ A grizzled man with an honest, open face, a middle-aged man 
who?e homely features were lighted by a pair of kindly blue eyes, 
just now round with astonishment. 

*’ Lord ! — Mr. Peter 1 “ he exclaimed. 

“ Adam ! ** I groaned. Oh, God forgive me, it’s Adam I " 

“ Lord I Mr. Peter,” said he again, “ you sure give me a turn, 
sir! But what’s the matter wi* you, sir? Come, Mr. Peter, 
nevci stare so wUd like — come, sir, what is it ? ” 

** Tell me — quick 1 ” said I, catching his hand in mine, '* you 
have been here many times before of late ? 

. *' Vvhy— yes, Mr. Peter, but ” 

“ Quick 1 ” said I ; *' on one occasion she took you into the 
cottage yonder and showed you a book — you looked at it over 
her shoulder ? ” 

“ Yes, sir — but ” 

What sort of book was it ? 

“ A old book, sir, wi’ the cover broke, and wi’ 3 'our name writ 
down inside of it — ’twas tliat way as she found out who you 
was ” 

“ Oh, Adam I ” I cried. “ Oh, Adam ! now may God help 
me ! ” And, dropping his hand, I turned and ran until I reached 
the cottage ; but it w^as empty, Charmian w^as gone. 

In a fever of haste I sought her along the brook, among the 
bushes and trees, even along the road. And, as I sought* night 
fell, and the shadows was black despair. 

. I searched the Hollow from end to end, calling upon her name, 
but no sound reached me, save the hoot of an owl, and the far-off, 
dismal cry of a corncrake. 

With same faint hope that she might have returned to the 
cottage, I hastened thither, but, finding it dark and desolate, I 
gave way to my despair. 

0 blind, self-deceiving fool 1 She had said that, and she was 
right— as usual. She had called me an egoist— I was an egoist, 

L 
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a pedant, a blind, self-deceiving fool who had wQftilly destroyed 
all hopes of a happiness the very thought of which had so often 
set me trembling — and now— she had left me — ^was gone I The 
world — my world, was a .void — its emptiness terrified me. How 
should I live without Charmian, the woman whose image was ever 
before my eyes, whose soft, low voice was ever in my ears ? 

And I had thought so much to please her ! I who hacd set 
my thoughts to guard my tongue, lest by word, or look, I might 
offend her I And this was the end of it 1 

Sitting down at the table I leaned my head there, pressing my 
forehead against the hard wood, and remaining thus a great while. 

At last, because it was very dark, I found and lighted a 
candle, and came and stood beside her bed. Very white and trim 
it looked, yet I was glad to see its smoothness rumpled where I 
had laid her down, and to see the depression in the pillow that 
her head had made. And, wliile I stood there, up to me stole a 
perfume very faint, like the breath of violets in a wood at evening 
time, wherefore I sank down upon my knees beside the bed. 

And now the full knowledge of my madness rushed upon me 
in an overwhelming flood ; but with Misery was a great and 
mighty Joy, for now I knew her worthy of all respect and honour 
and worship, for her intellect, for her proud virtue, and for her 
spotless purity. And thus, with Joy came Remorse, and with 
Remorse — ^an abiding Sorrow. 

And gradually my arms crept about the pillow where her 
head had so often rested, wherefore I kissed it, and laid my 
head upon it, and sighed, and so fell into a troubled sleep. 


CHAPTER XXXV 

HOW BLACK GEORGE FOUND PRUDENCE IN THE DAWN 

The dull of dawn was in the air when I awoke, and it was some 
few moments before, with a rush, I remembered why I was kneel- 
ing there beside Charmian’s bed. . Shivering, I rose and walked 
up and down to reduce the stiffness in my limbs. 

The fire was out and I had no mind to light it, for I was in 
no mood to break my fast, though the necessary things stood 
ready, as her orderly hands had set them, and the plates and cups 
and saucers twinkled at me from the little cupboard I had made 
to hold them : a cupboard whose construction she had overlooked 
with a critical eye. And I must needs remember how she had 
insisted on being permitted to drive in three nails with her own 
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liand— I cotild pttt my finger on those very nails ; how she had 
tapped at those nails for fear of missing them ; how beautiful 
she had looked in her coarse apron, and with her sleeves rolled 
up over her round white arms— how womanly, and sweet ; yet 
I had dared to think — ^had dared to call her — a Messalina I O 
that my tongue had withered or ever I had coupled one so pure 
and noble with a creature so base and common ! 

So thinking, I sighed and went out into the dawn ; as I dosed 
the door behind me its hollow slam struck me sharply, and I 
called to mind how she had called it a bad and ill-fitting door. 
And indeed so it was. 

With dejected step and hanging head I made my way towards 
Sissinghurst (for, since 1 was up, I miglit as well work, and there 
was much to be done), and, as I went, 1 heard a distant dock 
chime four. 

Now. when I reached the village the sun was beginning to 
rise, and thus, lifting up my eyes, 1 beheld one stan«iing before 
The Bull,” a very tall man, much bigger and greater than most ; 
a wild figure in the dawn, with matted hair and beard, and dad 
in tattered clothes ; yet hair and beard gleamed a red gold where 
the light touched them, and there was but one man I knew so 
tall and so ipighty as this. Wherefore I hurried towards him, all 
unnoticed, for his eyes were raised to a certain latticed casement 
of the inn. 

And, being come up, I reached out and touched this man upon 
the arm. 

“ George ! ” said I, and held out my hand. He turned swiftly, 
but, seeing me, started back a pace, staring. 

” George ! ” said I again. ” Oh, George ! ” But George only 
backed stiU farther, passing his hand once or twice across his eyes. 

” Peter ? ” said he at last, speaking hardly above a whisper ; 
*' but you'm dead, Peter, dead — 1 killed 'ee.” 

” No,” I answered, ” you didn't kill me, George — ^indeed, I 
wish you had — you came pretty near it, but you didn’t quite 
manage it. And, George — Ilm very desolate — won’t you shake 
hands with a very desolate man ? — ^if you can, believing that I 
have always been your friend, and a true and loyal one, then, 
give me your hand ; if not — ^if you think me still the despicable 
traitor you once did, then, let us go into the field yonder, and if 
you can manage to knock me on the head for good and all this 
time — ^why, so much the better. Come, what do you say ? ” 

Without a word Black George turned and led the way to a 
narrow lane a little distance beyond ” The Bull,” and from the 
Ifiuie into a meadow. Being come thither I took off mv coat 
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and neckerchief, but this time I cast no look upon the world about 
me, though indeed it was fair enough. But Black Geoige stood 
half turned from me, with his h^ts clenched and his broad shoulders 
heaving oddly. 

" Peter," said he, in his slow, he4vy way, " never clench ye 
fists to me — don't — I can't abide it. But oh, man, Peter ! 
'ow may I clasp 'ands wi’ a chap as I've tried to kill — I can't do 
it, Peter — but don't — don't clench ye fists agin me no more. I 
were jealous o' *ec from the first — ye see, you beat me at th' 
'ammer-throwin* — an* she took your part agin me ; an* then, 
you be so takin' in your ways, an* I be so big an' clumsy — so 
very slow an* ’eavy. Theer beaii't no choice betwixt us for a 
maid like Prue — she alius was different from the likes o* me, an' 
any lass wi’ half an eye could see as you be a gentleman, ah ! 
an* a good *un. An' so, Peter, an* so — 1 be goiii' away — a sojer 
— p’r’aps I sha’n’t love the dear lass quite so much arter a bit 
^*--p*r*aps it won't be quite so sharp-like, arter a bit, but what’f 
to be — is to be. I've lamed wisdom, an' you an' she was made for 
each other an’ meant for each other from the first ; so — don’t 
go to clench ye fists agin me no more, Peter." 

" Never again, George ! " said I. 

" Unless," he continued, as though struck by a bright idea, 
" unless you'm minded to 'ave a whack at me ; — so be — why, 
tak’ it, Peter, an' welcome. Yc see, I tried so 'ard to kill 'ee — 
so cmel 'ard, Peter, an’ I thought I 'ad. I thought 'twere for 
that as they took me. an' so I broke my way out o’ the lock-up, 
to come an' say * good-bye ' to Prue's winder, an’ then I were goin* 
back to give myself up an' let 'em hang me if they wanted to." 

"Were you, George ? '* 

" Yes." Here George turned to loot: at me, and, looking, dropped 
his eyes and fumbled with his hands, while up under his tanned 
skin there crept a painful, burning crimson. " Peter 1 " said he. 

" Yes, George ? " 

" I |[ot summat more to tell 'ee — sumnaat as I never meant to 
tdl to a soul ; — when you w^as dowjoi — lyin' at my feet " 

" Yes. George ? " 

" 1 — I kicked 'ee — once I " 

" Did you, George ? " 

"Ay — I — I were mad — ^raad wi’ rage an' blood lust, an' — 
oh, man, Peter 1 — I kicked 'ee. Theer," said he, straightening 
his shoulders, " leastways I can look 'ee in the eye now that be 
ofi my mind. An' now, if so be you'm wishful to tak* ye whack 
at me — ^why, let it be a good 'un, Peter." 

" No, I shall never raise my hand to you again, George." 
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Tis likdy ^ou be thmkin’ me a poor sort o' man, arter 
what — what I just told 'ee — a coward ? " 

** I tlunk you more of a man than ever,” siid I 
Why, then, Peter— if ye do think that, here's my hand*- 
if ye'll tak' it, an' I— bid ye— good-bye » " 

" ni take your hand — and gladly, George, but not to wish you 
good-bye — ^it shall be, rather, to bid you welcome home again.’* 
"No," he cried. " No— I couldn't— I couldn't abide to see 
you an* — Prue — married, Peter — ^no, I couldn’t abide it." 

" And you. never will, George. Prue loves a stronger, a 
better man than I. And she has wept over him, George, and 
prayed over him, such tears and praj^ers as surely might win the 
blackest soul to heaven, and has said that she would marry that 
nfan — ah I even if he came back with fetter-marks upon him— 
even then she would marry him — if he would only ask her." 

" Oh, Peter ! " cried Gixirge, seizing my shoulders in a mighty 
grip and looking into my eyes with tears in his own, "oh, man, 
Peter — you as knockeef rne down an’ as I love for it- be this true ? " 
" It is God s irnth ! " said I, " and look ! — ^there is a sign to 
prove I am no liar — look 1 " and I pointed towards " The Bull." 

George turned, and I felt his fingers tighten suddenly, for 
there, at the open doorway of the inn, with the early glory of 
the morning all about her, stood Prue. As we watclied, she began 
to cross the road towards the sinitliy, with laggard step and 
drooping head. 

" Do you know where she is going, George ? I can tell you 
— she is going to your smithy-^to pray for you — do you hear, 
to pray for you ? Come ! " and I seized his arm. 

" No, Peter, no — I durstn’t — I couldn’t." But he suffered 
me to lead him forward nevertheless. Once he stopped and 
glanced round, but the village was asleep about us. And so we 
presently came to tlie open doorway of the forge. 

And behold I Prue was kneeling before the anvil with her 
face hidden in her arras, and her slender body swaying Slightly, 
But all at once, as if she felt him near her, she raised her head and 
saw him, and sprang to her feet with a glad cry. And, as she 
stood, George went to ^er, and knelt at her feet, and raising the 
hem of her gown, stooped and kissed it, 

" Oh, my sweet maid ! " said he. " Oh, my sweet Prue I — 

I bean't worthy — I bean’t ” But she caught the great 

shaggy head to her bosom and stifled it there. 

And in her face was a radiance — a happiness beyond words, 
and the man's strong arms dung close about her. 

So 1 turned, and left them in paradise together. 
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CHAPTER X?:XVI 

CTICH SYMPATHISES WITH A BRASS JACK» A BRACE OF CUTLASSES, 
AND DIVERS POTS AND PANS 

I FOUND the Ancient sunning himself in the porch before the 
inn, as he waited for his breakfast. 

“ Peter/* said he, ‘‘ I be tur*ble cold sometimes. It comes 
a-creepin* on note all at once, even if I be sittin* before a roarin’ 
fire or a-baskin* in this good, warm sun — a cold as reaches down 
into my poor old *eart — ^grave-chills, I calls em, Peter — ahl 
grave-chills. Ketches me by the *eart they do ; ye see I be that 
old, Peter, that old an’ wore out.” 

But you’re a wonderful man for your age ! ” said I, clasping 
the shrivelled hand in mine, and very lusty and strong ” 

” So strong as a bull I be, Peter I ” he nodded readily, ” but 
then, even a bull gets old an* wore out, an’ these grave-chills 
ketches me oftener an’ oftcner. ’Tis like as if the Angel o’ Death 
reached out an’ touched me — ^just touched me wi’ ’is finger, soft- 
like, as much as to say : ' ’Ere be a poor, old, wore-out creeter 
as I shall be wantin’ soon.' Well, I be ready ; 'tis only the young, 
or the fool, as fears to die. Three-score years an’ ten, says the 
Bible, an’ I be years an’ years older than that. Oh 1 I sha’n’t 
be af eared to answer when I’m called; Peter. ' Here I be, Lord I ' 
I’ll say. ’ 'Ere I be, thy poor old servant ’ — ^but oh, Peter 1 if 
I could be sure o’ that theer old rusty stapil bein’ took first, why 
then I'd go j’yful — ^j’yful, but-- why theer be that old fule Amos 
— Lord I what a dodderin’ old foie 'e be, an’ theer be Job, an' 
Dutton — they be cornin’ to plague me, Peter, I can feel it in my 
bones. Jest reach me my snuff-box out o’ my ’ind pocket, an’ 
you shall see me smite they Amalekites ’ip an’ thigh.” 

** Gaffer,” began Old Amos, saluting us with Ids usual grin, 
as he came up, ” we be wishful to ax 'ee a question — we be wishful 
to knotV wheer be Black Jarge, which you 'avin’ gone to fetch ’im, 
an’ bring ’im ’ome again — them was your words.” 

” Ah ! ” nodded Job, ” them was your very words, '.bring ’im 
'ome again,’ says yon ” 

“But you didn’t bring 'im 'ome,” continued Old Amos, 
“ leastways, not in the cart wi’ you. Dutton ’ere — James Dutton 
see you come drivin’ ’ome, but 'e didn’t see no Jarge along wi' 
you — ^no, not so much as you could shake a stick at, as you might 
say. Speak up, James Dutton — ^you was a-leanin* over your front 
gate as Gaffer come drivin’ 'ome, wasn’t you, an’ you see Gaffer 
plain as plain, didn’t you ? ” 
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•• W'ich, me wishin* no offence, an* no one objectin' — did," 
began the Apology, perspiring profusely as usual, " but I takes 
the liberty to say as it were a spade, an' not a gate— least- 
ways " 

" But you didn't see no signs o' Jarge, did ye ? " demanded 
Old Amos, " as ye might say, neither 'ide nor *air of 'im — speak 
up, James Dutton." 

" W'ich, since you axes me, I makes so bold as to answer — 
an' very glad I'm sure — no ; though as to 'ide an' 'air, I aren't 
wishin' to swear to, me not bein' near enough — ^w'ich could only 
be expected, an' very much obliged. I'm sure." 

" Ye see, Gaffer," pursued Amos, "if you didn't bring Jarge 
back wi' you — w’ich you said you would — the question we axes 
is — wheer be Jarge ? " 

" Ah I — wheer ? " nodded Job gloomily. Here the Ancient 
was evidently at a loss, to cover which, he took a vast pinch of 
snuff. 


" 'Ow be we to know as 'e bean’t pinin' away in a dungeon 

cell wi' irons on 'is legs, an' strapped in a strait- jacket — an " 

Old Amos stopped, open-mouthed and staring, for out from 
the gloom of the smithy issued Black George himself, with Prue 
upon his arm. The Ancient stared also, but, dissembling his 
vast surprise, he dealt the lid of his snuff-box two loud, 
triumphant knocks. 

" Peter," said he, rising stiffly, " Peter lad, I were beginnin* 
to think as Jarge were never cornin' in to breakfus' at all. I've 
waited and waited till I be so ravenous as a lion an' tiger — ^but 
'ere 'e be at last, Peter, 'ere 'e be, so let’s go in an' eat summat." 
Saying which, he turned his back upon his discomfited tormentors, 
and led me into the kitchen of the inn. 


And there were the white-capped maids setting forth such a 
breakfast as only such a kitchen could produce. And, presently, 
there was Prue herself, with George hanging back, something 
shamefaced, till the Ancient had hobbled forward to give him 
welcome. And there was honest Simon all wonderment and 
hearty greeting. And (last, but by no means least), there were 
the battered Cutlasses, the Brass Jack, and the glittering Pots 
and Pans — glittering, and gleaming, and twinkling a greeting 
likewise, and with all their might. 

Ah I but they little guessed why Prue’s eyes were so shy and 
sweet, or why the colour came and went in her pretty cheeks ; 
little they guessed why this golden-haired giant trod so lightly, 
and held his tall head so very high — ^little they dreamed of the 
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sittta^tion as yet ; had they done so, surely ^ht^ diust, one and aS, 
have ;fallen upon that curly, golden head and buried it beneath 
their gleaming, glittering, twinkling jealousy. . 

And what a meal was that I with those deft, white-capped 
jmaids to wait upon our wants, and with Prudence hovering here 
and there to see that all were duly served, and refusing to sit down 
until George’s great arm — a very gentle arm for one so strong and 
big— drew her down beside him. 

Yes, truly, what a meal that was, and how the Ancient 
chuckled, and dug me with one bony elbow, and George with 
the other, and chuckled again till he choked, and choked till he 
gasped, and gasped till he had us all upon our feet, then demanding 
indignantly why we couldn’t let him " enj'y hisself in peace ? ** 
And now, when the meal w'as nearly over, he suddenly took 
it into his head that Prue didn’t love George as she shf)uld, and 
as he deserved to be, and nothing would content him biit that 
she must kiss him then and there. 

An’ not on the forr’ud, mind — nor on the cheek, but on the 
place as God made for it — the mouth, my la' s ! ” 

And now, who so shy and blushing as Prue, and who so 
nervous, for her sake, as^ Black George, very evidently clasping 
her hand under the table, and bidding her never to mind — avS 
he was content, and never to put herself o\it over such as him.'* 
Whereupon Mistress Prue must needs turn, and taking his head 
between her hands, kissed him — not once, or twice, but three 
times, and upon '‘the place God made for it — the mouth/’ 

O gleaming Cutlasses I O great Brass Jack and glittering 
Pots and Pans ! can ye any longer gleam and glitter and twinkle 
in doubt ? Alas I I trow not. Therefore it is only natural, and 
to be expected, that beneath your outward polish luik black and 
bitter feelings against this curly-headed giant, and a blood- 
thirsty desire for vengeance. If so, then one and all of you have, 
at leasV the good feeling not to show it, a behaviour worthy of 
gentlemen — what do 1 say ? — of gentlemen ?— £e ? rather let 
it be said — of pots and pans. 


Highway^ 


CHAPTER XXXVII 

THE PREACHER 

It is a wise and (to some extent) a true saying, that hard work 
is an antidote to s»)rrow, a panacea for all trouble, but when the 
labour is over and done, when the tools are set by, and the 
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Weary forth into the quiet evening— how then? 

- For we cannot :^Sways work, and, sooner or later, comes still 
hour when Memory rushes in upon us again, and Sorrow and 
; Remorse sit, dark and gloomy, on either hand. 

A "week dragged by, a season of alternate hope and black 
despair, a restless fever of nights and days, for with each dawn 
came hope, that lived awhile beside me, only to fly away with the 
sun, and leave me to despair. 

I hungered for the sound of Charmian’s voice, for the quick, 
light fall of her foot, for the least touch of her hand. I became 
more and more possessed of a morbid fancy that slie might be 
existing near by — could I but find her ; that she had passed along 
the road only a little while before me, or, at this very moment, might 
be approaching, might be within sight, were I but quick enough. 

Often at such times I would fling down my hammer or tongs, 
to George's surprise, and, hurrying to the door, stare up and 
down the road ; or pause in xny hammer-strokes, fiercely bidding 
George do the same, fancying I heard her voice calling to me from 
a distance. And George would watch me with a troubled brow 
but, with a rare delicacy, say no word. 

Indeed the thought of Charmian was with me everywhere, 
the ringing hammers mocked me with her praises, the bellows 
sang of her beauty, the trees whispered " Charmian ! Charmian I 
and Charmian was in the very air. 

But when I had reluctantly bidden George good-night,*' 
and set out along lanes full of the fragrant dusk of evening ; 
when, reaching the Hollow, I followed that leafy path beside the 
brook, wliich she and I had so often trodden together ; when I 
sat in my gloomy, disordered cottage, with the deep sQeitce 
unbroken save for the plaintive nmrmur of the brook — then, 
indeed, my loneliness was well-nigh more than I could bear. 

There were dark hours when the cottage rang with strange 
sounds, when 1 would lie face down upon the floor, clutching my 
throbbing temples between my palms-— fearful of myself, and 
dreading the oncoming horror of madness. 

It was at this time, too, that I began to be haunted by the 
thing above the door— the rusty staple upon which a man had 
choked out his wretched life sixty and six years ago ; a wanderer, 
a lonely man, perhaps acquainted with misery, or haunted by 
remorse, one who had suffered much, and long — even as I — ^but 
who had eventually escaped it all-^ven as I might do. Tlius I 
would sit, chin in hand, staring up at this staple until the light 
failed, and sometimes, in the dead of night, I would steal softly 
there to touch it with my finger. 
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Looking back on all this, it seems that I came very near losmg 
my reason, for I had then by no means recovered from Black 
George’s fist, and indeed even now I am at times not wholly free 
from its effect. 

My sleep, too, was often broken and troubled with wild 
dreams, so that bed became a place of horror, and, rising, I would 
sit before the empty hearth, a candle guttering at my elbow, and 
think of Charmian until I would fancy I heard the rustle of her 
garments behind me, and start up, trembling and breathless; 
at such times the tap of a blown leaf against the lattice would 
fill me with a fever of hope and expectation. Often and often 
her soft laugh stole to me in the gurgle of the brook, and she would 
call to me in the deep night sOences in a voice very sweet, and faint, 
and far away. Then I would plunge out into the dark, and lift 
my hands to the stars that winked upon my agony, and journey 
on through a desolate world, to return with the dawn, we.axy and 
despondent. 

It was after one of these wild night expeditions that I sat 
beneath a tree, watching the sunrise. And yet I think I must have 
dozed, for I was startled by a voice close above me, and, glancing 
up, I recognised the little Preacher. As our eyes met he immedi- 
ately took the pipe from his lips, and made as though to cram it 
into his pocket. 

Though, indeed, it is empty I he exclaimed, as though I 
had spoken. ** Old habits cling to one, young sir, and my pipe, 
here, has been the friend of my solitude these many years, and 
I cannot bear to turn my back upon it yet, so I carry it with me 
still, and sometimes, when at all thoughtful, I find it between my 
lips. But. though the flesh, as you stc, is very weak, I Hope, in 
time, to forgo even this,’’ and he sighed, shaking his head in 
gentle deprecation of himself. " But you look pale — haggard,’' 
he went on ; you are ill, young sir I " 

“ No, no,” said I, springing to my feet ; ” look at this arm, 
IS it the,arm of a sick man ? No, no — I am well enough, but 
what of him we found in the ditch, you and 1 — ^the miserable 
creature who lay bubbling in the grass ? ” 

” He has been very near death, sir — indeed his days are 
numbered, I think, yet he is better, for tlie time being, and last 
night declared his intention of leaving the shelter of ray humble 
roof and setting forth upon his mission.” 

” His mission, sir ? ” 

” He speaks of himself as one chosen by God to work His will, 
and Ji^sks but to live until this mission, whatever it is, be accom- 
plished. A strange being I ” said the little Preacher, puffing 
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at his cinj)ty pipe again as we walked on side by sidq, '' a dark, 
incomprehensible man, and a very, very wretched one — ^poor 
soul ! ” 

Wretched ? " said I, " is not that our human lot ? * Man 
is born to sorrow as the sparks fly upward/ and Job was accounted 
wise in his generation." 

" That was a cry from the depths of Despond ; but Job stood, 
at last, upon the heigiits, and felt once more God*s blessed sun, 
and rejoiced — even as we should. But, as regards this stranger, 
he is one who would seem to liave suffered some great wrong, the 
continued thought of which has imhinged his mind, his heart 
seems broken — dead. I have, sitting beside his delirious couch, 
heard him babble a terrible indictment against some man, I have 
also heard him pray, and his prayers have been all for vengeance." 

“ Poor fellow ! ” said I, it were better we had left him to 
die in his ditch, for if death does not bring oblivion, it may bring 
a change of scene." 

" Sir," said the Preacher, laying his hand upon my arm, 
" such bitterness in one so young is unnatural ; you are in some 
trouble, 1 would that I might aid you, be your friend — know you 
better " 

"Oh, sir ! that is easily done. I am a blacksmith, hard- 
working, sober, and useful to my fellows ; they call me Peter 
Smith. A certain time since I was a useless dreamer ; spending 
more money in a week than I now earn in a year, and getting 
very little for it. I Was studious, egotistical, and pedantic, wasting 
my time upon iinj)ossiblc tianslations that nobody wanted — and 
they knew me as - Peter Vibart." 

" Vibart ! " exclaimed the Preacher, starting, and looking 
up at me. 

" Vibart I " I nodded. 

" Related in any way to — Sir Maurice Vibart ? " 

" His cousin, sir." My companion appeared lost in^ thought, 
for he was puffing at his empty pipe again. 

" Do you happen to known Sir Maurice ? " I inquired. 

" No," returned the Preacher ; " no, sir, but I have heard 
mention of him, and lately, though just when, or where, I cannot 
for the life of me recall." 

" Wh57, the name is familiar to a great many people," said 
I ; " you see, he is rather a famous character, in his w^ay." 

Talking thus, we presently reached a stile beyond which the 
footpath led away through swaying com, and by shady hop- 
garden, to Sissinghurst village. Here the Preacher stopped, aiid 
gaVe me^his hand, but I noticed he still puffed at his pipe. 



322 The Bfoad Highway 

“ And you are now a blacksmith ? 

“ And mightily content so to be/* 

" You are a most strange young man ! *' said the Preacher, 
shaking his head. 

Many people have told me the samc» sir/* said I, and vaulted 
over the stile. Yet, tuining back, when I had gone some way I 
saw him leaning where I had left him, and with his pipe still in 
his mouth. 


CHAPTER XXXVIII 

IN WHICH I MEET MY COUSIN, SIR MAURICE VIBART 

As I approached the smithy, late though the hour was (and 
George made it a rule to have the fire going by six every morning),- 
no sound of hammer reached me, and corning into ilie place, I 
found it empty. Then I remembered that to-day George was 
to drive over to Tonbridge, ‘with Prudence and the Ancient, to 
invest in certain household necessities, for in a month s time they 
were to be married. 

Hereupon I must needs contrast George s happy future with 
my dreary one, and fall bitterly to cursing myself ; and, sitting 
on the Ancient's stool in the corner, I covered my face*, and my 
thoughts were very black. 

Now presently, as I sat thus, I became conscious of a vci y 
delicate perfume in the air, and also, that someone had entered 
quietly. My breath caught in my throat, but I did not at once 
look up, fearing to dispel the hope that tingled within me. So I 
remained with my face still covered until something touched 
me, and I saw that it was the gold-mounted handle of a whip, 
•efore I raised my head suddenly and glanced up, 

T beheld a radiant vision in polished riding-boots and 
’^skins, in handsome flowered waistcoat and perfect- 
'nowy frills at throat and wrists ; a tall, gallant 
'>sy bearing, who stood, a picture of cool, 
Wng his boot lightly with Iris whip. 

* '^oping whip grew suddenly still ; 

^ came a quick step nearer 
-k face, handsome in its 
dominating eyes 
and smiled| 



In whidi t meel’ my Cousin sss^ 

•* Is it possible ? said he, speaking in that softly modulated 
voice I remembered to have heard once before. “ Can it be 
possible that I address my worthy cousin ? That shirt 1 that 
utterly impossible coat and belcher ! And yet —the likeness is 
remarkable! ♦Have I the — ^lionour to addresb Mr. Peter Vibart 
— ^late of Oxford ? “ 

" The same, sir/* I answered, rising. 

" Then, most worthy cousin, I salute you,” and he removed 
his hat, bowing with an ironic grace. ” Believe me, I have 
frequently desired to see that paragon of all the virtues whose 
dutiful respect our revered uncle rewarded with the proverbial 
sliilling. Egad I ” he went on, examining me through his glass 
with a great show of interest, ” had you been any other than tJiat 
same virtuous Cousin Peter whose graces and perfections wore 
for ever being thrown at my head, I could have sympathised with 
you, positively — if only on account of that most obnoxious coat 
and belcher, and the grime and sootiness of things in general. 
Poof I ” he exclaimed, pressing his perfumed handkerchief to his 
nostrils, *' faugh ! liow damnably sulphur-and-brimstony you 
do keep yourself, cousin — oh, gad 1 ” 

” You would ccTtainly find it much clearer outside,” said I, 
beginning to blow up the fire. 

” But then. Cousin Peter, outside one must become a target 
for the yokel eye, and I detest being stared at by the uneducated, 
who, naturally, lack appreciation. On the whole, I prefer the 
smoke, though it chokes one most infernally. Where may one 
venture to sit here ? ” I tendered him the stool, but he shook 
his head, and crossing to the anvil flicked it daintily with his 
handkerchief and sat down, dangling his leg. 

” Ton my soul I ” said he, eyeing me languidly through his 
glass again, “ 'pon ray soul ! you are damnably like me, you know 
in features.” 

” Damnably I ” I nodded. 

He glanced at me sharply, and laughed. 

” My man, a creature of the name of Parks,” said he, swinging 
his spurred boot to and fro, ” led me to suppose that I should meet 
a person here — a blacksmith fellow ” 

” Your man Parks informed you corrcctl}^” I nodded; 
•• what can I do for you ? ” 

” The devil 1 ” exclaimed Sir Maurice, shaking his l^ead ; 
” but no — you are, as I gather, somewhat eccentric, but even you 
would never take such a desperate step as to — to " 

” — become a blacksmith fellow ? ” 1 put in. 

Precisely 1 ” 
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" Alas, Sir Maurice, I blush to say that rathar than become 
an unprincipled adventurer living on my wits, or a mean-spirited 
hanger-on fawning upon acquaintances for a livelihood, or doing 
anything rather than soil my hands with honest toil, I became a 
blacksmith fellow some four or fiv^ months ago. ’-4 

Really it is most distressing to observe to what depths Virtue 
may drag a man 1 — ^you are a very monster of probity and recti- 
tude I exclaimed Sir Maurice ; ‘‘ indeed I am astonished ! you 
manifested not only shocking bad judgment, but a most deplorable 
iHck of thought (Virtue is damnably selhsh as a rule) — ^really, it 
is quite disconcerting to find one*s self first cousin to a black- 
smith 

‘‘ —fellow ! I added. 

“ Fellow r*’ nodded Sir Maurice. “ Oh. the devil ! to think 
of my worthy cousin reduced to the necessity of labouring with 
hammer and saw 

“ Not a saw/' I put in. 

We will say, chisel, then— a Vibarl with hammer and 
chisel— deuce take me 1 Most distressing ! and, you will pardon 
my saying so, you do not seem to thrive on hammers and chisels ; 
no one could say you looked blooming, or even flourishing like 
the young bay tree (which is, I fancy, an Eastern expression)." 

" Sir," said I, " may 1 remind you that I have v;T)jk to do ? " 

" A deuced interesting place though, this," he. smiled, staring 
round imperturbably through his glass ; " so — er — so devilish 
grimy, and smutty, and gritty— quite a number of horseshoes, 
too. D'ye know, cousin, 1 never before remarked what a number 
of holes there arc in a liorseshoe > but live and h‘arn ! " Here 
he paused to inhale a pinch of snuff, very daintily, from a jewelled 
box. " It is a strange thing," he pursued as lie dusted his fingers 
on his handkerchief, " a very strange thing that, being cousins, 
we have never met till now — especially as I have heard so very 
much about you." 

" Pray,” said I, " pray how should you hear about one so 
very insignificant as myself ? " 

" Oh, I have heard of good Cousin Peter since I was an imp 
of a boy I " he smiled. " Cousin Peter was my chart whereby 
to steer through the shoals of boyish mischief into the haven of 
our Uncle George's good graces. Oh, I have heard over much of 
you, cousin, from dear, kind, well-meaning relatives and friends 
— damn 'em ! They rang your praises in my ears, morning, 
noon ^d night. And why ? — simply that I might come to 
surpass you in virtue, learning, wit and appearance, and so win 
our Uncle George's regard, and, incidentally, his legacy. But I 
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was a young demon, lumping with the grooms in the stable, while 
you were a young angel in nankeens, passing studious hours with 
your books. When I was a scapegrace at Harrow, you were 
winning golden opinions at Eton ; when you were an ' honours ' 
man at Oxford, I was ‘ rusticated ' at Cambridge. Naturally 
enough, perhaps, I grew sick of the name of Peter (and, indeed, it 
smacks damnably of fish, don't you think?)— you, or your name, 
crossed me at every turn. If it wasn’t for Cousin Peter I was 
heir to ten thousand a year ; but good Cousin Peter was so fond 
of Uncle George, and Uncle George was so fond of good Cousin 
Peter, that Maurice might go hang for a graceless dog and be 
damned to him ! ” 

You have iny deepest s^^mpathy and apologies ! ” said I. 

Still, I have sometinies been carious to meet worthy Cousin 
Peter, and it is rather surprising that I have never done so." 

“ On the contrary — — " I began, but his laugh stopped me. 

Ah, to be sure ! ” he nodded, our ways have lain widely 
separate hitherto — you, a scholar, treading the difficult path of 
learning; 1 — oh, egad! a terrible, fellow I mauvais sujeil a 
sad, sad dog ! But after all, cousin, when one comes to look at 
you to-day, you might stand for a tiTiible example of Virtue 
run riot- a distressing spectacle of dutiful respect, and good 
precedent cut off with a shilling. Really, it is horrifying to 
observe to wliut depths Virtue may plunge an otherwise well- 
balanced individual. IJttle dreamed those dear, kind, well- 
meaning n^latives and friends — dcunn 'em I that while the wilful 
Maurice lived on, continually getting into hot water and out 
again, up to his eyt's in debt, and pretty well esteemed, the 
virtuous pattern Peter would descend to a hammer and saw — I 
should say, chisel-- in a very grimy place where he is, it seems, 
tlie presiding genius. Indeed, this first meeting of ours, under 
these circumstances, is somewliat dramatic, as it should be.’' 

“And yet, we have met before,” said I, “and the circum- 
stances wore then even more dramatic, perhaps, — ^we met in a 
tempest, sir.” 

“ Ha I ” he exclaimed, dwelling on the word, and speaking 
very slowly, “ a tempest, cousin ? ” 

“ There was much wind and rain, and it was very dark." 

“ Dark, cousin ? ” 

“ But I saw your face very plainly as you lay on your back, 
sir, by the aid of a Postilion's lanthorn, and was greatly struck 
by our mutual resemblance.” Sir Maurice raised his glass and 
looked at me, and, as he looked, smiled, but he could not hide 
the sudden, passionate quiver of his thin nostrils, or the gleam of 
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eyes beneath their languid lids. He rose slowly and paced 
to the door ; when he came back again he was laughing softly* 
but still he could not hide the quiver of his nostrils or the gleam 
of the eyes beneath their languid lids. 

** So — ^it was — you ? he murmured, with a pause between 
the words. "Oh, was ever anything so damnably contrary 1 
To think that I should hunt her into your very arms ! To think 
that of all men in the world it should be you to play the squire 
of dames ! *' and he laughed again, but, as he did so, the stout 
riding-whip snapped in his han^ like a straw. He glanced down 
at the broken pieces, and from them to me. " You see, I am 
rather strong in the hands; cousin." said he, shaking his head, 
" but I was not — quite strong enough, last time wc nict, though, 
to be sure, as you say, it was very dark. Had I known it was 
worthy Cousin Peter’s throat I grasi)ed I think I might have 
squeezed it just — a little — tighter." 

" Sir,” said I, shaking my head, " I really don’t think you 
could have done." 

" Yes,” he sighed, tossing his broken whip into a corner, 
" Yes, I think so — you see, 1 iiiistook y<^u for merely an inter- 
fering country bumpkin ” 

" Yes,” I nodded, " while I, on the oth<'r hand, took you for 
a fine gentleman nobly intent on the ruin of an unfortutirdc, 
friendless girl, whose poverty would seem to make her an easy 
victim ” 

" In which it appears you were as much mistaken as I, Cousin 
Peter.” Here he glanced at me wiih a sudden keenness. 

- Indeed ? ” 

" Why, surely,” said he, " surely you must know ” He 

paused to flick a speck of soot from his knee, and then continued : 
" Did she tell you nothing of— herself ? ” 

" Very little beside her name.” 

" Ah i she told you her name, then ? ” 

" Yes, she told me her name.” 

” Well, cousin ? ” 

•• Well, sir ? ” We had both risen, and now fronted each 
other across the anvil. Sir Maurice debonnaire and smiling, while 
I stood frowning and gloomy. 

" Come.” said I at last, " let us understand each other once 
for all. You tell me that you have always looked upon me as 
your rival for our uncle’s ^ood graces — I never was ; \»)ii have 
deceived yourself into believing that because I was his ward 
that alone augmented my chances of becoming the heir — it never 
ifid. He saw me as seldom as possible, and, if he ever troubled 
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Ms head about either of us, it would seem that be favoured you. 
I tell you I never was your rival in the past, and never shall be 
in the future." 

" Meaning, cousin ? " 

Meaning, sir, in regard to either the legacy or the Lady 
Sophia Sefton. I was never fojul enough of money to many 
*{or it. I have never seen this lady, nor do I propose to, thus, 
so far as I am concerned, you are free to win her and the fortune 
as soon as you will ; I, as you see, prefer horseshoes." 

" And what,” said Sir Maurice, flicking a speck of soot from 
his cuff, and immediately looking at me again, ” what of Char- 
mian ? " 

” I don't know," I answered, ” nor should I be likely to tcil 
you, if I did ; wherever she may be she is safe, I trust, and beyond 
your reach ” 

" No," he broke in, " she w'ilf never be beyond iny reach until 
she is dead — or I am — perhaps liot even tlien, and I 5hn.lJ hud her 
again, sooner or later, depend upon it— yes, you may depend 
upon that 1 " 

Cousin Maurice,” said I, reaching out rny hand to him, 
” wherever she may be, she is alone and unprotected — pursue 
her no farther. Go bark to London, marry your Lady Seiton, 
inherit your fortune, but leave Cbarmian Brown in peace." 

” And pra3^” said he, frowning suddenly, ” whence this 
solicitude on her behalf ? What is she to you — this Charmian 
Browm ? " 

" Nothing." I answered hurriedly, " nothing at all, God knows 

--nor ever can be " Sir Maurice leajicd suddenly forward, 

and, catching me by the shoulder, peered into my face. 

" By Heaven 1 " he exclaimed, " the fellow— actually — lovr^s 
her ! " 

" Well ? " said I, meeting his look, " why not ? Yes, I love 
her." A very fury of rage seemed suddenly to possess hifti, the 
languid, smiling gentleman became a devil with vicious eyes and 
evil, snarling mouth, whose fingers sank into my flesh as he swung 
me back and forth in a powerful grip. 

" You love her ? — you ? — ^you ? " he panted. 

** Yes," I answered, flinging him off so that he staggered : 
" yes — yes 1 I — who fought for her once, and am willing — ^most 
willing, to do so again, now or at any other time, for, though I 
hold no hope of winning her — ever — ^yct I can serve her still, and 
protect her from the pollution of your presence," and I clenched 
my fists. 

He stood poised as though about to spring at me, and I saw 
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his knuckles gleam whiter than the Idces above them, but, all 
at once, he laughed li^itly, easily as ever.' 

“ A very perfect, gentle knight ! ” he murmured, sans peur, 
€i sans reproche — ^though somewhat grimy and in a leather apron 
— Chivalry kneeling amid hammers and horseshoes, worshipping 
Her with a reverence distant and lowly I How like you, worthy 
cousin, how very like you, and how affecting ! But ” — and here 
his nostrils quivered again — “ but I tell you — she is mine — ^mine, 
and always has been, and no man living shall come between us — 
no, by God I ” 

" That,” said I, ” that remains to be seen I ” 

Ha ? ” 

" Though, indeed, I think she is safe from you while I live.” 

“ But then, Cousin Peter, life is a very uncertain thing at 
best,” he returned, glancing at me beneath his diooping lids. 

” Yes,” I nodded, ” it is sometimes a blessing to remember 
that.” 

Sir Maurice strolled to the door, and, being there, paused, 
and looked back over his shoulder. 

” I go to find Charmian,” said he, “ and I shall find her — 
sooner or later, and, when I do, should you take it upon yourself 
to — ^to come between us again, or presume to interfere again, I 
shall — kill you, worthy cousin, without the least compunction. 

If you think this suflicient warning — act upon it, if not ” 

He shrugged his shoulders significantly. ” I'arewell, good and 
worthy Cousin Peter, farewell I — or shall we say — ' au revoir * ? ” 


CHAPTER XXXIX 

HOW I WJ-Mf DOWN INTO THE SHADOWS 

PEfER,” said George one evening, turning to me with the 
troubled look I had seen so often on his face of late, ” what be 
wrong wi' you, my chap ; you be growing paler every day. Oh, 
Peter 1 you be like a man as is dyin* by inches — ^if ’tis anv o* my 
doin' ” 

“ Nonsense, George ! ” I broke in with sudden asperity, ” I am 
well enough ! ” 

“ Yet IVe seen your 'ands fall a-trembling sometimes, Peter 
— ^all at once. An' you missed your stroke yesterday — come, 
square down on th' anvil — you can't ha' forgot ? ” 

” I remember,” I muttered ; “ I remember.” 

” An* twice again to-day. An' you be silent, Peter, an' don't 
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seem to 'eax when spoke to, an' short in your temper— oh, you 
bean't the man you was. I've see it a-comin' on you more an' 
more. Oh, man, Peter ! " he cried, turning his back upon me 
suddenly, you as I'd let walk over me— you as I’d be cut in 
pieces for — ^if it be me as done it " 

“ No, no, George — ^it wasn't you — of course not. If 1 am a 
little strange it is probably due to lack of sleep, nothing more." 

Ye see, Peter, I tried so 'ard to kill 'ee, an' you said yourself 
as I come nigh doin' it " 

" But then, you didn't quite manage it," I cried harshly — 
" would to God you had ; as it is, I am alive, and there's an end 
of it." 

" 'Twere a woundy blow I give 'ee — that last one ! I'll 
never forget the look o' your face as you w^ent down. Oh, Peter I 
you’ve never been the same since — it be ail my doin' — I know it, 
I know it," and, sinking upon the Ancient’s stool in the corner, 
Black George covered his face. 

" Never think of it, George," I said, laying my arm across his 
heaving shoulders ; " that is all over and done with, dear fellow, 
and I would not have it otherwise, since it gained me your friend- 
ship. I am all right, well and strong ; it is only sleep that I 
need, George, only sleep." 

Upon the still evening air rose the sharp tap, tap of the 
Ancient's stick, whereat up started the smith, and, coming to 
the forge, began raking out the fire with great dust, and clatter 
as the old man hobbled up, saluting us cheerily as he came. 

" Lord ! ” he exclaimed, pausing in the doorway to lean upon 
his stick and glance from one to the other of us with his quick, 
bright eyes. " Lord ! theer bean't two other such fine, up- 
standin’, likely-lookin’ chaj)s in all the South Country as you two 
chaps be — no, nor such smitlis ! it du warm my old 'eart to look 
at 'ee. Puts me in mind o' what I were myself — ages an' ages 
ago. I weren't quite so tall as Jarge, p'r'aps, by about-Tsay 
'alf-a-inch, but then, I were \\ider — wider, ah I a sight ' wider 
in-tlie shoulder, an' so strong as — ^four bulls ! and wi' eyes big 
an' sharp an* piercin' — like Peter's, only Peter's bean’t quite so 
sharp, no, nor yet so piercin' — an' that minds me as I've got noos 
for 'ee, Peter." 

" What news ? " said I, turning. 

" S'prisin* noos it be“—ah I an' 'stonishin' tu. But first of all, 
Peter, I wants to ax 'ee a question." 

" What is it, Ancient ? " 

" Wliy it be this, Peter," said the old man, hobbling nearer, 
and peering up into my face, " ever since the time as I went an' 
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found ye« I’ve thought as theer was summat strange about *ee^ 
what wi' your soft voice an’ gentle ways ; an’ it came on me al) 
at once — about three o’ the clock 's arternoon, as you might be 
a dook — ^in disguise, Peter. Come now, be ye a dook or bean’t 
ye — yes or no, Peter ? ” and he fixed me with his eye. 

" No, Ancient," I answered, smilmg ; " I'm no duke." 

" Ah well ! — a earl, then ? " 

" ffor an earl." 

" A barrynet, p’r'aps ? " 

" Not even a baronet." 

" Ah I " said the old man, eyeing me doubtfully, " I’ve often 
thought as you might be one or t'other of 'em — 'specially since 
’bout three o’ the clock 's arternoon." 

" Why so ? ” 

" Why, that's the p'int — ^that's the very noos as I've got to 
teU ’ee," chuckled the Ancient, as he seated himself in the corner. 
" You must know, then," he began, with an impressiv^e rap on 
the lid of his snuff-box, " 'bout three o'clock 's arternoon I were 
sittin’ on the stile by Simon's five-acre field when along the road 
comes a lady, ’an’soiiie an' proud-looking, an' as fine as fine 
could be, a-ridin’ of a 'orse, an' wi* a servant ridin* another 'orse 
be'ind *er. As she comes up she gives me a look out o’ 'er eyes, 
soft they was, an' dark, an' up I gets to touch my ’at. All at 
once she smiles at me, an’ ’er smile were as sweet an’ gentle as 
’cr eyes ; an’ she pulls up ’er ’orse.‘ ' W’y, you must be the 
Ancient I ’ says she. ' W’y, so Peter calls me, my leddy,* says I. 
’ An' ’ow is Peter ? ' she says, quick-like ; ' ’ow is Peter ? ' says 
she. * Fine an' 'earty,* says I ; ‘ eats well an’ sleeps sound,’ 
says I ; ‘ 'is arms is strong an’ 'is legs is strong, an* 'e aren't 
afeard o’ nobody — ^like a young lion be Peter,’ says I. Now, 
while I’m a-sayin’ this, she looks at me, soft an’ thoughtful -like, 
an’ takes out a little book an’ begins to write in it, a-wrinklin’ 
'er pretty black brows over it an' a-shakin' 'er 'ead to 'erself. 
An' presently she tears out what she's been a-writin' an' gives 
it to me. ‘ Will you give this to Peter for me ? ' says she. * That 
I will, my leddy I ' says I, ' Thank 'ee ! ’ says she, smilin’ again, 
an' 'oldin' out 'er w’ite 'an' to me, which I kisses. ‘ Indeed I * 
says she, ' I understand now why Peter is so fond of you. I think 
I could be very fond of 'ee tu I ' says she. An' so she turns 'er 
'orse, an' the servant 'e turns 'is an’ off they go ; an' 'ere, Peter 
—'ere be the letter." Saying which, the Ancient took a slip 
of paper from the cavernous interior of his hat and tendered it 
to me. 'v 

With my head in a whirl, I crossed to the door, and leaned there 
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wnlle. Staring sightlessly out into the summer evening ; for it 
seemed that in this little slip of paper lay that which meant life 
or death to me ; so, for a long minute I leaned theie, fcanng to 
learn my fate. Then I opened the^ittle folded square of paper, 
and, holding it before my eyes, read : 

“ Charmian Brown presents ** (This scratched out,) " While 
you busied yourself forging horseshoes your cousin, Sir Maurice, 
sought and found me. I do not love him, but Charmian.** 

“ Farewell ** (This also scored out.) 

Again I stared before me with unseeing eyes, but my hands no 
longer trembled, nor did I fear any more ; the prisoner had 
received his sentence, and suspense was at an end. 

And, all at once, I laughed, and tore the paper across, and 
laughed and laughed, till (jeorge and tlie Ancient came to stare 
at me. 

“ Don*t *oc ! ** cried the old man ; " don’t *ee, Peter — you be 
like a corp’ laughin’ ; don’t ’ee ! ** But the laugh still shook 
me while 1 tore and tore at the i)apcr, and so let tiic pieces drop 
and flutter from my fingers. 

“ There 1 ** said I, there goes a fool’s dream ! See how it 
scatters — a little here, a little there ; but, so long as this world 
lasts, these pieces shall never come together again.” So saying, 
I set off along the road, looking, neither to right nor left. But, 
when I had gone some distance, I found that (leorge walked 
beside me, and he was very silent as he walked, and I saw the 
trouble was back in liis eyes agiiin. 

George,” said I, stopping, “ why do you follow me ? ” 

1 don’t follow ’ee, Peter,” he answered ; ” I be only wishful 
to walk wa’ you a w^ays.” 

I’m in no mood for company, George.” 

Well, I bean’t company, Peter — your friend, I be,” he said 
doggedly, and without looking at me. 

” Yes,” said 1 ; ” yes, my good and trusty friend.” 

'' Peter,” he cried suddenly, laying his hand upon m}^ shoulder, 
don’t go back to that theer ghashly ’Oiler to-night ” 

” It is the only place in the world for me — to-night, George.” 
And so we went on again, side by side, through the evening, and 
spoke no more until w'e had come to the parting of the w^ays. 

Down in the Hollow the shadows lay black and heavy, and I 
saw George shiver as he looked. 

'* Good-bye 1” said 1, clasping bis hand; “good-bye, 
George I ” 

“ Why do ’ee say good bye ? ” 

Because I am going away.” 
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" Coin’ away. Peter — but wheer ? " 

•' God knows I ** I answered. “ but, wherever it be, I shall 
carry with me the memory of your kind, true heart — and you, 
I think, will remember me. It is a blessed thing, George, to know 
that, howso far we go, a friend’s kind thoughts journey on with 
us, untiring to the end.” 

” Oh, Peter, man ! don’t go for to leave me ” 

•* To part is our human lot, George, and as well now as later 
—-good-bye ! ” 

** No, no 1 ” he cried, throwing his arm about me, ” not down 
thecr — it be so deadly an’ lonely down theer in the darkness. 
Come back wi’ me — just for to-night.” But I broke from his 
detaining hand, and plunged on down into the shadows. And. 
presently, turning my head, I saw him yet standing wliere I had 
left him, looming gigantic upon the sky behind, and with his head 
sunk upon his breast. 

Being come at last to the cottage, I paused, and from that 
place of shadows lifted my gaze to the luminous heaven, where 
were a myriad eyes that seemed to watch me with a new meaning, 
to-night ; wherefore I entered the cottage hastily, and, closing 
the door, barred it behind me. 

Then I turned to peer up at that which showed above the door 
— ^the rusty staple which a man had choked his life out sixty and 
six years ago. And 1 began, very slowly, to loosen the belcher 
neckerchief about my throat. 

” Peter I ” cried a voice — ” Peter I ” and a hand was beating 
upon the door. 


CHAPTER XL 

HOW, IN PLACE OF DEATH, I FOUND THE FULNESS OF LIFE 

She pame in swiftly, closing the door behind her, found and 
lighted a candle, and, setting it upon the table between uS, 
put back the hood of her cloak, and looked at me, while I stood 
mute before her, abashed by the accusation of her eyes. 

” Coward 1 ” she said, and, with the word, snatched the 
neckerchief from my grasp, and, casting it upon the floor, set 
her foot upon it. Coward ! ” said she again. 

Yes,” I muttered ; ” yes, I was lost — ^in a great darkness, 
and full of a horror of coming nights and days, and so — I would 

have nm away from it all — ^hke a coward ” 

” Oh, hateful — ^hateful I ” she cried, and covered her face 
aa from some horror. 
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•* Indeed, you cannot desiHse me more than I do myself," 
said I, now, or ever ; I am a failure in all things, except 
perhaps, the making of horseshoes — ^and this world has no place 

for failures — and as for horseshoes " 

Fool," she whispered. " Oh, fool that I dreamed so wise / 
Oh, coward that seemed so brave and strong I Oh, man that 
was so gloriously young and unspoiled ! — that it should end here 
— ^that it should come to this." And, though she kept her face 
hidden, I knew that she was weeping. " A woman's love trans- 
forms the man till she sees him, not as he is, but as her heart 
would have him be ; the dross becomes pure gold, and she 
believes, and believes until — one day her heart breaks " 

" Charmian ! — what — what do you mean ? " 

" Oh, are you still so blind ? Must I tell you ? " she cried, 
lifting her head proudly. " Why did I live beside you here in 
the wilderness ? Why did I work for you— contrive for you — 
and seek to make this desoUtion a home for you ? Often my 
heart cried out its secret to you — but you never heard ; often it 
trembled in my voices, looked at you from my eyes — but you 
never guessed — Oh, blind ! blind ! And you drove me from you 
with shameful words — but— oh 1 — I came back to you. And 
ru/W — I know you for but common clay, after all, and — even 

yet " She stopped, suddenly, and once more hid her face 

from me in her hands. 

" And.— :(jven yet, Qiarmian ? " I whispered. 

Very still she stood, with her face bowed upon her hands, 
but she could not hide from me the swift rise and fall of her 
bosom. 

" Speak — oh, Charmian, speak f " 

" I am so weak — so weak ! she whispered ; " I hate m57'self." 

" Charmian I " I cried — "oh, Charmian!" and seized her 
hands, and, despite her resistance, drew her into my arms, and, 
clasping her close, forced lier to look at me. "And even yet ? 
— ^what more — wliat more — tell me." But, lying back across 
my arm, she held me off with both hands. 

" Don't I " she cried ; " don't ! — ^you shame me — ^let me go." 

" God knows I am all unworthy, Charmian, and so low in 
my abasement that to touch you is presumption, but — oh, 
woman whom I have loved from the first, and shall, to the end, 
have you stooped in your infinite mercy, to lift me from these 
depths — ^is it a new life you offer me — was it for this you came 
to-night ? " 

** Let me go — oh, Peter I — ^let me go." 

** Why — why did you come ? " 
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'* Loose me 1 " 

Why did you come ? " 

•* To meet — Sir Maurice Vibart/' 

** To meet Sir Maurice ? *' I repeated dully — " Sir Maurice ? 
And in that moment she broke from me, and stood with her 
head thrown back, and her eyes very bright, as though defying 
me. But I remained where I was, my arms hanging. 

“ He was to meet me here — ^at nine o'clock.” 

Oh, Charmian,” I whispered, " are all women so cruel as 
you, I wonder ? ” And, turning my back upon her, I leaned 
above the mantel, staring down at the long-dead ashes on the 
hearth. 

But, standing tliere, I heard a fu(>tstep outside, and swung 
round with clenched fists, yet Charmian was quickttr, and, as the 
door opened and Sir Maurice entered, she was between us. 

He stood upon the threshold, dazzled a little by the light, 
but smiling, graceful, debonnaire, and point de vice as ever. 
Indeed liis very presence seemed to make the mean room the 
meaner by contrast, and, as he bent to kiss her liand, I became 
acutely conscious of my own rough person, my worn and shabby 
clothes, and of my hands, coarsened and [.Timed by labour ; 
wlierefore' my frown gn w the blacker and 1 clenched my fists 
the tighter. 

** I lost my way, Charmian,” he began, ” but tliongh late, 
I am none the less welcome, I trust ? All ? — you frown, Cousin 
Peter ? Quite a ghoulish spot this, at night — you probably find 
it most congenial, good cousin Timon of Athens — indeed, cousin, 

you are very like Timon of Atliens ” And lie laughed so 

thi.t 1, finding my pijxj upon the mantelshelf, began to turn it 
aifiilossly round and round in my twitching fingers. 

” You have already met, then ? ” inquired Channiari, glanc- 
ing from one to the other of us. 

” We had that mutual pleasure nearly a week ago,” nodded 
Sir Afciurice, ” when we agreed to — disagree, as we always have 
done, and shall do — ^witli the result tliat we find each other 
agreeably disagreeable.” 

” I had iiop<:d that you might \ye friends.” 

" My dear Charmian — I wonder at you I ” lie^ sighed, so 
unreasonable. Would you have us contravene the established 
order of things ? It was preordained that Cousin Peter shotild 
scowl at me (precisely as lie is doing), and that I should shrug 
my shoulders, thus, at Cousin Peter — a, little hate with, say, a 
dash of contempt, gives a zest to that dish of conglomerate 
vapidity which we call Life, and makes it most palatable. 
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•• But I am not here on Cousin Peter's account," he went on, 
drawing a step nearer to her, " at this moment I heartily wish 
him — ^among his hammers and chisels — I have come for you, 
Charmian, because I love you. I have sought you patiently 
until I found you — ^and I will never forgo you so long as life 
lasts — but you know all this." 

"Yes. I know all this." 

" I have been very patient, Charmian, submitting to your 
whims and fancies — but, through it all. I knew, and in your 
woman’s heart — ^you knew, that you must yield at last — ^thal 
the chase must end — sonu*. day ; well — let it be to-night — my 
chaise is waiting " 

" When Iran away from you, in the storm. Sir Maurice, I told 
you, once and for oil, that I hated you. Have you forgotten ? 
— hated you I — always and ever ! and tried to — kill you " 

" Oh, Charmian I I have known such hale transfigured into 
love, before now — ^such love as is only wortli the winning. And 
you are mine— you always were — from the first moment that 
our eyes met. Come, my choise is waiting, in a few hours we can 
be in London, or Dover " 

“ No— never ! ’’ 

" Never is a long time, Charmian — but I am at your s^^rvire 
—what is your will ? " 

" I shall remain — here," 

" Here ? In the wilderness ? " 

" With my — husband." 

" Your — husband ? " 

" I am going to marry your cousin — Peter Virnrt." 

The pipe slipped from my fingers and shivMcd to pieces on 
the floor, and in that same fraction of time Sir Maurice had turned 
and leapt towards me ; but as he came I stnick him twice, with 
left and right, and he staggered backwards to the wall. He 
stood for a moment, with his head stooped upon his hands. 
When he looked up his face was dead white, and with a smear 
of blood upon it that seemed to accentuate its pallor ; but his 
voice came smooth and unruffled as ever. 

" The Mind Feminine is given to change," said he softly, 
" and — I shall return — ^yes, I shall come back. Smile, madam I 
Triumph, cousin 1 — but I shall come between you yet — I tell 
you. I'll come between you — ^living or— dead 1 " 

And so he turned, and was gone — ^into the shadows. 

But as for me, I sat down, and leaning my chin in my hand, 
stared down at the' broken fragments of my pipe,. 

" Peter ? " 
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" You are safe now," said I, without looking up, he is 

gone — ^but, oh, Charmian ! was there no other way ? " 

She was down beside me on her knees, had taken my hand, 
rough and grimy as it was, and pressed it to her lips, and so had 
drawn it about her neck, holding it there, and with her face 
hidden in my breast. 

" Oh — ^strong man that is so weak 1 " she whispered. ** Oh-— 
grave philosoplier that is so foolish ! Oh — ^lonely boy that is so 
helpless. Oh, Peter Vibart — ^my Peter 1 " 

** Charmian ? " said I, trembling, “ what does it mean ? ” 

It means, Peter " 

Yes ? " 

" That — ^the — Humble Person " 

" Yes ? " 

Will — ^marry you — ^whenever you will — if " 

" Yes ? " 

If you will — only — ask her." 


CHAPTER XLI 

LIGHT AND SHADOW 

Now, as the little Preacher closed his book, the sun rose up, 
filling the world about us with his glory. 

And looking into the eyes of my wife, it seemed that a veil 
was lifted, for a moment, there, and I read that which her lips 
might never tell ; and there, also, was joy, and sliame, and a 
deep happiness. 

" See," said the little Preacher, smiling upon us, ‘‘ it is day 
and a veiy glorious one ; already a thousand little choristers of 
God's great cathedral have begun to chant your marriage hynm. 
Go forth tog('.ther, Man and Wife, upon this great wide road 
that we call Life ; go forth together, made strong in Faith, and 
brave with Hope, and the memory of Him who walked these 
ways before you ; who joyed, and sorrowed, and suffered, and 
endured all things — even as we must. Go forth together, and 
may His blessing abide with you, and the ‘ peace that passeth 
ttad^erstanding.' " 

And so we turned together, side by side, and left him standing 
amid his roses. 

Silently we went together, homewards, through the dewy 
morning, with a soft, green carpet underfoot, and leafy arches 
overhead, where trees bent to whisper benedictions, and shook 
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down ]eweh from their dewy leaves upon us as we passed ; by 
merry brooks that laughed and chattered, and gurgled of love 
and happiness, while over all rose the swelling chorus of the 
birds. Surely never had they piped so gladly in this glad world 
before — ^not even for the gentle Spenser, though he says ; 

•' There was none of them that feigned 
To sing, for each of them him pained ; 

To find out merry, craf^ notes 
They ne spared not their throats/* 

And being come, at length, to the Hollow, Charmian must 
needs pause beside the pool among the willows, to view herself 
in the pellucid water. And in this mirror our eyes met, and lo I 
of a sudden, her lashes drooped, and she turned lier head aside. 

" Don't. Peter ! " slie whispered ; don't look at me so." 

‘‘ How may I help it when you are so beautiful ? " 

And, because of iny eyes, she would have fled from me, but 
I caught her in my arms, and tliere, amid the leaves, despite the 
jealous babble of the brook, for the second time in my life, her 
lips met mine. And, gazing yet into her eyes, I told her how, 
in tliis shady bower, I had once watched her weaving leaves 
into her hair, and heard her talk to her reflection — ^and so — ^had 
stolen away, for fear of her beau tv. 

Fear. Peter ? " 

" We were so far out of the world, and — I longed to kiss 
you." 

And didn't, Peter." 

“ And didn't, Charmian, because we were so very far from 

the world, and because you vrere so very much alone, and " 

"And because, Peter, because you are a gentle man and 
strong, as the old locket says. And do you remember," she 
went on hurriedly, laying her cool, restraining fingers on my 
eager lips, " how I found you wearing th«it locket, and how you 
blundered and stammered over it, and pretended to /read your 
Homer?" ( 

" And how you sang to prevent me ? " 

" And how gravely you reproved me ? " 

" And how' you called me a ‘ creature ' ? " 

" And how you deserved it, sir — ^and grew more helpless and 
ill at ease than ever, and how — ^just to flatter my vanity — ^you 
told me I had ‘ glorious hair ' ? " 

" And so you have;" said I, kissing a curl at her temple ; 
"when you unbind it, my Cliarmian, it will cover you — ^like a 
mantle." 
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Now when I said this, for some "reason she glanced up at me, 
sudden and shy, and blushed, and slipped from my arms, and 
fled up the path like a n 3 nnph. 

So we presently entered the cottage, flushed and panting, 
and laughing for sheer happiness. And now she rolled up her 
sleeves, and set about preparing breakfast, laughing my assistance 
to scorn, but grcAving mightily indignant when I would kiss her, 
yet blusliing and yielding, nevertheless. And while she bustled 
to and fro (keeping well out of reach of my arm), she began 
to sing in her soft voice to herself : 

"In Scarlet Town where I wn.s burn 
There was a fair maid dwellin' 

Wade every youth cry * well-a-day i * 

Her name was Barbara Allen." 

Oh, Charmian I how wonderful you are I 

** All in the merrie. month of May 
When green buds were a-swelim’ " 

** Surely no woman ever had such beautiful arms ! so round, 
and soft, and white, Cliarmian.** She tunied upon me with a 
fork held up admonisliingly, but, meeting my look, her eyes 
VNavered, and up from throat to brow rushed a wave of burning 
crimson. 

“ Oh, Peter ! — ^you make me — ^almost — ^afraid of yon,*' she 
whispered, and hid her face against my shoulder. 

“ Are you content to have married such a very poor man — 
to be the wife of a village blacksmith ? " 

“ Why, Peter — ^in all the world tliere never was such another 
blacksmith as mine, and — and — ^thcre 1 — the keUle is boiling 
over " 

“ Let it I " said I. 

** And the bacon — ^the bacon will burn — let me go, and — oh, 
Peter 1 

So, in due time, we sat down to our solitary wedding break- 
fast ; and there were nt) eyes to speculate upon the bride's 
beauty ; to note her changing colour, or the glory of her eyes ; 
and no healths were proposed, or toasts drunk, nor any speeches 
spoken — except, perhaps by my good friend — ^the brook outside, 
who, of course, understood the situation, and babbled tolerantly 
of us to the listening trees, like the grim old philosopher he was. 

In this solitude we were surely closer togelhcr, and belonged 
more fujly to each other, for all her looks and thoughts were 
mine, as mine were hers. 



Lig^ht and Shadow 339 

A»d, as we ate, sometimes talking, and sometimes laughing 
(though rarely, one seldom laughs in the wilderness), our hands 
would stray to meet each other across the table, and eye would 
answer eye, while, in the silence, the brook would hft its voice 
to chuckle throaty chuckles and outlandish witticisms, such as 
could only be exjKJCted from an old reprobate who had grown 
SO in years, and had seen so very much of life ; at such times 
Charmisin's cheeks would flush and her lashes droop — as though 
(indeed), she were versed in the language of brooks. 

So the golden hours slipped by, the sun crept westwards, 
and evening stole upon us. 

** This is a very rough place for you/' said I, and sighed. 

Wc were sitting on the bench before the door, and Charmian 
bad laid her folded hands upon my shoulder, and her chin upon 
her hands. And now she echoed my sigh, but answered witliout 
stirring : 

It is the dearest place in all the world." 

And very lonely ! " 1 pursued. 

“ I shall be busy all day long, Peter, and you always reach 
hotne as evening falls, and then — oh ! I sha'r/t Ihj lonely." 

But I am such a gloomy follow at tlu* lx‘st of times, and 
very cliims}^ Charmian, and something of a failure." 

" And — my husband." 

" Peter !— -Peter I— oh, Peter I " I started, and rose to my 
feet. 

" Peter I — oh, Peter ! " called the voice again, seemingly from 
the road, and now I thought it sounded familiar. 

Charmian stole her arms about my neck. 

"I think it is Simon," said I uneasily; "what can have 
brought him ? And he will never venture down into the HoUow 
on account of the ghost — I must go and see what he wants," 

" Yes, Peter/' she raurmuied, but the clasp of her arms 
tightened, 

" What is it ? " said I, looking into her troubled eyes. "‘Char- 
mian, you are trembling ! — what is it ? " 

" I don't know — but oh, Peter ! I feel as if a shadow — a black 
and awful shadow were creeping upon us — liiding us from each 
0 l 1 n. r. I am very foolish, aren't I ? — and this our wedding day.,l " 

" Peter 1 Pe-ter 1 " 

",Come with me, Charmian ; let us go together." 

"No, I must wait — ^it is woman’s destiny — ^to wait — ^but I 
am brave again ; go — see what is wanted.'' . 

I found Simon, sure enough, in the lane, seated in his cart, 
and his face looked squarer and grimmer even than usual. 
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Oh, Peter I ” said he, gripping my hand, “ it be come at last 
— <laf!er be goin'/* 

“ Going, Simon ? ” 

“ Dyin', Peter. Fell downstairs 's mamin^ Doctor says > 
can't last the day out — ^sinkin' fast, 'e be, an' 'e be axin' for 'ee, 
Peter. ‘ Vi^eer be Peter ? ' says 'e over an’ over again ; * wheer 
be the Peter as I found of a sunshiny arternoon, down in th' 
'aunted 'Oiler ? ' You weren't at work 's mamin', Peter, so I 
be come to fetch 'ec — ^you'll come back wi' me to bid * good-bye ' 
to the old man ? " 

Yes, ru come, Simon," I answered ; " wait here for me." 

Charmian was waiting for me in the cottage, and, as she 
looked up at me, I saw the trouble was back in her eyes again. 

You must — go — ^leave me ? " she inquired. 

" For a little while." 

" Yes — I — I felt it/’ she said W'ith a pitiful little smile. 

‘‘ The Ancient is dying," said I. Now, as I spoke, my eyes 
encountered the staple above the door, wherefore, mounting upon 
a chair, I seized and shook it. And lo 1 the rusty iron snapped 

in my fingers — like glass, and I slipped it into my pocket. 

" Oh, Peter l—don’t go— don’t k^ave me 1 ” cried Charmian 
suddenly, and 1 saw that her face was very pale, and that she 
trembled. 

Charmian ! " said I, and sprang to her side. " Oh, my love ! 
— what is it ? " 

" It is — ^as though the shadow hung over us — darker and 
more threatening, Peter ; as if our happiness W'ere^at an end ; 
I seem to hear Maurice's tlnreat — to come between us — ^living or 
— dead. I am afraid 1 " she wdiispered, clinging to me, “ I am 
afraid 1 " But, all at once, she w\as calm again, and full of self- 
reproaches, calling lierself “ w'eak," and " foolish," and " hysteri- 
cal " — " though, indeed, I was never hysterical before I " — ^and 
telling me that I must go — ^that it was my duty to go to the 
" gentle, dying old man " — ^urging me to the door, almost eagerly, 
tiU, being out of the cottage, she must needs fall a-trembling 
once more, and wind her arms about my neck, with a great sob. 

“ But oh 1 — ^you will come back soon — ^very soon, Peter ? 
And we know that nothing can ever come between us again — 
never again — ^my husband.” And, with that blessed word, she 
drew me down to her lips, and turning, fled into the cottage. 

I went on slowly up the path to meet Simon, and, lais I went^ 
my heart was heavy, and my mind full of a strange foreboding. 
But I never thought of the omen of the knife that had once falleOi 
and quivered in the floor between us. 
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•• Twere 'is snuff-box as 4one it ! " said Simon* staring very 
hard at his tiorse's ears, as w? jogged along the road. “ *E were 
a-goin' upstairs for it, an' slipped 'e did. ‘ Simon,' says he, as 
I hfted of 'im in my arms, ‘ Simon/ says 'e, quiet like, ‘ I be done 
for at last, lad — ^this poor old feyther o' yourn '11 never go a-climbin’ 
up these stairs no more,' says 'e — ‘ never — ^no — more/ " 

After this Simon fell silent, and I likewise, until we reached 
the village. Before The Bull " was a group who talked with 
hushed voices and grave faces, even Old Amos grinned no 
more. 

, The old man lay in his great four-post bed, propped up with 
pillows, and with Prue beside him, to smooth his silver hair with 
tender fingers, and Black George towering in the shade of the 
bed-curtains, like a grieving giant. 

“ 'Ere I be, Peter," said the old man, beckoning me feebly 
with his hand, “ 'ere I be — ^at the partin' o' the w^iys, an' wi' 
summat gone wTong wi' my innards I When a man gets so old 
as I be, 'is innards be like glass, Peter, like glass — an' apt to 
fly all to pieces if 'e goes a-slippin' an' a-slidin' dow'iistairs, 
like me." 

“ Are you in pain ? " I asked, clasping his slirivelled 
hand. 

" Jest a twinge, now an' then, Peter — but — Lord 1 that 
bean't nothin' to a man the likes o' me — Peter " 

" You alw^ays were so hale and hearty," I nodded, giving him 
the usual opening lie had waited for; 

" Ay, so strong as a that I were ! like a lion in my youth 
— Black Jarge were nought to me — a cart-'orse I were." 

" Yes," said I, "'yes," and stooped my head lower over the 
feeble old hand. 

" But alter all, Peter, bulls pass away, an' lions, an' cart-'orses 
lose their teeth, an' gets wore out, for all flesh is grass — but iron's 
iron, liean't it, Peter— rusts it do, but 'tis iion ail the same, an' 
lasts a man out — even such a 'earty chap as I were ? " 

" Sometimes," said I, without looking up. 

" An' I be very old an' tired, Peter, my 'eart be all wore out 
wi' beatin' an' bcatiii' all these years — 'tis a wonder at it didn't 
stop afore now — but a — a — stapil, Peter, don't 'ave no 'eart to 
go a-beatin' an' a-wearin' of itself aw^ay ? " 

“ No, Ancient." 

" So 'ere be I, a-standin' in the Valley o' the Shadow, an' 
waitin' for God's Angel to take my 'and for to show me the way. 
'Tis a darksome road, Peter, but I bean't afraid, an' there be a 
light beyond Jordan-water. No, I aren't afraid to npett the God 
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as made me, lor ‘ the Lord is m^rdfal — and very kind,' an’ I 
don't s'pose as 'E'll be very 'ard on a oH, old man as did 'is best, 
an* wi' a 'eart all tired an' wore away wi* beatin' — I be ready, 

Peter — only " 

“ Yes, Ancient ? " 

“ Oh, Peter ! — ^it be that theer old stapil — as'll go on rustin' 
away an* rustin’ away arter the old man as watched it so is laid 

in the earth, an' forgot about " 

“ No,” said I, without looking up, but slipping my hand into 

my pocket ; ” no. Ancient ” 

“ Peter — Oh, Peter I — do 'ee mean ? " 

” I mean that, although it had no heart, the staple was tired 
and worn out — just as you are, and so I brought it to you,” and 
I slipped the rusty bit of iron into tlie old man's trembling 
palm. 

” O Lord ! ” he began in a fervent voice, ” 0 dear Lord I 

— I got it, Lord — th' owd stapil — I be ready to come to Thee, an' 
j'yful — ^j’yful ! an' for this mercy, an’ benefit received — blessed 
be Thy name. Amen ! ” 

He lay very quiet for a while, with the broken staple clasped 
to liis breast, and his eyes closed. 

” Peter,” said he suddenly, ” you won’t ’ave no one to bring 
you noos no more — why, Peter ! be ’ee cryin’ — for me ? 'TiS 
true 'twere me as found ye, but I didn't think as you’d go to 
cry tears for me — I be goin' to tak' t' ovvcl stapil wi' me, Peter, all 

along the road — an’ Peter ” 

” Yes, Ancient ? ” 

Be you quite sure as you aren't a dook ? i 
" Quite sure.” 

Nor a earl ? ” 

” No, Ancient.” 

” Not even a — barrynet ? ” 

” No, Ancient.” 

” Ah, well ! — Y(m be a man, Peter, an' 'tis summat to ha’ 
found'^a man — tt\at it be,” 

And now he feebly beckoned us all nearer. 

” Children,” said lie, ” I be a old'aii' ancient man — I be goin' 
on — across, the river to wait for you — my blessin' on ye. It be 
a dark, dark road, but I've got t' owd stapil, an' there — be a 
light beyond — the river.” 

So, the Aiicierit sighed, and crossed the dark l^ver into the 
Land ui Light EteruaL 
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CHAPTER XLII 

HOW SIR MAURICE KEPT HIS WORD 

Night, with a rising moon, and over all things a great quietude, a 
deep, deep silence. Air, close and heavy, without a breath to wake 
- the slumbering trees ; an oppressive stillness, in wliich small 
sounds magnified themselves, and seemed disproportionately loud. 

And presently, as I went upon my way, I forgot the old man 
. sleeping so peacefully with the rusty staple clasped to his shrunken 
breast, and thought only of the proud woman who had given her 
life into my keeping, and who, henceforth, would walk with me, 
hand in hand, upon this Broad Highway over rough places, and 
smooth — even unto the end. So I strode on, full of a deep and 
abiding joy, and with heart that tluobbed and hands tliat 
trembled l^cause 1 knew that she watched and waited for my 
coming. 

A sound broke upf)n the stillness — sudden and sharp — like 
the snapping of a stick. I stopped, and glanced about me — but 
it had come and gone — lost in the all-pervading calm. 

And presently, reaching the leafy path that led steeply down 
into the Hollow, I paused a moment to look about me and to 
listen again ; but the deep silence was all unbroken, save for the 
slumberous song of the brook, that stole up to me from the 
shadows, and I wondered idly what that sudden sound might 
have been. So I began to descend this leafy path, and went 
on to meet that which lay waiting for me in the shadows. 

It was dark here among the trees, for the moon was low as 
yet, but, every now and then she sent a kindly ray through some 
opening amid the leaves, so that as I descended the path 1 seemed 
to be wading through small, limpid pools of radiance. 

Bqt all at once I stopped — staring at something which lay 
at the edge of one of these pools — ^a white claw — a, hand whose 
fingers, t^on-like, had sunk deep and embedded themselves in 
the turf. And, beyond this gleaming hand, was an arm, and 
beyond that again, something that baulked across my path, darker 
than the shadows. 

Running forward, I stood looking down at that wliich lay at 
my feet — so very still ; and stooped suddenly, and turned it 
over that I might see the face ; and, seeing it, started back in 
shuddering horror. For, in those features — hideous with blood, 
stained and blackened with powder, 1 recognised my cousin-— 

M 
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Sir Maurice Vibart. Tlien, remembering the stick that had 
snapped, I wondered no more, but a sudden deadly faintness 
came upon me so that I leaned wt akly against a tree near by. 

A rustling of leaves — a sliuddering breath, and. though 1 did 
not raise my head, I knew that Charmian was there. 

** Oh, Peter I " she whispered, ‘‘ oh, Peter I " and that was 
all, but, moved by something in her tone, I glanced up. Her 
eyes were wide and staring — ^not at me, but at that which lay 
between us — lier face was pallid, even lier lips had lost their 
colour, and slie clasped one liand upon her bosom — the other 
was hidden in the folds of her gown — hidden as I remembered 
to have seen it once before, but now it struck me with a horrible 
significance ; wlierefore I reached out and caught lliat hidden 
hand, and drew the wea]>>n from her nerveless lingers, holding it 
where the light could play upon it. Siie started, shivered 
violently, and covered her eyes, while I, looking down at the 
pistol in my hand, saw that it had lately been discharged. 

“He Inis kept Ids word 1 " she whisj)eied ; “he has kept 
his word ! " 

“ Yes, Charmian — he has kept his word ! “ 

“ Oh, Peter 1 “ she moaned, and stretched out her hands 
towards me, yet she kept her face tumi d iiom that which lay 
across the patli between ns, and her hamls were shaking pitifully. 
“ Peter ? “ she cried with a sudden break in her voice ; but I 
went on wiping tlie soot from the j)istol-barrel with the end of 
my neckerchief. Then, all at once, she was beside me, clasping 
my arm, and she was pleading with me, her words conung in 
a Hood. 

“No, Peter, no — oh, GckI I — yon do not think it — you can't 
— you mustn't. I was alone— waiting for you, and the hours 
passed — ^and you didn't come — ^and 1 was nervims, and frightened, 
and full of awful fancies. I thought I heard someone — creeping 
round the cottage. Once I thought someone pcicred in at the 
lattice, ^nd once I thought someone tried the dour. And so — 
because I was frightened, Peter, I took that — that, and held it 
in my hand, Peter. And while I sat there — it seemed more than 
ever — ^that somebody was breJthing softly — outside the door. 
And so, Peter, I couldn't bear it any more — and opened the 
lattice — and fired — in the air — I swear it was in the air. And 
I stood there — at the open casement — ^sick with fear, and trying 
to pray for you — because I knew he had come back — to kill you, 
Peter, and, while I prayed, I heard another shot — ^not close, but 
faint — ^like the snapping of a twig, Peter — ^and I ran out — ^and 
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—oh, Peter I — ^that is all — ^but you believe — oh !— you believe, 
don't you, Peter ? " 

While she spoke, I had slipped the pistol into my pocket, 
and now I held out my hands to her, and drew her near, and 
gazed into the troubled depths of her eyes. 

" Charmian I " said I, Charmian — I love you I and God 

forbid that 1 should ever doubt you any more," 

So, with a sigh, she sank in my eml>race, her ai Ais crept alK>ut 
my neck, and oiir lips imd, and clung But ev< n llirn 

— wliile I looked upon her btauty, while Um* contac t of her lips 
tlirilled through tnc — t'vcn thc'n, in my mind, 1 saw the nnnckions 
pistol in her hand — as 1 liad seen it monlhs ago. Indeed it 
almost seemed that she divined my thonght, for she drew swiftly 
back, and looked up at me with haggard eyes. 

" Peter ? " she whispered, what is it — what is it ? " 

Oh, Charmian I " said I, over and over again, " I love you 
— I love ycm." And I kissed her appealing eyes, and stayed her 
questioning lips with my kisses, " I love you more than my 
life — ^more than honour — more tlian my scnil ; ar.d, because 1 so 
love you — to-niglit you must leave me " 

“ Leave you ? — ah no, Peter — ^no — ^no, I am your wife — I 
must slay w'ith you — to suffer and share your troubles and 
dangers — it is my right — iny privilege. Let us go away together, 
now — ^anywhere — anywhere, ojjly let us be together — ^my — 
husband." 

" Don't I " I cried, " don't ! Do you think it is so easy to 
remain here without you — to lose you so soon — so very soon ? 
If I only loved you a little less ! Ah 1 don't you see — before the 
w^eek is out, my description will be all over England ; 'we should 
be caught, and you would have to stand beside me in a court of 
justice, and face the shame of it " 

" Dear love ! — it would be my pride — my pride, Peter, to 

face them all — to ebsj) tiiis dear hand in mine 

Never I " I cried, clenching my fists ; “ never 1 Yoif must 
leave me; no one must know Charmian Brow'^n ever existed — 
you must go I" 

" Hush ! " she v'hispiired, clasping me tighter, " listen — 
.someone is coming ! " Away to the right, wc could hear the 
leaves rustling, as though ^ strong wind passed through them ; a 
light flickered, went out, flickered again, and a voice hiiiled faintly : 

" Hallo ! " 

" Come," said Charmian, clasping my hand, " let us go and 
meet him." 
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" No, Charmian, no — I must sec this man— ^lone. Yon must 
leave here, to-night — ^now. You can catch the London Mail at 
the cross roads. Go to Blackheath — ^to Sir Richard Anstruther 
— ^he is my friend — ^tell him ever5^hing " 

She was down at my feet, and had caught my hand to her 
bosom. 

** I can't ! " she cried, '* I can't go — and leave you here alone. 
I have loved you so — from the very first, and it seems that each 
day my love has grown until it is part of me. Oh, Peter 1 — 
don't send me away from you— it will kill me, I thiiilc " 

“ Better that than the shame of a prison ! " I exclaimed, and, 
while I spoke, I lifted lier in my arms. “ Oh I — I am proud — 
proud to have won such a love as yours — let me try to be worthy 
of it. Good-bye, my beloved I " and so I kissed her, and would 
have turned away, but her arms clung about me. 

“ Oh, Peter ! " she sobbed, “ if you must go — if you will go, 
call me — ^your wife — just once, Peter." 

The hovering light was much nearer now, and the rustle of 
leaves louder, as I stooped above her cold hands, and kissed their 
trembling fingers. 

" Some day," said I, " some day, if there is a just God in 
heaven, we shall meet again ; perhaps soon, perhaps late. Until 
tlien, let us dream (»f that gloiwms, golden some day, but now — 
farew'ell, oh, beloved wife I " 

With a broken cry, she drew my head down upon her breast, 
and clasped it there, wliilc her tears mingled with her kisses, 
and so — crying my name, she turned, and was lost among the 
leaves. 


CHAPTER XLIII 

HOW I SET OUT TO FACE MY DESTInV 

The pallid moon shone down pitilessly upon the dead, white 
face that stared up at me through its grime and blood, with the 
same half-tolerant, half-amused contempt of me that it had w^om 
in Ufe ; the drawn hps seemed to mock me, and the clenched fists 
to defy me still ; so that 1 shivered, and turned to watch the 
oncoming light that danced like a will-o’-the-wisp anioug the 
shadows. Ptesently it stopped, and a voice hailed once more : 

Hallo I " 
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“ HaDo ! " I called back ; " this way — this way 1 In a little 
while I saw the figure of a man whom I at once recognised as the 
one-time Postilion, bearing the lanthorn of a chaise, and, as he 
approached, it struck me that this meeting was very much like 
our first, save for him who lay in the shadows, staring up at me 
with unwinking eyes. 

So ho I " exclaimed the Postilion as he came up, raising his 
lantliorn that he might view me the better ; it's you again, 
is it ? " 

'' Yes,” I nodded. 

“Well, I don't like it.” he grumbled, “a-meeting of each 
other again like this, in this Vre ghashly place — ^no, I don't like 
it — ^too much hke last time to be nat’ral., and, as you know, I 
can't abide onnat'ralness. If I was to ax you where my master 
was, like as not you'd tell me 'e was ” 

“ Here 1 ” said I, and, moving aside, pointed to the 
shadow. 

The Postilion stepped nearer, lowering his lanthorn, then 
staggered blindly backwards. 

“ Lord ! ” he wliiinpered, “ Lord love me 1 ” and stood, 
staring, with dropped jaw. 

“ Where is your chaise ? 

“ Up yonder — yonder— in the lane,” lie mumbled, his eyes 
still fixed. 

“ Then help me to carry him there.” 

“ No, no — 1 dursn't touch it — I can't — ^not me — ^not me I ” 

“ 1 think you will,” said I, and took the pistol from my 
pocket. 

“ Ain't one enough for to-night ? ” he muttered ; “ put it 
way — I'll come — I'll do it — put it away.” So I dropped the 
weapon back into my pocket while the Postilion, shivering 
violently, stooped with me above the inanimate figure, and, 
with our liir.p burden between us, we staggered and stunlbled up 
the path, and along the lane to where stood a light travelling 
chaise. 

“ 'E ain't likely to come to this time, I'm thinkin' ! ” said the 
Postilion, mopping the sweat from his brow and ginning with 
pallid lips, after we had got our burden into the vehicle ; “ no, 'e 
ain't likely to wake up no more, nor yet * curse my 'ead off ' — 
this side o' Jordan.” 

No,” I answered, beginning to unwind my neckcloth. 

“ Nor it ain't no good to go a-bundagin' and a-bindin' of 'im 
up — ^like you did last time.” 
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" No/' said I ; “ no/' And stepping into the chaise, I 
muffled that disfigured face in my neckcloth ; having done which, 
I closed the door. 

" What now ? " inquired the Postilion. 

** Nuw you can drive us to Cran brook." 

What — be you a-comin' too ? " 

“ Yes," I nodded ; " yes, lam coming too." 

" Lord love me ! " he exclaimed, and a moment later I heard 
him chirruping to his horses : the whip cracked and the chaise 
lurched forward. Whether he had some ^^ild notion that I 
might attempt to descend and make my escape before we reached 
our destination, I cannot say, but he drove at a furious pace, 
taking corners at a reckless speed, so that the chaise lurched aiKl 
swayed most violently, and, more than once, I was compelled 
to hold that awful figure down upon the seat before me, lest it 
slioiild slide to the tl(;or. On we sjx^d, past hedge and tree, by 
field and Jont:ly wood. And ever in my cLirs was the whir of the 
wheels, the drumming of hoofs, and the crack of the whip ; and 
ever the flitting moonbeams danced across that mullled face 
until it seemed that the features writhed, and gibed at me, 
beneath the folds of the neckerchief. 

And so at last came lights, and Iiouses, and tlie sound of 
excited voices as we pulled up bt'fore the I'osting House at 
Cranbrook. Looking from the window, I saw a ring of faces 
with eyes that gleamed in the light of the lanthoms, and every 
eye was fixed on me, and every foot gave back a step as 1 descended 
from the chaise. And, while I stood there, the Postilion came 
with two white-faced ostlers, who, between them, bore a heavy 
burden tlirough the crowd, stumbling awkwardly as they went ; 
and^as men saw that which they carried, there came a low, deep 
sound — ^wordless, inarticulate, yet full of menace. But, above 
this murmur rose a vence, and I saw the Postilion push his way 
to the steps of tlie iim, and turn there, with hands clenched and 
raised above his head. 

" My master — Sir Maurice Vibart — is killed — shot to death 
— murdered down there in the 'aunted 'Oiler I " he cried, 
" and, if you axes me who done it, I says to you — 'e did — so 
'elp me God I " and speaking, he raised his whip and pointed 
at me. 

Once more there rose that inarticulate sound of menace, and 
once more all eyes were fixed upon me. 

'E were a fine gen'man I " said a voice. 

Ah 1 so gay an' light-'eartod 1 " said another. 
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" Ay, ay — a generous, open-'anded gen 'man I " said a 
third. 

And every moment the murmur swelled, and grew more 
threatening ; fists were clenched, and sticks flourished, so that, 
instinctively, I set my back against the chaise, for it seemed they 
lacked only someone to take the initiative ere they fell upon me. 

The Postilion saw this too, for, with a shout, he sprang 
forward, his whip upraised. But, as he did so, the crowd was 
burst asunder, he was caught by a mighty arm, and Black George 
stood beside me, his eyes glowing, his fists clenched, and his hair 
and board bristling. 

Stand back, you chaps," he growled, " stand back — or I'll 
'urt some on ye ; be ye all a lot o' dogs to set on an' w'orry one 
as is all alone ? " And then, turning to me, " What be the 
matter wi' the fools, Pc'ter ? " 

" Matter ? " cried the Postilitm ; " murder l)e the matter 
— my master be murdered — ^shot to death — an' there stands the 
man as done it ! " 

" Murder ? " cri('d George, in an altered voice ; murder ? " 
Now, as he spoke, the crowd parted, and four ostlers appeared, 
bearing a hurdle between tliem, and on the hurdle lay a figure, 
an elegant figure whose ht'.ad and face were still muflled in 
my neckerchief. I saw George start, and, like a flash, his 
glance came round to my bare throat, and dismay was in his 
eyes. 

" Peter ? " he n^jirmured ; tlien ho laughed suddenly 

and clapped his hand down uix)n my slioukler. " 3^>ok 'ee, 
you chaps," he cried, facing the crowd, " tliis is my friend Peter 
— an honest man an' no murderer, as 'e will tell yc 'issclf — this 
is my fritmd as I'd go bail for wi' my life to a true man ; speak 
up, Peter, an' tell 'etn as you'm an honest man an' no murderci." 
But I sliDok my head. 

" Oh, Peter ! " lie whispered, " speak ! speak I " 

" Not here, George," I answered ; "it would be of no avail — 
besides, I can say nothing to clear mvsolf." 

"Nothin'. Peter?" 

"Nothing, George. This man was shot and killed in the 
Hollow-- I found hin lyimg dead- I found the empty pistol, and 
tlie Postilion, yonder, found me standing over the body. That 
is all I have to tell." 

" Peter," said he, speaking hurriedly beneath his breath, 
"oh, Peter 1 — let's run for it — 't would be main easy for the likes 
o' you an' me " 
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No, George," I answered ; " it would be worse than useless. 
But one thing I do ask of you — ^you know me so much better than 
most — and it is, that you will bid me good-bj^'e, and — ^take my 
hand once more, George — ^here before all these eyes that look 
upon me as a murderer, and " 

Before I had finished he had my hand in both of his — nay, 
had thrown one great arm protectingly about me. 

"Why, Peter " he began in a strangely cracked voice, 

"oh ! man as I love I — ^never think as I'd believe their lies, an' 
— Peter — such fighters as you and me ! — ^a match for double their 
number — ^let's make a bolt for it — ecod 1 I want to hit somebody. 
Never doubt me, Peter — ^your friend — an' they'd go over like 
skittles — ^like skittles, Peter " 

The crowd, which had swelled momentarily, surged, opened, 
and a man on horseback pushed his way towards me, a man in 
some disorder of dress, as though he had clothed himself in a 
hurry. 

Rough hands were now laid upon me ; I saw George’s fist 
raised threateningly, but caught it in my grasp. 

" Good-bye,” said I, " good-bye, George, and don't look so 
downcast, man.” But wn were forced apart, and I was pushed, 
and pulled, and hustled away, through a crowd of faces whose 
eyes damned me wliercver I looked, along panelled passage ways, 
and into a long, dim room, where sat the gentleman I had seen 
on a horse, busily tying his cravat, to whom I delivered up the 
pistol, and answered divers questions as well as I niiglit, and by 
whom, after much jotting of notes and memoranda, I was de- 
livered over to four burly fellows, who, with deep gravity, and 
a grip much tighter than was necessary, once more led me out 
into the moonlit street, wiiere were people who pressed forward 
to stare into my face, and people who leaned out of windows to 
stare down upon my head, and many more who followed at my 
heels. * 

And thus, in much estate, I ascended a flight of worn stone 
steps into the churchyard, and so — by a way of tombs and 
graves — came at last to the great square church-tower, into 
which I was incontinently thnist, and there very securely 
locked up. 
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CHAFfER XLIV 

THE BOW STREET RUNNERS 

It was towards evening of the next day that the door of my 
prison was oi)ened, and two men entered. The first was a tall, 
cadaverousdooking individual of a melancholy cast of feature, 
who, despite the season, was wrapped in a long frieze coat reaching 
almost to his heels, from the pocket of which coat projected a 
short staff, or truncheon. He came forward with his hands in 
his pockets, and his bony chin on his breast, looking at me under 
the brim of a somewhat weather-beaten hat — tliat is to say, he 
looked at my feet, and my hands, and my throat, and my chin, 
but never seemed to get an}^ higher. 

His companion, on the contrary, bustled forward, andi 
tapping me familiarly on the shoulder, looked me over with a 
bright, appraising eye. 

S'elp me, Jeremy I " said he, addressing his saturnine 
friend, s'elp me, if I ever see a pore misfort'nate cove more to 
my mind an' fancy — nice an' tall an' straight-legged — twelve 
stone if a pound — a five-foot drop now — or say five foot six, an' 
'e'U go off as sw'eet as a biid ; ah 1 you'll never feel it, my covey 
— ^not a twinge ; a leetle lightish round the windpipe, p'r'aps 
— but. Lord, it's soon over. You're l(»okin' a bit pale round the 
gills, young cove, but. Lord I that's only nat'ral too." Here he 
produced from the depths of a capacious pocket sometliing that 
glittered beneath his agile fingers. " And 'ow might be your 
general 'eallh, young cove ? " he went on affably, " bobbish, I 
'ope — fair an' bobbish ? " As he six>ke, with a sudden dexterous 
motion he had snapped sometliing upon my wrists, so quickly 
that, at the contact of the cold steel, I started, and a» I did so, 
something jingled faintly. 

" There I " he exclaimed, clapping me on the shoulder again, 
but at the same time casting a sharp glance at my shackled wrists 
— “ there — ^now we're all 'appy an' comfortable 1 I see as you're 
a cove as takes things nice an' quiet, an' — so long as you Jo — I'm 
your friend — Bob's my name, an' bobbish is my natur'. Lord I 
— ^the way I've seen misfort'nate coves take on at sight o' them 
‘ bracelets ' is something outrageous I But you — ^w^hy, you're a 
different kidney — ^you're my kind, you are — ^what do you say, 
Jeremy ? " 
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" Don't like 'is eye I " growled that individual, 

** Don't mind Jeremy/' winked the other ; " it's just 'is 
per-werseness. Dird I 'e is the per-wersest codger you ever sec I 
VVliy, 'e finds fault wi' the Pope o' Rome, jest because 'e's in 
the 'abit o' lettin' coves kiss 'is toe — I've 'card Jeremy work 
'isself up over the Pope, an' a pint o' porter, till you'd 'ave 
thought " 

" Ain't we never a-goin' to start ? " inquired Jeremy, staring 
out of the window, with his back to us. 

“ And where," said I, " where might you be taking me ? " 

" Why, since you ax, my covey, we'm a-takin* you where 
you'll be took good care on, where you'll feed well, and 'ave 
justice done on you — trust us for tliat. Tliough, to be sure. Pm 
sorry to take you from such prup<T quarters as these 'ere — nice 
and airy — eh, Jeremy ? " 

" Ah ! — ^an' wi' a line view o' the graves 1 " growled Jeremy, 
leading the way out. 

In the street stood a chaise and four, surrounded by a pushing, 
jostling throng, men, women and children, w'ho, catching sight 
of me between the Bow Street Runners, forgot to push and 
jostle, and stared at me \\ith every eye and tooth they possessed, 
until I was hidden in the chaise. 

Right away 1 " growled Jeremy, shutting the door with a 

bang. 

" Whoa I " roared a voice, and a great, shaggy golden head 
was thrust in at the window, and a hand reached down and 
grasped mine. 

" A pipe an' bacc y, Peter — from me ; a flask o' rum — 
Simon's bc^st, from Simon ; an' chicken sang-widges, from my 
Prue." This as he pvassed in each article through the window. 
" An' I were to say, Peter, as we are all wi' you — ever an' ever, 
an' I were likewise to tell 'ee as 'ow Prue'll pray for 'ee oftener 
than before, an' — ecod ! " he broke off, the tears running down 
his face, “ there were a lot more, but I've forgot it all, only, 
Peter, me an' Simon be goin' to get a lawyer chap, for ee', an' 
— oh, man, Peter, say the word, an' I'll have 'ee out o' tins in a 
twinklin' — an' we'll run for it " 

But, even as I shook my head, the postboy s whip cracked, 
and the horses plunged forward, 

" Good-bye, George 1 " I cried, “ good-bye, dear fellow 1 " 
and the last I saw of him was as he stood rubbing his tears away 
with one fist and shaking the other after the chaise. 
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CHAPTER XLV 

WHICH CONCifrRNS ITSELF, AMONG OTHER MATTERS, WITH THB 
BOOTS OF THE SATURNINE JEREMY 

" A BOTTLE o' rum ! said the man Bob, and taking it up, very 
abstracted of eye, he removed the cork, sniffed at it. tasted it, 
took a gulp, and handed it over to his companion, who also 
looked at, sniffed at, and tasted it. “ And what d'ye make o' 
that. Jeremy ? " 

'* Tasted better afore now I " growled Jeremy, and immedi- 
ately took another pull. 

Sang-widges, too I " pursued the man Bob, in a ruminating 
tone, an' I always was partial to chicken I " and, forthwith, 
opening the dainty parcel, he helped himself, and his companion 
also. 

“ What d'ye make o' them, Jeremy ? " he inquired, munching 

** Tve eat wuss I " rumbled Jeremy, also munching. 

** Young cove, they does you credit," said the man Bob, 
nodding to me with great urbanity, " great credit — ^there ain't 
many misfort'nates as can per-jooce such sang-widges as them, 
though, to be sure, they eats uncommon quick — 'old 'ard there, 

Jeremy " But, indeed, the sang-widges were already only 

a memory, wherefore his brow grew black, and he glared at the 
still munching Jeremy, w’ho met his looks with his usual im- 
penetrable gloom. 

" A pipe and 'bacca I " mused the man Bob, after we had 
ridden some w^hile in silence, and, with the same serene un- 
consciousness of manner, he took the pipe, filled it, lighted it, 
and puffed with an air of dreamy content. 

" Jeremy is a good-ish sort," he began, with a complacent 
flourish of the pipe, " a good-ish sort, but cross-grained-^Lord I 
young cove, 'is cross-grainedness is ekalled only by 'is per- 
werseness, and 'cause why ? — 'cause 'e don't smoke — (go easy 
wi' the rum, Jeremy !) there's nothing hke a pipe o' 'bacca to 
soothe such things aw^ay — (I got my eye on- ye. Jeremy 1) — ^no. 
there's nothin' like a pipe o' 'bacca ; look at me — I w^ere the 
per-wersest infant that ever was, till I took to smokin', and to-day, 
whatever I'^am, I ain't per-werse, nor yet cross-grained, and 
many a misfort'nate cove, as is now no more — 'as wept over me 
at partin' ” 
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"'They generally always dol” growled Jeremy, uncorking 
the rum-bottle with his teeth. 

" No, Jerry, no," returned the other, blowing out a cloud of 
smoke ; misfort'nates ain’t all the same — (arter you wi’ that 
bottle I) — ^you 'ave Cryers, and Laughers, and Ptay-ers, and 
Silent Ones, and the silent coves is the dangerousest — (arter you 
wi' the bottle, Jeremy I)— now you, my covey," he went on, 
tapping my hand gently with his pipe-stem, ** you ain't exactly 
talkative, in fact — not wishin' no offence, I might say as you 
was inclined to be one o' the Silent Ones. Not as 1 'olds that 
agin you — far from it, only you reminds me of a young cove as 
'ad the misfort’n to get 'isself took for forgery, and who — arter 
me a-talkin' and a-chattin' to 'im in my pleasant wa}^ — went 
and managed to commit sooicide — under my very nose — which 
were 'ardly nioe, or even respectable, considerin' — (arter you wi' 
the bottle, Jeremy !) " 

Jeremy growled, held up the bottle to the failing light of 
evening, measured its contents with his thumb, and extended 
it unwillingly towards his comrade's ready hand ; but it never 
got there, for, at that instant, the cliaise lurched violently — 
there was a cry, a splintering of glass, a crash, and I was lying, 
half stunned, in a ditch, listening to the chorus of oaths and cries 
that rose from the cloud of dust where the frightened horses 
reared and plunged. 

How long I remained thus I cannot say, but, all at once, I 
found myself upon my feet, running down the road, for, hazy 
though my mind yet was, I could tliiuk only of escape, of liberty, 
and freedom — at any prices — at any cost. So 1 ran on down the 
road, somewhat unsUnidily as yet, because my fall had been a 
heavy one, and my brain still reeled. I heard a shout behind 
me — the sharp crack of a jnstol, and a bullet sang over my head ; 
and then I knew they were after me, for I could hear the patter 
of their feet upon the iiard road. 

Now as I ran, my brain cleared, but this only served me to 
appreciate the difficulty of eluding men so seasoned and hardy 
as my pursuers ; morciover, the handcuffs galled my wrists, and 
the short connecting chain hampeied my movements considerably, 
and I saw that, this straight level, I must soon be run downi 
or shot from behind. 

Glancing back. I beheld them some hundred yards, or so, . 
aw^ay, elbows in, heads up, running with that long, free stride 
that speaks of endurance. I increased the pace, the ground flew 
beneath me, but, when I glanced again, though the man Bob 
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had dropped back, the saturnine Jeremy ran on, no nearer, but 
no farther than before. 

Now, as I went, I presently espied that for which I had 
looked — dL gate set in the midst of the hedge, but it was closed 
and never did a gate, before or since, appear quite so high, and 
insurmountable ; but, with the desperation of despair, I turned, 
ran at it, and sprang, swinging my arms above my head as 1 
did so. My foot grazed the top bar — down I came, slipped, 
stumbled, regained my balance, and ran on over the springy 
turf. I heard a crash beJiind me, an oath, a second pistol 
barked, and immediately it seemed that a hot iron seared 
my forearm, and glancing down, 1 saw the skin cut, and 
bleeding, but, finding it no worse, breathed a sigh of thankfulness, 
and ran on. 

By that leap I had probably gained some twenty yards ; I 
would nurse my strength, therefore. If I could once gain the 
woods ! How far off were they ? — half-a-mile, a mile ? — well, 
I could run that easily, thanks to my hardy life. Stay I what 
was that sound behind me — the fall of flying feet^ or the 
throbbing of my own heart ? I turned my head ; the man 
Jeremy was within twelve yards of me — lean, and spare, his 
head thrust forward, he ran, mih the long, easy stride of a 
greyhound. 

So it was to be a question of endurance ? Well, I had 
caught my second wind by now. I set my teeth, and, clenching 
my fists, lengthened my stride. 

And now, indeed, the real struggle began. My pursuer had 
long ago abandoned his coat, but liis boots were heavier and 
clumsier than those I wore, but then, again, my confining shackle 
seemed to contract my chest ; and the handcuffs galled my wTists 
cruelly. 

On I went, scattering flocks of scampering sheep, past medi- 
tative cows who started up, puffing out snorts of perfume ; 
scrambling through hedges, over gate, and stile, and ditch, with 
eyes upon the distant woods full of the purple gloom of evening, 
and, in my cars, the muffled thud I thud 1 thud 1 of the pursuit, 
sometimes seeming much nearer, and sometimes much farther 
off, but always the same rhythmic, remorseless thud I thud I — 
thud 1 thud I 

On, and ever on, climbing steep uplands, plimging down 
precipitous slopes, past braw^fing broofe, and silent pools all 
red and gold with sunset, past oak, and ash, and thorn — on and 
on, with ever those thudding footfalls close behind. And, as we 
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ran, it seemed to me that our feet beat out a kind of cadence— 
his heavy shoes, and my lighter ones. 

Thud I thud I — ^pad I pad ! — ^thud ! thud — pad I ' pad 1 
until they would suddenly become confused, and mingle with 
each other. 

One moment it seemed that I almost loved the fellow, and 
the next that I bitterly hated him. Whether I had gained or 
not, I could not tell ; to look back was to lose ground. 

The woods were close now, so close that I fancied I heard 
the voice of their myriad leaves calling to me — encouraging me. 
But my breath waa panting thick and short, my stride was less 
sure, my wrists were raw and bleeding, and the ceaseless jingle 
of my chain maddened me. 

Thud 1 — thud I — untiring, persistent — thud I — thud I — the 
pulse at my temples throbbed in time with it, my breath panted 
to it. And surely it was nearer, more distant — yes, he had gained 
on me in the last half-mile — but how much ? I cast a look over 
my shoulder, it was but a glance, yet 1 saw that he had lessened 
the distance between us by half. His face shone with sweat — 
his mouth was a line — liis nostrils broad and expanded — his eye 
staring, and shot with blood, but he ran on with the same long, 
easy stride that was slowly but surely wearing me down. 

We were descending a long grassy slope, and I stumbled, 
more than once, and rolled in my course, but on came those 
remorseless footfalls — ^thud ! — thud 1 — thud ! — thud 1 — strong and 
sure as ever. 

He was nearing me fast — he was close upon me — closer — 
within reach of me. I could hear his whistling breaths, and then, 
all at once, I was down on hands and knees ; he tried to avoid me 
— failed, and, shooting high over me, thudded down upon the 
grass. 

For (I moment he lay still, then, with a groan, he rolled 
over, and, propping himself on his arm, thrust a hand into his 
bosom ; but 1 hurled myself upon him, and, after a brief 
struggle, twisted the pistol from liis grasp, whereupon he groaned 
again. 

“ Hurt ? ” I panted. 

“ Arm broke, I think,” he growled, and forthwith burst out 
into a torrent of curses. 

“ Does it — hurt — so much ? ” I panted. 

“ Ah I but it — ^ain't that,” he panted back, “ it's me — a-lettin' 
of you — ^work off a mouldy — old trick on me — ^like — ^that 
there-^ " 
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“ It was my only chance/* said I, sitting down beside him to 
regain my wind. 

** To think/' he growled. '' o* me bein' took in by a " 

" But you are a great runner ! " said 1. 

** A great fool, you mean, to be took in by a " 

“ You have a long walk back, and your arm will be pain- 
ful — 

" And serve me right for bein' took in by " 

“ If you will lend me your neckerchief 1 think I can make your 
arm more comfortable," said I. He ceased cursing to stare at 
me, slowly and awkwardly unwound the article in question, and 
passed it to me. Thereupon, having located the fracture, I 
contrived a rough splint with a piece of wood lying near ; 
which done, he thanked me, in a burst of profanity, and 
rose. 

“ Tve see worse coves nor you 1 " said he, " and one good 
turn desarvin' another — he snug all day, and travel by night, 
and keep to the byroads — this ain't no common case, there'll be 
a thousand pound on your 'ead afore the wcek^s out — so look 
spry, my cove I " saying w'liich he nodded, turned upon his heel, 
and strode away, cursing to himself. 

Now, presently, as I went, 1 heard the merr}" ring and clink 
of hammer and anvil, and, guided by the sound, came to a tumble- 
down smitliy where was a man busily at work, with a sliock- 
headed boy at the bellows. At sight of me, the smith set down 
his hammer, and stared open-mouthed, as did also the shock- 
headed boy. 

" How long would it take you to file off these shackles ? " I 
inquired, holding out my hands. 

" To — to file 'em off ? " 

" Yes." 

" Why, tliat — that — depends " 

"Then do it — as soon as you can." Upon this„ the man 
turned his back to me and began rummaging among his tools, 
with his head very near that of the shock Jieadcd boy, until, having 
found a file suitable to the purpose, he set to work upon my 
handcuffs. But he progressed so slowly, for one reason and 
another, that I began to grow impatient ; moreover, noticing 
that the shock-headed boy had disappeared, I bade him 
desist. 

" A cold chisel and hammer will be quickest," said I ; " come, 
cut me off this chain — here, close up to the rivets," And, when 
be had done this, I took his file, and thrusting it beneath my 



358 


The Broad Highway 


coat, off, running my hardest, leaving him to stare after me, 
with his eyes and mouth wider than ever. 

The sun was down when I reached the woods, and here, in 
the kind shadows, I sta5"ed awhile to rest, and rid^^myself of my 
handcuffs ; but, when I felt for the file to do so— it was gone. 


chapter XLVI 

now I CAME TO LONDON 

Justly to narrate all that befell me during my flight, and journey 
to London, would fill many pages, and therefore, as this book of 
mine is already of a magnitude far bc;yond my first expectations, 
I shall hurry on to the end of my story. 

Acting upon the advice of the saturnine Jeremy, I lay hidden 
by day, and travelled by night, avoiding the highway. But in so 
doing I Ixicame so often involved in the maze of *tross-roads, 
bylanes, cov^'ixiths, and cart-tracks, that twice the dami found 
me as completely lost as though I had been set down in the midst 
of the Sahara. I thus wasted much time, and wandered many 
miles out of my way ; wherefore, to put an end to these futile 
ramblings, I set iny face westward, hoping to strike the highroad 
somewhere betw^een Tonbridge and Sevenoalcs ; determined 
rather to run the extra chance of capture than follow haphazard 
these tortuous and interminable byways. 

It was, then, upon the third night since my escape, that, 
faint and spent with hunger, I saw before me the welcome sight 
of a fingeri)ost, and hurrying forw'ard, eager to learn my where- 
abouts, came full upon a man wdio sat l)cncath the fingerpost, 
with a hunch of bread and meat upon his knee, which he was 
eating by means of a clasp-knife. 

Now I had tasted nothing save two apples all day, and 
but little the day before — ^thus, at sight of this appetising food, 
my hunger grew, and increased to a violent desire before 
W'hich prudence vanished and caution flew away. Therefore 
I approached the man, with my e3'es upon his bread and 
meat. 

But, as I drew nearer, my attention was attracted by some- 
thing white that was nailed up against the finger-post, and I 
©topped dead, with my eyes riveted by a word printed in great 
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black cajMtals, and stood oblivious alike of the man who had 
.stopped eating to stare at me, and the bread and meat that be 
had set down upon the grass ; for what I saw was this : 

G. R. 

MURDER 

£500 REWARD 

Wrbrbas, peter smith, blacksmith, late of 
SISSINGHURST. in the county of Kent, suspected 
of the crime of WILFUL MURDER, did, upon the 
Tenth of August last, make his escape from his 
gaolers, upon the Tonbridge road, somewhere 
between SISSTNGHURST and PEMBRY ; the 
above REWARD, namely. FIVE HUNDRED 
POUNDS, will be paid to such person, or persons 
who shall give such INFORMATION as shall lead 
to the ARREST, and APPREHENSION of the 
aforesaid PETER SMITH. In the furtherance of 
which, is hereunto added a just and close description 
of the same — VIZ. — He is six foot tall, and a siz- 
able ROGUE. His hair, black, his eyes dark and 
piercing. Clad, when last seen, in a worn velveteen 
jacket, knee-breeches buckled at the knees, grey 
worsted stockings, and patched shoes. The coat 
TORN at the RIGHT shoulder. Upon his wrists, 
a pair of steel HANDCUFFS. Last seen in the 
vicinity of PEMBRY, 

While I yet stared at this, I was conscious that the man had 
risen, and now stood at my elbow ; also, that in one hand he 
carried a short, heavy stick. He stood very still, and with bent 
head, apparently absorbed in the printed words before him, but 
more than once I saw his eyes gleam in the shadow of his hat- 
brim, as they turned to scan me furtively up and down. , Yet he 
did not speak, or move, and there was something threatening, 
I thought, in his immobility. Wherefore I, in turn, watched him 
narrowly from the comer of jny eye, and thus it chanced that 
our glances met. 

“ You seem thoughtful ? ” said I- 
“ Ah I— I be that." 

" And what might you be thinking ? " 

** Why — since you ax me, I was thinking as your eye 
mighty sharp and piercin’." 

f’ Ah 1 " said I ; ** and what more ? " 



360 The Broad Highway 

** That your coat was tore at the shoulder/* 

“ So it is/' I nodded ; “well?" 

“ You, likewise wears buckled breeches, ana grey worsted 
stockings." 

“ You are a very observant man ! " said I. 

“ Though, to be sure," said he, sliaking his head, “ I don't 
see no 'andcufis." 

“ That is because they are hidden under my sleeves." 

“ A — h — ^h ! " said he, and I saw the stick quiver in his ^ip. 

“ As I said before, you are a very observant man ! " said I, 
watching the stick. 

“ Well, Tve got e 5 ^es, and can see as much as most folk," he 
retorted, and here the stick quivered again. 

“ Yes," I nodded ; “ you also possess legs, and can probably 
walk fast ? " 

“ Ah I — and run, too, if need be," he added significantly. 

" Then suppose you start." 

Start where ? " 

“ Anywliere, so long as you do start." 

“ Not wi'out yon, my buck I I’ve took a p ^werful fancy to 
you, and that there five hundred pounds " — here his left hand 
shot out and grasped my collar — “so — s'jx>sin' you come along 
o' me. And no tricks, mind — ^no tricks, or — ^ah I — ^would ye ? " 
The heavy stick whirled up, but, quick as he, I had caught his 
wrist, and now presented my pistol full in his face. 

“ Drop that stick ! " said I, pressing the muzzle of the weapon 
lightly against his forehead as 1 spoke. At the touch of the 
cold steel his body suddenly stiffened and grew rigid, his eyes 
opened in a horrified stare, and the stick clattered down on the 
road. 

“ Talking of fancies," I pursm’d, “ I have a great mind to 
that smock-frock of yours, so take it off, and quick about it." 

In a fever of haste he tore off the garment in question, and, 
he thrusting it eagerly upon me, I folded it over my arm. 

“ Now," said I, “ since you say you can run, supposing you 
show me what you can do. This is a good straight line — off with 
you and do your best, and no turning, or stoppnng, mind, for 
the moon is very bright, and I am a pretty good shot." Hardly 
waiting to hear me out, the fellow set off up the lane, running 
likfe the wind ; whereupon, I (waiting only to snatch up his 
forgotten bread and meat) took to my heels — down the lane, so 
that, when I presently stopped to don the smock-frock, itf late 
possessor had vanished as though he had never been. 
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I homed on, nevertheless, eating greedily as I went, and, 
after some while, left the narrow lane behind, and qame out on 
the broad highway that stretched like a great, wliite riband, 
unrolled beneath the moon. And here was another fingerpost 
with the words : 

”To Sevenoaks, Tonbridge, and the Wells. — To Bromley and 
London." 


And here, also, was another placard, headed by that awful 
word : MURDER — which seemed to leap out at me from the 
rest. And, with that word, there rushed over me the memory 
of Charmian as I had seen her stand — white-lipped, haggard of 
eye, and — ^with one hand hidden in the folds of her gown. 

So I turned and strove to flee from this hideous word, and, as 
I went, I clenched my fists, and cried within myself : ‘‘ I love 
her — love her — ^no doubt can come between us more — 1 love her — 
love her — ^love her 1 " Thus I hurried on along the great high- 
road, but, wherever I looked, I saw this most hateful word ; it 
shone out palely from the shadows ; it was scored into the dust 
at my feet ; even across the splendour of tlie moon, in jagged 
characters, I seemed to read that awful word : MURDER. 

And the soft night-wind woke voices to whisper it as 1 passed ; 
the sombre trees and gloomy hedgerbws were full of it ; I heard 
it in the echo of my step — MURDER 1 MURDER I It was 
always there, whether I walked, or ran, in rough and stony 
places, in the deep, soft dust, in the dewy, tender grass — ^it 
was always there, whispering at my heels, and refusing to be 
silenced. 

I had gone on, in this way, for an hour, or more, avoiding the 
middle of the road, because of the brilliance of the moon,^ when 
I overtook something that crawled in the gloom of thd hedge, 
and approaching, pistol in hand, saw that it was a man. 

He was creeping forward slowly and painfully on his hands 
and knees, but, all at once, sank down with his face in the grass, 
only to rise, groaning, and creep on once more ; and, as he went, 
I heard him praying : 

‘‘ Lord, give me strength — O Lord, give me strength. An- 
gela I Angela I It is so far — so far " And groaning, he 

sank down again, upon his face. 

** You are iU I " said I, bending over him. 

“ I must reach Deptford — she's buried at Deptford, and 1 
ahall die to-night — 0 Lord, give me strength 1 " he panted. 
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Deptford is miles away/* said I. 

Now, as I spoke, he lifted himself upon his hands and stared 
up at me. I saw a haggard, hairy face, very thin and sunken^ 
but a fire burned in the eyes, and the eyes seemed, somehow/ 
familiar. 

** You 1 ** he cried, and spat up in the air towards me ; ** devil I ** 
he cried, Devil Vibart." I recoiled instinctively before the 
man's sudden, wild ferocity, but, propping himself against the 
bank, he shook his hand at me, and laughed. 

Devil ! " he repeated ; shade ! — ^ghost of a devil I — ^have 

you come back to see me die ? " 

Who are you ? " I cried, bending to look into the pale, 
emaciated face ; " who are you ? " 

** A shadow," he answered, passing a shaking hand up over 
his face and brow, " a ghost — a phantom — as you are ; but my 
name was Strickland once, as yours was Devil Vibart. I am 
changed of late — yon said so in the Hollow, and — laughed. You 
don't laugh now. Devil Vibart, you remember poor John Strick- 
land now." 

" You are the Outside Passenger 1 " I excLiimed, " the mad- 
hian who followed and shot at me in a wood " 

" Followed ? Yes, I was a shadow that was always behind 
you — ^following and following you, Satan Vibart, tracking and 
tracking you to hell and damnation. And you fled liere, and 
you fled there, but I was always behind you ; you hid from me 
among lowly folk, but you could not escape the shadow. Many 
times I would have killed you — but she was between — the Woman. 

I came once to your cottage, it was night, and the door opened 
beneath my hand — ^but your time was not then. But — ha ! — 
met you among trees, as I did once before, and I told you my 
name — as I did once before, and I spoke of her — of Angela, and 
cried h& name — ^and shot you — just here, above the brow ; and 
so you died. Devil Vibart, as soon I must, for my mission is 
accomplished ” 

" It was you 1 ” I cried, kneeling beside him, " it was your 
hand that shot Sir Maurice Vibart ? " 

" Yes," he answered, his voice growing very gentle as he 
went on, " for Angela's sake — ^my dead wife," and, fumbling in 
his pocket, he drew out a woman's small, lace-edged handker- 
chief, and I saw that it was thickened and black with blood. 
"This was hers," he continued, "in her hand, the night she 
died — I had meant to lay it on her grave — ^the blood of atone- 
ment — ^but now " •' .y 
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A sudden crash in the hedge above;, a figure silhouetted 
against the sky ; a shadowy arm, that, falling, struck the moon 
out of heaven, and, in the darkness, I was down upon my knees, 
and fingers were upon my throat. 

" Oh, Darby I " cried a voice, " I've got him— this way — 
quick — oh, Darb— - " My fist drove into his ribs ; I struggled 
up under a rain of blows, and we struck, and swayed, and staggered 
and struck — trampling the groaning wretch who lay dying in the 
ditch. And before me was the pale oval of a face, and I smote 
it twice with my pistol-butt, and it was gone, and I — ^was running 
alongxthe road. 

** Charmian spoke truth I O God, I thank thee I ” 

I burst through a hedge, running on, and on — careless alike 
of being seen, of capture or escape, of prison or freedom, for in 
my heart was a great joy. 

I was conscious of shouts and cries, but I heeded them no 
more, listening only to the song of happiness my heart was 
singing : 

“ Charmian spoke truth, her hands are clean. O God, I 
thank thee 1 " 

And, as I went, I presently espied a caravan, and before it, 
a fire of sticks, above which a man was bending, who, raising his 
head, stared at me as I approaefied. He was a strange-looking 
man, who glared at me with one eye and leered jocosely with the 
other ; and, being spent, and short of breath, I stopped, and 
wiping the sweat from my eyes I saw that it was blood. 

** How — is Lewis ? ” I panted. 

What," exclaimed the man, drawing nearer, is it you ? — 
James 1 but you're a picter, you are — ^hallo I " he stopped, as 
his glance encountered the steel that glittered upon my wrists ; 
while upon the silence the shouts swelled, drawing near* and 
nearer. 

“ So — the Runners is aider you, are they, young feller ? " 

" Yes," said I ; " yes. You have only to cry out, and they 
will take me, for I can fight no more, nor run any farther, this 
knock on the head has made me very dizzy." 

“ Then — take a pull at this ’ere," said he, and thrust a flat 
bottle into my hand. The fiery spirit burned my throat, but 
almost immediately my strength and courage revived. 

" Better ? " 

" Much better," I answered, returning the bottle, " and I 
thank you " 

Don't go for to thank me, young feller/' said he, driving 



364 T4ie Broaxl Highway 

the cork into the bottle with a Wow of his fist, you thank that 
youhg feller as once done as much for me-~at a Fair, An* now 
■—cut away— run I— the 'edge is good and dark, up yonder— lay 
low a bit, and leave these damned Runners to me/' I obeyed 
without more ado, and, as I ran up the lane, I heard him shouting 
and swearing as though engaged in a desperate encounter ; and, 
turning in the shadow of the hedge, I saw him met by two men, 
with whom, still shouting and gesticulating excitedly, he set off, 
running — down the lane. 

And so I, once more, turned my face London-wards. 

The blood still flowed from the cut in my head, getting often 
Into my eyes, yet I made good progress notwithstanding. But, 
little by little, the effect of the spirits wore off, a drowsiness stole 
over me, my limbs felt numbed and heavy. And with this came 
strange fancies, and a dread of the dark. Sometimes it seemed 
that odd lights danced before my eyes, like marsh-fires, and strange 
voices gabbled in my ears, furiously unintelligible, udth laughter 
in a high-pitched key ; sometimes I cast myself down in the 
dewy grass, only to start up again, trembling, and run on till I 
was breathless ; but ever I struggled forward, despite the throb- 
bing of my broken head, and the gnawing hunger that consumed 
me. 

After a while, a mist came on, a mist that formed itself into 
deep valleys, or rose in jagged spires and pinnacles, but constantly 
changing ; a mist that moved, and writhed, within itself. And 
in this mist were forms, nebulous and indistinct, multitudes that 
moved in time with me, and the voices seemed louder than before, 
and the laughter much shriller, while, repeated over and over 
again I caught that awful word : MURDER, MURDER. 

Chief among this host walked one whose head and face were 
muffled from my sight, but who watched me, I knew, through 
the folds, with eyes that stared fixed and wide. 

But now, indeed, the mist seemed to have got into my 
brain, and all things were hazy, and my memory of them is 
dim. Yet I recall passing Bromley village, and slinking furtively 
through the shadow's of the deserted High Street, but there- 
after all is blank save a memory of pain, and toil, and deadly 
fatigue. 

I was stumbling up steps — ^the steps of a terrace ; a great 
house lay before me, with lighted windows here and there, but 
these I feared, and so came creeping to one that I knew well, 
and whose dark panes glittered palely under the d3rmg moon. 
And now I took out my clasp-knife^ and, fumbling blindly, put 
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btck the catch (as I had often done as a boy), and so, the windcn" 
opening, I clambered into the dimness beyond. 

Now as I stumbled forward my hand touched something, a 
long, dark object that was covered with a cloth, and, hardly 
knowing what I did, I drew back this cloth and looked down at 
that which it had covered, and sank down upon my knees, 
groaning. For there, staring up at me, cold, contemptuous, 
and set like marble, was the smiling, dead face of my Cousin 
Maurice. 

As I knelt there, I was conscious that the door had opened, 
that someone approached, bearing a light, but I did not move 
or heed. 

** Peter ? — ^good God in heaven I — is it Peter ? " 1 looked 
up and into the dilated eyes of Sir Kichaid. “ Is it really 
Peter ? " he whispered. 

Yes, sir — dying, I think/* 

No, no — Peter— dear boy," he stammered. ** You didn't 
know — you hadn't heard — ^poor Maurice — murdered — fellow — 
name of Smith I " 

" Yes, Sir Richard, I know more about it than most. You 
see, I am Peter Smith." Sir Richard fell back from me, and I 
saw the candles swaying in his grasp. 

" You ? " he whispered, ** you ? Oh, Peter I — oh, my 
boy I " 

" But I am innocent — ^innocent — ^you believe me — you who 
were my earliest friend — ^my good, kind friend — ^you Ixilieve me ? " 
and I stretched out my hands appealingly, but, as I did so, the 
light fell gleaming u}:K)n my shameful wristlets ; and, even as 
we gazed into each other's eyes, mute and breathless, came the 
sound of steps and hushed voices. Sir Richard sprang forward, 
and, catching me in a powerful hand, half led, half dragged me 
behind a tall leather screen beside the hearth, and thrusting me 
into a chair, turned, and hurried to meet the intruders. 

They were three, as I soon discovered by their voices, one ol 
which I thought I recognized. 

" It's a devilish shame 1 " the first was saying ; " not a soul 
here for the funeral but our four selves — I say it's a shame — 
a burning shame I " 

" That, sir, depends entirely on the point of view,!' answered 
the second, a somewhat aggressive voice, and this it was I seemed 
to recognise. ^ 

‘‘ Point of view, sir ? Where, I should like to know, arc all 
those smiling nonentities — ^those fawning sycophants who were 
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once so proud of his patronage, who openly modelled themselves 
upon him, whose highest arqbition was to be called a friend of 
the famous * Buck ' Vibart— where are they now ? " 

** Doing the same by the present favourite, as is the nature of 
their kind/' responded the third ; “ poor Maurice is already 
forgotten." 

" The Prince," said the harsh voice, the Prince would never 
have forgiven him for crossing him in the affair of the Lady 
Sophia Sefton ; the day he ran off with her he was as surely dead 
— ^in a social sense — as he is now^in every sense." 

Here the mist settled down upon my brain once more, and 
I heard nothing but a confused murmur of voices, and it seemed 
to me that I was back on the road again, hemmed in by those 
gibbering phantoms tliat spoke so much, and yet said but one 
word : " Murder." 

" Quick — a candle here — candle — bring a light " 

There came a glare before my smarting eyes, and I struggled up 
to my feet. 

“ Why — I have seen this fellow's face somewhere — ^ah 1 — 
yes, at an inn — liang-dog rogue — I threatened to puU his nose, 
I remember, and— by Heaven I — handcuffs ! He has been 
roughly handled, too I Gentlemen, Til lay my life the murderer 
is found — ^though how he should come here of all places — extra- 
ordinary. Sir Richard —you and I, as magistrates-^uty " 

But the mist was very thick, and the voices grew confused again ; 
only I laicw that hands were upt>n me, tliat 1 was led into another 
room, where were lights that glittered upon the silver, the de- 
canters and glasses of a supper tabic. 

" Yes," I was saying, slowly and heavily ; " yes, I am Peter 
Smith — 2 l blacksmith — ^who escaped from his gaolers on the 
Tonbridge Road — ^but I am innocent — before God — I am 
innocent. And now — do with me as you will — fur 1 am — very 
weary^ " 

Sir Ricliard's arm was about me, and Ids voice sounded in 
my ears, but as though a great way off : 

" Sirs," said he, “ this is my friend — Sir Peter Vibart." 
There was a moment's pause, then — ^a chair fell with a crash, and 
there rose a confusion of excited voices, yet which grew suddenly 
silent, for the door had opened, and on the threshold stood a 
woman, tall, and proud, and richly dressed, from the little dusty 
boot that peeped beneath her habit to the wide-sweeping hat- 
brim that shaded the high beauty of her face. And I would have 
gone to her but that my strength failed me. 
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"Charmianl” 

She started, and, turning, uttered a cry, and ran to me. 
Charmian," said I ; oh, Charmian I " And so, with her 
tender arms about me, and her kisses on my lips, the mist settled 
down upon me, thicker and darker than ever. 


CHAPTER XLVII 

IN WHICH THIS HISTORY IS ENDED 

A BRIGHT room, luxuriously appointed ; a great wide bed with 
carved posts and embroidered canopy ; between the curtained 
windows, a tall oak press with grotesque heads carved thereon, 
heads that leered and gaped and scowled at me. But the bed 
and the room and the oak press were all familiar, and the grotesque 
heads had leered and gaped and frowned at me before, and 
haunted my boyish dreams many and many a night. 

And now I lay between sleeping and waking, staring dreamily 
at all these things, till roused by a voice near by, and starting up, 
brbad awake, beheld Sir Ricliard. 

“ Deuce take you, Peter ! ” he exclaimed ; " I say — the 
devil fly away with you, my boy 1 — curse me ! — a nice pickle 
youVe made of yourself, with your infernal Revolutionary 
notions — your digging, and blacksmithing, your walking- 
tours " 

" Where is she. Sir Richard ? I broke in ; “ pray, where 
is she ? 

“ She ? ’* he returned, scratching his chin with the comer of 
a letter he held ; she ? " 

She whom I saw last night " 

" You were asleep last night, and the night before.” 

” Asleep ? — then how long have I been here ? ” 

” Three days, Peter.” 

” And where is she — ^surely I have not dreamed it all — ^where 
is Charmian I ” 

” She went away — this morning,” 

” Gone ! — where to ? ” 

” Gad, Peter ! — how should I know ? ” But seeing the* 
distress in my face, he smiled, and tendered me the letter. ” She 
left this ‘ For Peter, when he awoke and IVe beep waiting 
for Peter to wake all the morning,” 
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Hastily I broke the seal, and, unfolding the paper with 
tremulous hands read : 

" Dearest, noblest, and most disbelieving of Peters, — 
Oh, did you think you could hide your hateful suspicion from 
me — from me who know you so well ? I felt it in your kiss, in 
the touch of your strong hand, I saw it in your eyes. Even when 
I told you the truth, and begged you to believe me, even then, 
deep down in your heart you thought it was my hand that had 
killed Sir Maurice, and God only knows the despair that filled me 
as I turned and left you. 

'' And so, Peter — perhaps to punish you a little, perhaps 
because I cannot bear the noisy world just yet, perhaps because 
I fear you a little — I have nin away. But I remember also how, 
believing me guilty, you loved me still, and gave yourself up, to 
shield me, and, dying of hunger and fatigue — came to find me. 
And so, Peter, I have not run so very far, nor hidden myself so 
very close, and if you understand me as you should your search 
need not be so very long. And dear, dear Peter, there is just 
one other thing, which I lioped that you would guess, which any 
other would have guessed, but which, being a pliilosopher, you 
never did guess. Oli, Peter — I was once, very long ago it seems, 
Sophia Charmian Sefton, but I am now, and always was, Your 
Humble Person, Charmian.*' 

The letter fell from my fingers, and T remained staring before 
me so long that Sir Richard came and laid his hand on my 
shoulder. 

** Oh, boy ! ** said he, very tenderly ; “ she has told me all 
the story, and I think, Peter, I think it is given to very few men 
to win the love of such a woman as this.” 

” God knows it I ** said I. 

” And to have married one so very noble and high in all 
tilings— you sliould bo very proud. Peter,** 

” I am,** said I ; ” oh, I am, sir.** 

” Even, Peter — even though she be a — virago, tliis Lady 
Sophia— -or a termagant ** 

“ I was a great fool in those days,*’ said I, hanging my head, 
** and very young 1 ** 

It was only six months ago, Peter.*’ 

" But I am years older to-day, sir.” 

” And the husband of the most glorious woman — ^the most — 
oh. curse me, Peter, if yon deserve such a goddess ! ** 
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*' And — she worked for me I ” said I ; " cooked, and served, 
and mended my clothes — ^where are they ? '' I cried, and sprang 
out of bed. 

“ What the deuce began Sir Richard. 

My clothes," said I, looking vainly about ; " my clothes — 
pray. Sir Richard, where are they ? " 

" Burnt, Peter." 

" Burnt ? " 

Every blood-stained rag ! " he nodded ; " her orders." 

" But — what am 1 to do ? " 

Sir Richard laughed, and, crossing to the press, opened the 
door. 

" Here are all the things you left behind you when you set 
out to — dig, and-- egad 1 — make your fortune. I couldn’t let 
'em go with all the rest — so I — er- liad ’em brought here, to — 
er — to keep them for you— ready for tlie time when you should 
grow tired of digging, and come back to me, and — er — oh, 
dammit ! — you understand — and Grainger's waiting to see you 
in the library — been there hours — so dress yourself. In Heaven’s 
name dress yourself 1 ’’ he cried, and hurried from the room. 

It was with a certain satisfaction that I once more donned 
buckskin and spurred boots, and noticed moreover how tight my 
coat was become across the shoulders ; yet I dressed hastily, for 
iny mind was already on the road, galloping to Charmian. 

In the library I found Sir Richard, and Mr. Grainger, who 
greeted me with his precise little bow. 

" I have to congratulate you. Sir Peter," he began, " not 
only on your distinguished marriage, and accession to fortune, 
but upon the fact that the — ah — unpleasantness connecting a 
certain Peter Smith with your unfortunate cousin’s late decease 
has been entirely removed by means of the murderer’s written 
confession, placed in my hands some days ago by the Lady 
Sophia " 

" A written confession — and she brought it to you ? " 

" Gallojied all the way from Tonbridge, by Gad I " nodded 
Sir Richard. 

" It seems," pursued Mr. Grainger, " that the — ah — ^man, 
John Strickland, by name, lodged with a certain preacher, to 
whom, in Lady Vibart's presence, he confessed his crime, and 
willingly wrote out a deposition to that effect. It also appears 
that the man, sick though he was, wandered from the Preacher's 
cottage, and was eventually found upon the road, and now lies 
in Maidstone gaol, in a dying condition.” 
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Chancing, presently, to look from the window, I behold a 
groom who led a horse up and down before the door ; and the 
groom was Adam, and the horse 

I opened the window, and, leaning out, called a name. At 
the sound of my voice the man smiled, and touched his hat, and 
the mare ceased her pawing and chafing, and turned upon me a 
pair of great, soft eyes, and snuffed the air, and whinnied. So I 
leapt out of the window, and down the steps, and thus it was that 
1 met “ Wings.** 

She be in the pink o* condition, sir,** said Adam proudly ; 
•• Sir Richard bought *er ** 

“ For a song ! ** added the baronet, who, with Mr. Grainger, 
had followed to bid me good-bye. “ I really got her remarkably 
cheap,** he explained, thrusting his fists deep into his pockets, 
and frowning down my thanks. But, when 1 had swung myself 
into the saddle, he came and laid his liand upon my knee. 

You are going to — find her, Peter ? ** 

** Yes, sir.** 

“ And you know — where to look ? ** 

I think so ** 

** Because, if you don't — I might ** 

'* I shall go to a certain cottage,** said I tentatively. 

" Then you’d better go, boy — the mare’s ail excitement — 
good-bye, Peter — and cutting up my gravel most damnably — 
good-bye ! ** So saying, he reached up and gripped my hand 
very hard, and stared at me also very hard, though the tears 
stood in his eyes. ** I always felt very fatherly towards you, 
Peter — and — you won't forget the lonely old man — come and see 
me now and then — both of you, for it does get damnably lonely 
here sometimes, and oh, curse it I Good-bye 1 dear lad.** So 
he turned, and walked up the steps into his great, lonely house. 

“ O' Wings ! with thy slender grace, and tireless strength, 
if ever thou didst gallop before, do thy best to-day I Spurn, 
spurn the dust *neath thy fleet hoofs, stretch thy graceful Arab 
neck, bear me gallantly to-day, O Wings, for never shalt thou 
and I see its like again." 

Swift we flew, with the wind before, and the dust behind, 
pait wayside inns where besmocked figures paused in their grave 
discussions to turn and watch us by ; past smiling field and 
darkling copse ; past lonely cottage and village green ; through 
Sevenoaks and Tonbridge, with never a stop ; up Pembry hill, 
and down, galloping so lightly, so easily, over that hard, familiar 
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road, which I had lately tramped with so much toil and pain ; 
and so, as evening fell, to Sissinghurst. 

A dreamy, sleepy place is Sissinghurst at all times, for its 
few cottages, like its inn, are very old, and great age begets 
dreams. But, when the sun is low, and the shadows creep out, 
when the old inn blinks drowsy eyes at the cottages, and they 
blink back drowsily at the inn. like the old friends they are ; 
when distant cow^s low at gates, and fences ; when sheep-bells 
tinkle faintly ; when the weary toiler, seated sideways on his 
weary horse, fares homewards, nodding sleepily with every 
plodding hoof-fall, but rousing to give* one a drowsy “ good- 
night,'* then who can resist the somnolent charm of the place, 
save only the “ Bull " himself, snorting down in lofty contempt 
— as rolling of eye, as curly of horn, as stiff as to tail as any 
indignant bull ever w^as, or shall be. 

But as I rode, watching the evening deepen about me, soft 
and clear rose the merry chime of hammer and anvil, and, turning 
aside to ihe smithy, I paused there, and stooping my head, looked 
in at the door. 

“ George ! " said I. He started erect, and dropping hammer 
and tongs, came out, running, then sto])ped suddenly, as one 
abashed. 

Oh, friend ! said I, don't you know me ? " 

Why — Peter " he stammered, and broke off. 

" Have you no greeting for me, Cieorge ? " 

" Ay, ay — I heerd you was free, Peter, and I was glad -glad, 
because you w^ the man as I loved, an' 1 waited — ay, I’ve been 
waitin’ for 'ce to come back. But now — you be so changed — 
so fine an' grand — an* I be all black wi* soot from the fire — oh 

man ! ye bean’t my Peter no more " 

Never say that, George — never say that," I cried, and 
leaping from the saddle, I would have caught his band in mine, 
but he drew back. 

You be so fine an' grand, Peter, an* I be all sooty from the 
fire ! ” he repeated. " I'd like to just wash my 'ands first." 

" Oh, Black George I " said I. " dear George." 

" Be you rich now, Peter ? " 

" " Yes, I suppose so." 

" A gentleman wi* ’orses, an* 'ouses, an* servants ? " 

" Well--what of it ? " 

“ I'd — ^like to — ^wash my 'ands first, if so be you don't mind, 
Peter." 
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" George,” said I, ” don’t be a fool 1 ” Now, as we stood 
thus, fronting each other in the doorway, I heard a light step 
upon the road behind me, and turning, beheld Prudence. 

"Oh, Pruel George is aLaid of my clothes, and won’t 
shake hands with me I " For a moment she hesitated, looking 
from one to the other of us — ^then, all at once, laughing a little, ^ 
and blushing a little, she leaned forward and kissed me. 

" Why, George 1 " said she, still blushing, “ how fulish you 
be. Mr. Peter were as much a gentleman in his leathw* apron as 
ever he is in his fine coat — how fulish you be, George I ” So 
proud George gave me his hand, all grimy as it was, rejoicing 
over me because of my good fortune and mourning over me 
because my smithing days were over. 

" Ye see, Peter, when men 'as worked together — and sorrowed 
together — an* fou*t together — an* knocked each other down — 
like you an* me — ^it bean’t so easy to say ' good-bye * — so, if 
you must leave us — why — don*t let’s say it.'* 

“ No. George, there shall be no ' good-byes ' for either one 
of us, and I shall come back — soon. Until then, take my mare 
— have her made comfortable for me, and now — ^good-night — 
good-night ! '* 

And so, clasping their loving hands, I turned away, somewhat 
hurriedly, and left them. 

There was no moon, but the night was luminous with stars, 
and, as I strode along, my eyes were often lifted to the “ wonder 
of the heavens," and I wondered which particular star was 
Charmian's and which mine. 

Reaching the Hollow, I paused to glance about me, as I ever 
did, before descending that leafy path ; and the shadows were 
very black and a chill wind stirred among the leaves, so that I 
shivered, and wondered, for the first time, if I had come right — 
if the cottage had been in Charmian’s mind when she wrote. . 

Then 1 descended the path, hurrying past a certain dark spot. 
And, coming at last witliin sight of the cottage. I paused again, 
and shivered again, for the windows were dark and the door 
shut. But the latch >delded readily beneath my hand, so I went 
in, and closed and barred the door behind me. 

For, upon the hearth a fire burned with a dim, red glow that 
filled the place >\dth shadows, and the shadows were very deep. * 

** Charmian ! ** said I, “ oh, Charmian, are you there — have 
I guessed right ? ** I heard a rustle close beside me, and, in the 
gloom, came a hand to meet and clasp my own ; wherefore I 
stooped and kissed those slender fingers, drawing her into the 
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fireglow, and het eyes were hidden by their lashes, and the glow 
of the fire seemed reflected in her cheeks. 

** The candles were so — bright, Peter,*' she whispered. 

r Yes." 

" And so — when I heard you coming " 

" You heard me ? " 

" I was sitting on the bench, outside, Peter." 

" And, when you heard me — you put the candles out ? " 

" They seemed so — very bright, Peter." 

" And shut the door ? " 

" 1 only — just — closed it, Petei." She was still wrapjxid in 
her cloak, as sJie had been when I first saw her, wherefore 1 put 
back the hood trom her face. And behold \ as \ diet so, her 
hair fell down, ri])pling over my arm, and coveiing us both in 
its splendour, as it liad done once Leioie. 

" Indeed — you have glorious hair 1 " said L " It seems 
wondeiful to think that you are iny wife. I can scarcely believe 
it — even yet 1 " 

"Why, I had meant you should many me from the first, 
Peter." 

"Had you?" 

" Do you think I should ever have come back to this dear 
solitude otherwise." 

Now when 1 would have kissed her, she turned her liead 
aside. 

" Peter." 

" Yes, Charmian ? " 

" The l.ady So[)hia Sefton never did gallop her horse up the 
steps of St, Paul’s t'athedral." 

" Didn’t she, Charmian ? " 

" And she couldn’t he]|> her name being bandied from month 
to mouth, or — ‘ hiccoughed <5ut over slopping wineglasses,' 
could she ? ” 

" No," said I, frowning ; " what a vasty young fool 1 
was 1 " 

" And, Peter " 

" Well, Charmian ? " 

" Slie never was — and never will be — buxom, or strapping — 
will she ; ‘ buxom ' is such a — hateful word, Peter 1 And you 
— love her ? — wait, Peter— as much as ever you loved Charmian 
Brown ? " 

" Yes," said I ; " yes " 

" And — nearly as much as — your dream woman ? " 
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" More — ^mucb more, because you are the embodiment of all 
my dreams — ^you always will be. Charmian. Because I honour 
you for your intellect ; and worship you for your gentleness, 
and spotless purity ; and love you with all my strength for your 
warm, sweet womanhood ; and because you aie so strong, and 
beautiful, and proud 

"And because, Peter, because I am — just — your loving — 
Humble Person." 

And thus it was I went forth a fool, and toiled, and suffered, 
and loved, and, in the end, got me some little wisdom. 

And thus did I, all unworthy as I am, win the heart of a noble 
woman whose love I pray will endure, even as mine will, wlien we 
shall have journeyed to the end of this Broad Highway, which is 
Life, and into the mj slery of the Beyond. 


Tm: END 
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